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ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Escalcs,  prince  of  Verona.  Peter,  servant  to  Juliet's  nurse. 

Paris,  a  young  nobleman,  kins-  Abraham,  servant  to  Montague. 

man  to  the  prince-  An  Apothecary. 

M-vrieii  )  heads  of  two  houses  Three  Musicians, 

^.o^r^r  <&t  variance  with  Page  to  Paris;  another  Page;  an 
Capulet,     j         each  other.  Officer. 

An  old  man,  cousin  to  Capulet.  T         ,,  .,         ,r 

Romeo,  son  to  Montague.  Ladt  Montague,  wife  to  Monta- 

Mercutio,  kinsman  to  the  prince,  _  ^ue-^.  ..    »    ,-,        ,  ^ 

and  friend  to  Romeo.  Ladt  Capulet.  wife  to  Capulet. 

Benvolio,  nephew  to  Montague,  J/ijet.  daughter  to  Capulet. 

and  friend  to  Romeo.  Nuree  to  Juliet. 

Tybalt  nephew  to  Lady  Capulet.  citizens  of  Verona:  several  Men 
t  riar  Laurence,  i  Franciscans.  *nd  Women,  relations  to  both 
iriarjohn,            J--  houses:       Maskers.       Guards, 

Balthasar,  servant  to  Romeo.  \fatchmen.  and  Attendants. 

S,  f  *>™»*  to  Capulet.  !   ^^ 

Scene:  Verona:  Mantua. 


PROLOGUE. 

Two  households,  hoth  alike  in  dignity, 

In  fair  Verona,  where  we  lay  our  scene, 
From  ancient  grudge  break  to  new  mutiny, 

Where  civil  blood  makes  civil  hands  unclean. 
From  forth  the  fatal  loins  of  these  two  t 

A  pair  of  star-cross'd  lovers  take  their  life; 
Whose  misadventured  piteous  overthrows 

Do  with  their  death  bury  their  parents'  strife. 
The  fearful  passage  of  their  death-mark'd  love,  •" 

And  the  continuance  of  their  parents'  rage,  10 

Which,  but  their  children's  end,  nought  could  remove, 

Is  now  the  two  hours'  traffic  of  our  stage; 
The  which  if  you  with  patient  ears  attend, 
What  here  shall  miss,  our  toil  shall  strive  to  mend. 

(7) 
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ACT  I. 

Scene  I.     Verona.    A  public  place. 

Enter   Sampson  and  Gregory,   of  tlie  house  of  Capulet, 
armed  with  swords  and  bucklers. 

Sam.  Gregory,  o'  my  word,  we'll  not  carry  coals. 

Ch'e.  No,  for  then  we  should  be  colliers. 

Sam.  I  mean,  an  we  be  in  choler,  we'll  draw. 

Ore.  Ay,  while  you  live,  draw  your  neck  out  o'  the  collar. 

Sam.  I  strike  quickly,  being  moved. 

Ore.  But  thou  art  not  quickly  moved  to  strike. 

Sam.  A  dog  of  the  house  of  Montague  moves  me.        10 

Ore.  To  move  is  to  stir;  and  to  be  valiant  is  to  stand: 
therefore,  if  thou  art  moved,  thou  runn'st  away. 

Sam.  A  dog  of  that  house  shall  move  me  to  stand:  I  will 
take  the  wall  of  any  man  or  maid  of  Montague's. 

Ore.  That  shows  thee  a  weak  slave ;  for  the  weakest  goes 
to  the  wall. 

Sam.  True;  and  therefore  women,  being  the  weaker 
vessels,  are  ever  thrust  to  the  wall:  therefore  I  will  push 
Montague's  men  from  the  wall,  and  thrust  his  maids  to  the 
wall. 

Ore.  The  quarrel  is  between  our  masters  and  us  their 
men. 

Sam.  'Tis  all  one,  I  will  show  myself  a  tyrant:  when  T 
have  fought  with  the  men,  I  will  be  cruel  with  the  maids 
and  cut  off  their  heads. 

Ore.  The  heads  of  the  maids?  29 

Sam.  Ay,  the  heads  of  the  maids,  or  their  maidenheads; 
take  it  in  what  sense  thou  wilt. 

Ore.  They  must  take  it  in  sense  that  feel  it. 

Sam.  Me  they  shall  feel  while  I  am  able  to  stand:  and 
'tis  known  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  flesh. 

Ore.  'Tis  well  thou  art  not  fish ;  if  thou  hadst,  thou  hadst 
been  poor  John.  Draw  thy  tool ;  here  comes  two  of  the 
house  of  the  Montagues. 

Sam.  My  naked  weapon  is  out:  quarrel,  I  will  back 
thee.  40 

Gre.  How !  turn  thy  back  and  run  ? 

Sam.  Fear  me  not. 

Ore.  No,  marry;  I  fear  thee! 

Sam.  Let  us  take  the  law  of  our  sides;  let  them  begin. 

Ore.  I  will  frown  as  I  pass  by,  and  let  them  take  it  as 
they  list. 
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Sam.  Nay,  as  they  dare.  I  "will  bite  my  thumb  at  them ; 
which  is  a  disgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear  it  50 

Enter  Abraham  and  Balthasar. 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  sir? 

Sam.  I  do  bite  my  thumb,  sir. 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  sir? 

Sam.  [Aside  to  Gre.]  Is  the  law  of  our  side,  if  I  say  ay? 

Gre.  Iso. 

Sam.  No,  sir,  I  do  not  bite  my  thumb  at  you,  sir,  but  I 
bite  my  thumb,  sir. 

Gre.  Do  you  quarrel,  sir? 

Abr.  Quarrel,  sir!  no,  sir.  60 

Sam.  If  you  do,  sir,  I  am  for  you :  I  serve  as  good  a  man 
as  you. 

Abr.  No  better. 

Sam.  "Well,  sir. 

Gre.  Say  "  better:"  here  comes  one  of  my  master's  kins- 
men. 

Sam.  Yes,  better,  sir. 

Abr.  You  lie. 

Sam.  Draw,  if  you  be  men.  Gregory,  remember  thy 
swashing  blow.  ['ihey  fight.    70 

Enter  Bexvolio. 

Ben.  Part,  fools! 
Put  up  your  swords ;  you  know  not  what  you  do. 

[Beats  down,  tlieir  swords. 

Enter  Tybalt. 

Tyb.  What,  art  thou  drawn  among  these  heartless  hinds? 
Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 

Ben.  I  do  but  keep  the  peace :  put  up  thy  sword, 
Or  manage  it  to  part  these  men  with  me. 

Tyb.  What,  drawn,  and  talk  of  peace!  I  hate  the  word, 
As  I  hate  hell,  all  Montagues,  and  thee: 
Have  at  thee,  coward !  [They  fight. 

Enter  several  of  both  houses,  who  Join  the  fray;  then  enter 
Citizens,  with  clubs. 

First  Cit.  Clubs,  bills,  and  partisans!  strike!  beat  them 
down!  80 

Down  with  the  Capulets!  down  with  the  Montagues! 

Enter  Captjlet  in  his  gown,  and  Lady  Capulet. 

Cap.  What  noise  is  this?    Give  me  my  long  sword,  ho! 
La.  Cap.  A  crutch,  a  crutch!  why  call  you  for  a  sword? 
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Cap.  My  sword,  I  say!     Old  Montague  is  come, 
And  flourishes  his  blade  in  spite  of  me. 

Enter  Montague  and  Lady  Montague. 

Mon.  Thou  villain  Capulet, — Hold  me  not,  let  me  go. 
La.  Mori.  Thou  shalt  not  stir  a  foot  to  seek  a  foe. 

Enter  Prince,  with  Attendants. 

Prin.  Rebellious  subjects,  enemies  to  peace, 
Profancrs  of  this  neighbour-stained  steel, — 
AVill  they  not  hear?    What,  ho!  you  men,  you  beasts,     90 
That  quench  the  fire  of  your  pernicious  rage 
With  purple  fountains  issuing  from  your  veins, 
On  pain  of  torture,  from  those  bloody  bands 
Throw  your  mistemper'd  weapons  to  the  ground, 
And  hear  the  sentence  of  your  moved  prince. 
Three  civil  brawls,  bred  of  an  airy  word, 
By  thee,  old  Capulet,  and  Montague, 
Have  thrice  disturb'd  the  quiet  of  our  streets, 
And  made  Verona's  ancient  citizens 

Cast  by  their  grave  beseeming  ornaments,  100 

To  wield  old  partisans,  in  hands  as  old, 
Canker'd  with  peace,  to  part  your  canker'd  hate* 
If  ever  you  disturb  our  streets  again, 
Your  lives  shall  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  peace. 
For  this  time,  all  the  rest  depart  away : 
You,  Capulet,  shall  go  along  with  me : 
And,  Montague,  come  you  this  afternoon, 
To  know  our  further  pleasure  in  this  case. 
To  old  Free-town,  our  common  judgement-place. 
Once  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart.  110 

[Exeunt  all  but  Montague,  Lady  McnUigtte,  and  Benvolio. 

Mon.  Who  set  this  ancient  quarrel  new  abroach? 
Speak,  nephew,  were  you  by  when  it  began  ? 

Ben.  Here  were  the  servants  of  your  adversary, 
And  yours,  close  fighting  ere  I  did  approach: 
I  drew  to  part  them :  in  the  instant  came 
The  fiery  Tybalt,  with  his  sword  prepared, 
Which,  as  he  breathed  defiance  to  my  ears, 
He  swung  about  his  head  and  cut  the  winds, 
Who  nothing  hurt  withal  hiss'd  him  in  scorn: 
While  we  were  interchanging  thrusts  and  blows,  120 

Came  more  and  more  and  fought  on  part  and  part, 
Till  the  prince  came,  who  parted  either  part. 

La.  Mon.  O,  where  is  Romeo?  saw  you  him  to-day? 
Itight  glad  I  am  he  was  not  at  this  fray. 

Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worshipp'd  sua 
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Peer'd  forth  the  golden  window  of  the  east, 

A  troubled  mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad; 

"Where,  underneath  the  grove  of  sycamore 

That  westward  rooteth  from  the  city's  side, 

So  early  walking  did  I  see  your  son :  130 

Towards  him  I  made,  but  he  was  ware  of  me 

And  stole  into  the  covert  of  the  wood: 

I,  measuring  his  affections  by  my  own, 

That  most  are  busied  when  they're  most  alone, 

Pursued  my  humour  not  pursuing  his, 

And  gladly  shunn'd  who  gladly  fled  from  me. 

Mon.  Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  seen, 
With  tears  augmenting  the  fresh  morning's  dew, 
Adding  to  clouds  more  clouds  with  his  deep  sighs; 
But  all  so  soon  as  the  all-cheering  sun  140 

Should  in  the  furthest  east  begin  to  draw 
The  shady  curtains  from  Aurora's  bed, 
Away  from  light  steals  home  my  heavy  son, 
And  private  in  his  chamber  pens  himself, 
Shuts  up  his  windows,  locks  fair  daylight  out 
And  makes  himself  an  artificial  night : 
Black  and  portentous  must  this  humour  prove, 
Unless  good  counsel  may  the  cause  remove. 

Ben.  My  noble  uncle,  do  know  the  cause? 

Mun.  I  neither  know  it  nor  can  learn  of  him. 

Ben.  Have  you  importuned  him  by  anj-  means? 

Mon.  Both  by  myself  and  many  other  friends: 
But  he,  his  own  affections'  counsellor, 
Is  to  himself — I  will  not  say  how  true — 
But  to  himself  so  secret  and  so  close, 
So  far  from  sounding  and  discovery. 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  worm, 
Ere  he  can  spread  his  sweet  leaves  to  the  air, 
Or  dedicate  his  beaut y  to  the  sun. 

Could  we  but  learn  from  whence  his  sorrows  grow,       160 
"We  would  as  willingly  give  cure  as  know. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Ben.  See,  where  he  comes :  so  please  vou,  step  aside ; 
I'll  know  his  grievance,  or  be  much  denied. 

Mon.  I  would  thou  wert  so  happy  by  thy  stay, 
To  hear  true  shrift.     Come,  madam,  let's  away? 

[Exeunt  Montague  and  Lady. 

Ben.  Good  morrow,  cousin. 

Rom.  Is  the  day  so  young? 

Beit.  But  new  struck  nine. 
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Rom.  Ay  me !  sad  hours  seem  long. 

Was  that  my  father  that  went  hence  so  fast? 

Ben.  It  was.     What  sadness  lengthens  Romeo's  hours? 

Rom.  Not  having  that,  which,  having,  makes  them  short. 

Ben.  In  love?  171 

Rom.  Out — 

Ben.  Of  love? 

Rom.  Out  of  her  favour,  where  I  am  in  love. 

Ben.  Alas,  that  love,  so  gentle  in  his  view, 
Should  be  so  tymunous  and  rough  in  proof! 

Rom.  Alas,  that  love,  whose  view  is  muffled  still, 
Should,  without  eyes,  see  pathways  to  his  will! 
Where  shall  we  dine?     O  me!     What  fray  was  here? 
Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all.  180 

Here's  much  to  do  with  hate,  hut  more  with  love. 
Why,  then,  O  brawling  love!  O  loving  hate! 
O  any  thing,  of  nothing  first  create! 
O  hetTy  lightness!  serious  vanity ! 
Mis-giapen  ch««s  of  well-seeming  forms! 
Feather  of  lean,  bright  smoke,  cold  fire,  sick  health! 
Still-waking  sleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is! 
This  iove  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this. 
Dost  thou  not  laugh? 

Bun.  No,  coz,  I  rather  weep. 

Rom.  Good  heart,  at  what? 

Ben.  At  thy  good  heart's  oppression.     190 

Rom.  Why,  such  is  love's  transgression. 
Griefs  of  mine  own  lie  heavy  in  my  breast, 
Which  thou  wilt  propagate,  to  have  it  prest 
With  more  of  thine :  this  love  that  thou  hast  shown 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  smoke  raised  with  the  fume  of  sighs; 
Being  purged,  a  fire  sparkling  in  lovers'  eyes; 
Being  vex'd,  a  sea  nourish'd  with  lovers'  tears: 
What  is  it  else?  a  madness  most  discreet, 
A  choking  gall  and  a  preserving  sweet.  200 

Farewell,  my  coz. 

Ben.  Soft!  I  will  go  along; 

And  if  you  leave  me  so,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Rom.  Tut,  I  have  lost  myself;  I  am  not  here; 
This  is  not  Borneo,  he's  some  other  where. 

Ben.  Tell  me  in  sadness,  who  is  that  you  love. 

Rom.  What,  shall  I  groan  and  tell  thee? 

Ben.  Groan?  why,  no; 

But  sadlv  tell  me  who. 

Rom.  Bid  a  sick  man  in  sadness  make  his  will: 
Ah,  word  ill  urged  to  one  that  is  so  ill! 
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In  sadness,  cousin,  I  do  love  a  woman.  210 

Ben.  I  aim'd  so  near,  when  I  supposed  you  loved. 

Bom.  A  right  good  mark-man !    And  she's  fair  I  love. 

Ben.  A  right  fair  mark,  fair  coz,  is  soonest  hit. 

Bom.  "Well,  in  that  hit  you  miss:  she'll  not  be  hit 
"With  Cupid's  arrow;  she  hath  Dian's  wit; 
And,  in  strong  proof  of  chastity  well  arm'd, 
From  love's  weak  childish  bow" she  lives  unharm'd. 
She  will  not  stay  the  siege  of  loving  terms, 
Nor  bide  the  encounter  of  assailing  eyes, 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  saint-seducing  gold:  220 

O,  she  is  rich  in  beauty,  only  poor, 
That  when  she  dies  with  beauty  dies  her  store. 

Ben.  Then  she  hath  sworn  that  she  will  still  live  chaste? 

Bom.  She  hath,  and  in  that  sparing  makes  huge  waste, 
For  beauty  starved  with  her  severity 
Cuts  beauty  off  from  all  posterity. 
She  is  too  fair,  too  wise,  wisely  too  fair, 
To  merit  bliss  by  making  me  despair: 
She  hath  forsworn  to  love,  and  in  that  vow 
Do  I  live  dead  that  live  to  tell  it  now.  230 

Ben.  Be  ruled  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her. 

Bom.  O,  teach  me  how  I  should  forget  to  think. 

Ben.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes; 
Examine  other  beauties. 

Bom.  'Tis  the  way 

To  call  hers  exquisite,  in  question  more : 
These  happy  masks  that  kiss  fair  ladies'  brows 
Being  black  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair; 
He  that  is  strucken  blind  cannot  forget 
The  precious  treasure  of  his  eyesight  lost: 
Show  me  a  mistress  that  is  passing  fair,  240 

What  doth  her  beauty  serve,  but  as  a  note 
Where  I  may  read  who  pass'd  that  passing  fair? 
Farewell :  thou  canst  not  teach  me  to  forget. 

Ben.  I'll  pay  that  doctrine,  or  else  die  in  debt    [Exeunt. 


Sceite  II.     A  street. 
Enter  Capulet,  Pakis,  and  Servant. 

Cap.  But  Montague  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 
In  penalty  alike;  and  'tis  not  hard,  I  think, 
For  men  so  old  as  we  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reckoning  are  you  both; 
And  pity  'tis  you  lived  at  odds  so  long, 
gut  now,  my  lord,  what  say  you  to  my  suit? 
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Cap.  But  saying  o'er  what  I  have  said  before: 
My  child  is  yet  a  stranger  in  the  world; 
She  hath  not  seen  the  change  of  fourteen  years ; 
Let  two  more  summers  wither  in  their  pride,  10 

Ere  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  bride. 

Par.  Younger  than  she  are  happy  mothers  made. 

Cap.  And  too  soon  marr'd  are  those  so  early  made. 
The  earth  hath  swallow  'd  all  my  hopes  but  she, 
She  is  the  hopeful  lady  of  my  earth: 
But  woo  her,  gentle  Paris,  get  her  heart, 
My  will  to  her  consent  is  but  a  part; 
An  she  agree,  within  her  scope  of  choice 
Lies  my  consent  and  fair  according  voice. 
This  night  I  hold  an  old  accustom'd  feast,  20 

Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  guest, 
Such  as  I  love;  and  you,  among  the  store, 
One  more,  most  welcome,  makes  my  number  more. 
At  my  poor  house  look  to  behold  this  night 
Earth-treading  stars  that  make  dark  heaven  light: 
Such  comfort  as  do  lusty  young  men  feel 
When  well-apparell'd  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  winter  treads,  even  such  delight 
Among  fresh  female  buds  shall  you  this  night 
Inherit  at  my  house ;  hear  all,  all  see,  30 

And  like  her  most  whose  merit  most  shall  be: 
f  Such,  amongst  view  of  many,  mine  being  one, 
May  stand  in  number,  though  in  reckoning  none. 
Come,  go  with  me.    {To  Sew.,  giving  a  paper.]    Go,  sirrah, 

trudge  about 
Through  fair  Verona;  find  those  persons  out 
Whose  names  are  written  there,  and  to  them  say, 
My  house  and  welcome  on  their  pleasure  stay. 

[K.rciint  Capulet  and  Pari*. 

Serv.  Find  them  out  whose  names  are  written  here!  It 
is  written,  that  the  shoemaker  should  meddle  with  his 
yard,  and  the  tailor  with  his  last,  the  fisher  with  his  pen- 
cil, and  the  painter  with  his  nets;  but  I  am  sent  to  find 
those  persons  whose  names  are  here  writ,  and  can  never 
find  what  names  the  writing  person  hath  here  writ.  I  must 
to  the  learned. — In  good  time. 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Romeo. 

Ben.  Tut,  man,  one  fire  burns  out  another's  burning, 
One  pain  is  lessened  by  another's  anguish ; 

Turn  giddy,  and  be  holp  by  backward  turning; 
One  desperate  grief  cures  with  another's  languish: 

Take  thou  some  new  iufection  to  thy  eye,  54 
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And  the  rank  poison  of  the  old  will  die. 

Bom.  Your  plaintain-leaf  is  excellent  for  that. 

Ben.  For  what,  I  pray  thee? 

Bom.  For  your  broken  shin. 

Ben.  Why,  Romeo,  art  thou  mad.? 

Bom.  Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  madman  is; 
Shut  up  in  prison,  kept  without  my  food, 
Whipp'd  and  tormented  and — God-den,  good  fellow. 

Sere.  God  gi'  god-den.    I  pray,  sir,  can  you  read? 

R>m.  Ay.  mine  own  fortune  in  my  misery.  60 

Sen.  Perhaps  you  have  learned  it  without  book:  but,  I 
pray,  can  you  read  anything  you  see  1 

Horn.  Ay.  if  I  know  the  letters  and  the  language. 

Sen.   Ye  say  honestly:  rest  you  merry! 

Bom.  Stay,  "fellow ;  f  can  read.  [Bead?. 

"  Signior  Martino  and  his  wife  and  daughters ;  County 
Anselme  and  his  beauteous  sisters;  the  lady  widow  of  Yi- 
truvio;  Signior  Placentio  and  his  lovely  nieces;  Mercutio 
and  his  brother  Yalentine ;  mine  uncle  Capulet,  his  wife. 
and  daughters:  my  fair  niece  Rosaline;  Livia;  Signior 
Valentio  and  his  cousin  Tybalt;  Lucio  and  the  lively 
Helena." 
A  fair  assembly,  whither  should  they  come? 

Serr.  Up. 

Bom.  Whither? 

Serr.  To  supper;  to  our  house. 

Bom.  Whose  house? 

Serr.  My  master's.  80 

Bom.  Indeed,  I  should  have  ask'd  you  that  before. 

Serif.  Now  I'll  tell  you  without  asking:  my  master  is  the 
great  rich  Capulet;  and  if  you  be  not  of  the  house  of  Mon- 
tagues. I  pray,  come  and  crush  a  cup  of  wine.  Rest  you 
merry !  [Exit. 

Ben.  At  this  same  ancient  feast  of  Capulet's, 
Sups  the  fair  Rosaline  whom  thou  so  lovest, 
With  all  the  admired  beauties  of  Yerona: 
Go  thither;  and,  with  unattainted  eye,  90 

Compare  her  face  with  some  that  I  shall  show, 
And  I  will  make  thee  thiuk  thy  swan  a  crow. 
Ami.  When  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 

Maintains  such  falsehood,  then  turn  tears  to  fires; 
And  these,  who  often  drown'd  could  never  die, 

Transparent  heretics,  be  burnt  for  liars! 
One  fairer  than  my  love !  the  all-seeing  sun 
Ne'er  saw  her  match  since  first  the  world  begun. 

Ben.  Tut,  you  saw  her  fair,  none  else  being  by, 
Herself  poised  with  bereelf  in  either  eye ;  100 
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But  in  that  crystal  scales  let  there  be  weigh'd 

Your  lady's  love  against  some  other  maid 

That  I  will  show  you  shining  at  this  feast. 

And  she  shall  scant  show  well  that  now  shows  best. 

Bom.  I'll  go  along,  no  such  sight  to  be  shown, 
But  to  rejoice  in  splendour  of  mine  own.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  III.    A  room  in  Capulet's  Jiouse. 
Enter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

La.  Cap.  Nurse,  where 's  my  daughter?  call  her  forth  to 
me. 

Nurse.  Now,  by  my  maidenhead,  at  twelve  year  old, 
I  bade  her  come.    What,  lamb!  what,  lady-bird! 
God  forbid!     Where's  this  girl?    What,  Juliet! 

Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  How  now!  who  calls? 

Nurse.  Your  mother. 

Jul.  Madam,  I  am  here. 

What  is  your  will  ? 

La.  Cap.  This  is  the  matter: — Nurse,  give  leave  awhile, 
We  must  talk  in  secret: — nurse,  come  back  again; 
I  have  remember'd  me,  thou's  hear  our  counsel. 
Thou  know'st  my  daughter's  of  a  pretty  age.  10 

Nurse.  Faith,  I  can  tell  her  age  unto  an  hour. 

La.  Cap.  She's  not  fourteen. 

Nurse.  I'll  lay  fourteenof  my  teeth, — 

And  yet,  to  my  teen  be  it  spoken,  I  have  but  four, — 
She  is  not  fourteen.     How  long  is  it  now 
To  Lammas-tide? 

La.  Cap.  A  fortnight  and  odd  days. 

Nurse.  Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year, 
Come  Lammas-eve  at  night  shall  she  be  fourteen. 
Susan  and  she — God  rest  all  Christian  souls! — 
Were  of  an  age:  well,  Susan  is  with  God; 
She  was  too  good  for  me ;  but,  as  I  said,  20 

On  Lammas-eve  at  night  shall  she  be  fourteen; 
That  shall  she,  marry;  I  remember  it  well. 
'Tis  since  the  earthquake  now  eleven  years; 
And  she  was  wean'd, — I  never  shall  forget  it,— » 
Of  all  the  days  of  the  year,  upon  that  day: 
For  I  had  then  laid  wormwood  to  my  dug, 
Sitting  in  the  sun  under  the  dove-house  wall; 
My  lord  and  you  were  then  at  Mantua: — 
Nay,  I  do  bear  a  braiu;-— but,  as  I  said, 
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When  it  did  taste  the  wormwood  on  the  nipple  30 

Of  my  dug  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool, 

To  see  it  tetchy  and  fall  out  with  the  dug! 

' '  Shake  quoth  the  dove-house :  'twas  no  need,  I  trow, 

To  bid  me  trudge : 

And  since  that  time  it  is  eleven  years  j 

For  then  she  could  stand  alone ;  nay.  by  the  rood, 

She  could  have  run  and  waddled  all  about ; 

For  even  the  day  before,  she  broke  her  brow : 

And  then  my  husband — God  be  with  his  soul ! 

A'  was  a  merry  man — took  up  the  child :  40 

"  Tea,"  quoth  he,  "dost  thou  fall  upon  thy  face? 

Thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  hast  more  wit; 

"Wilt  thou  not,  Jule?"  and,  by  my  holidame. 

The  pretty  wretch  left  crying  and  said  "Ay." 

To  see,  now,  how  a  jest  shall  come  about ! 

I  warrant,  an  I  should  live  a  thousand  years, 

I  never  should  forget  it:  "  Wilt  thou  not,  Jule?"  quoth  he; 

And,  pretty  fool,  it  stinted  and  said  "Ay." 

La.  Cap.  Enough  of  this;  I  pray  thee." hold  thy  peace. 

Xurse.  Yes.  madam:  yet  I  cannot  choose  but  Laugh,    50 
To  think  it  should  leave  crying  and  say  "Ay." 
And  yet,  I  warrant,  it  had  upon  its  brow 
A  bump  as  big  as  a  young  cockerel's  stone; 
A  parlous  knock;  and  it  cried  bitterly: 
"Yea,"  quoth  my  husband,  "  fall'st  upon  thy  face? 
Thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  comest  to  age; 
Wilt  thou  not,  Jule?"  it  stinted  and  said  "  Ay." 

Jul.  And  stint  thou  too,  I  pray  thee,  nurse,  say  I. 

Nur&.  Peace,  I  have  done.    God  mark  thee  to  his  grace! 
Thou  wast  the  prettiest  babe  that  e'er  I  nursed:  60 

An  I  might  live  to  see  thee  married  once, 
I  have  my  wish. 

La.  Cap.  Many,  that  "marry"  is  the  very  theme 
I  came  to  talk  of.     Tell  me,  daughter  Juliet, 
How  stands  your  disposition  to  be  married? 

Jul.  It  is  an  honour  that  I  dream  not  of. 

Nurxe    An  honour!  were  not  I  thine  only  nurse, 
I  would  say  thou  hadst  suck'd  wisdom  from  thy  teat. 

La.  Cap.  Well,  think  of  marriage  now;   younger  than 

you, 

Here  in  Verona,  ladies  of  esteem,  70 

Are  made  already  mothers:  by  my  count, 
I  wa    your  mother  much  upon  these  years 
That  you  are  now  a  maid.     Thus  then  in  brief: 
The  valiant  Paris  seeks  you  for  his  love. 
Nurse.  A  man,  young  lady!  lady,  such  a  man 
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A.s  all  the  world — why,  he's  a  man  of  wax. 

La.  Cap.  Verona's  summer  hath  not  such  a  flower. 

Nurse.  Nay,  he's  a  flower;  in  faith,  a  very  flower. 

La.  Cap.  What  say  you?  can  you  love  the  gentleman? 
This  night  you  shall  behold  him  at  our  feast ;  80 

Read  o'er  the  volume  of  young  Paris'  face 
And  find  delight  writ  there  with  beauty's  pen; 
Examine  every  married  lineament 
And  see  how  one  another  lends  content, 
And  what  obscured  in  this  fair  volume  lies 
Find  written  in  the  margent  of  his  eyes. 
This  precious  book  of  love,  this  unbound  lover, 
To  beautify  him,  only  lacks  a  cover: 
The  fish  lives  in  the  sea,  and  'tis  much  pride 
For  fair  without  the  fair  within  to  hide :  90 

That  book  in  many's  eyes  doth  share  the  glory, 
That  in  gold  clasps  locks  in  the  golden  story ; 
So  shall  you  share  all  that  he  doth  possess, 
By  having  him,  making  yourself  no  less. 

Nurse.  No  less!  nay,  bigger;  women  grow  by  men. 

La.  Cap.  Speak  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Paris'  love? 

Jul.  I'll  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move: 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  endart  mine  eye 
Than  your  consent  gives  strength  to  make  it  fly. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  the  guests  are  come,  supper  served  up, 
you  called,  my  young  lady  asked  for,  the  nurse  cursed  in 
the  pantry,  and  everything  in  extremity.  I  must  hence  to 
wait;  I  beseech  you,  follow  straight. 

La.  Cap.  We  follow  thee.     [Exit  Servant.]    Juliet,  the 

county  stays. 
Nurse.  Go,  girl,  seek  happy  nights  to  happy  days. 

[Ejcnnl. 

Scene  IV.     A  street. 

Enter  Romeo,  Mercutio,  Benvoi.to,  with  five  or  six  >Iask 
ers,  Torch-bearers,  and  others. 

Rom.  What,  shall  this  speech  be  spoke  for  our  excuse? 
Or  shall  we  on  without  apology? 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  such  prolixity: 
We'll  have  no  Cupid  hoodwink'd  with  a  scarf, 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  bow  of  lath, 
Scaring  the  ladies  like  a  crow-keeper; 
Nor  no  without-book  prologue,  faintly  spoke 
After  the  prompter,  for  our  entrance : 
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But  let  them  measure  us  by  what  they  will; 

We'll  measure  them  a  measure,  and  be  gone.  10 

Rom.  Give  me  a  torch:  I  am  not  for  this  ambling; 
Being  but  heavy.  I  will  bear  the  light. 

Mer.  Nay,  gentle  Romeo,  we  must  have  you  dance. 

Rum.  Not  I,  believe  me:  you  have  dancing  shoes 
With  nimble  soles:  I  have  a  soul  of  lead 
So  stakes  me  to  the  ground  I  cannot  move. 

Mer.  You  are  a  lover;  borrow  Cupid's  wings, 
And  soar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 

Rom.  I  am  too  sore  enpierced  with  his  shaft 
To  soar  with  his  light  feathers,  and  so  bound,  20 

I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  woe: 
Under  love's  heavy  burden  do  I  sink. 

Mer.  And,  to  sink  in  it,  should  you  burden  love; 
Too  great  oppression  for  a  tender  thing. 

Rom.  Is  love  a  tender  thing?  it  is  too  rough, 
Too  rude,  too  boisterous,  and  it  pricks  like  thorn. 

Mer.  If  love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with  love; 
Prick  love  for  pricking,  and  you  beat  love  down. 
Give  me  a  case  to  put  my  visage  in : 

A  visor  for  a  visor!  what  care  I  30 

What  curious  eyes  doth  quote  deformities? 
Here  are  the  beetle  brows  shall  blush  for  me. 

Ben.  Come,  knock  and  enter;  and  no  sooner  in, 
But  every  man  betake  him  to  his  legs. 

Rom.  A  torch  for  me :  let  wantons  light  of  heart 
Tickle  the  senseless  rushes  with  their  heels, 
For  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  graudsire  phrase; 
I'll  be  a  candle-holder,  and  look  on. 
The  game  was  neer  so  fair,  and  I  am  done. 

Mer.  Tut,  dun's  the  mouse,  the  constable's  own  word. 
If  thou  art  dun,  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  mire  41 

Of  this  sir-reverence  love,  wherein  thou  stick'st 
Up  to  the  ears.     Come,  we  burn  daylight,  ho! 

R'fin.  Nay,  that's  not  so. 

Mer.  I  mean,  sir,  in  delay 

We  waste  our  lights  in  vain,  like  lamps  by  day. 
Take  our  good  meaning,  for  our  judgement  sits 
Five  times  in  that  ere  once  in  our  five  wits. 

R"in.  And  we  mean  well  in  going  to  this  mask; 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 

Mer.  Why,  may  one  ask? 

Rom.  I  dream'd  a  dream  to-night. 

Mer.  And  so  did  I.  50 

Rom.  Well,  what  was  yours? 

Mer.  That  dreamers  often  lie. 
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Hum.  In  bed  asleep,  while  they  do  dream  things  true. 

Mer.   O,  then,  I  see  Queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you. 
She  is  the  fairies'  midwife,  and  she  comes 
In  shape  no  bigger  than  an  agate-stone 
On  the  fore-finger  of  an  alderman, 
Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies 
Athwart  men's  noses  as  they  lie  asleep; 
Her  waggon-spokes  made  of  long  spinners'  legs, 
'  The  cover  of  the  wings  of  grasshoppers,  50 

The  traces  of  the  smallest  spider's  web, 
The  collars  of  the  moonshine's  watery  beams, 
Her  whip  of  cricket's  bone,  the  lash  of  film, 
Her  waggoner  a  small  grey-coated  gnat, 
Not  half  so  big  as  a  round  little  worm 
Prick'd  from  the  lazy  finger  of  a  maid; 
Her  chariot  is  an  empty  hazel-nut 
Made  by  the  joiner  squirrel  or  old  grub,  ■ 
Time  out  o'  mind  the  fairies'  coachmakers. 
And  in  this  state  she  gallops  night  by  night  70 

Through  lovers'  brains,  and  then  they  dream  of  love; 
O'er  courtiers'  knees,  that  dream  on  court'sies  straight^ 
O'er  lawyers'  fingers,  who  straight  dream  on  fees, 
O'er  ladies'  lips,  who  straight  on  kisses  dream, 
Which  oft  the  angry  Mab  with  blisters  plagues, 
Because  their  breaths  with  sweetmeats  tainted  are: 
Sometimes  she  gallops  o'er  a  courtier's  nose, 
And  then  dreams  he  of  smelling  out  a  suit; 
And  sometime  comes  she  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail 
Tickling  a  parson's  nose  as  a'  lies  asleep,  80 

Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice : 
Sometime  she  driveth  o'er  a  soldier's  neck, 
And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  throats, 
Of  breaches,  ambuscadoes,  Spanish  blades, 
Of  healths  five-fathom  deep;  and  then  anon 
Drums  in  his  ear,  at  which  he  starts  and  wakes, 
And  being  thus  frighted  swears  a  prayer  or  two 
And  sleeps  again.     This  is  that  very  Mab 
That  plats  the  manes  of  horses  in  the  night, 
And  bakes  the  elf-locks  in  foul  sluttish  hairs,  90 

Which  once  untangled  much  misfortune  bodes: 
This  is  the  hag,  when  maids  lie  on  their  hacks. 
That  presses  them  and  learns  them  first  to  bear, 
Making  them  women  of  good  carriage: 
Thfs  is  she — 

Rom.  Peace,  peace.  Mercutio,  peace! 

Thou  talk'st  of  nothing. 

Mer.  True,  I  talk  of  dreams, 
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Which  arc  the  children  of  an  idle  brain, 

Begot  of  nothing  hut  vain  fantasy, 

"Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air 

And  more  inconstant  than  the  wind,  who  wooes  100 

Even  now  the  frozen  bosom  of  the  north. 

And,  being  anger'd,  puffs  away  from  thence, 

Turning  his  face  to  the  dew-dropping  south. 

Ben.  "This  wind,  you  talk  of,  blows  us  from  ourselves; 
Supper  is  done,  ancf  we  sball  come  too  late. 

Rom.  I  fear,  too  early:  for  my  mind  misgives 
Some  consequence  yet  hanging  in  the  stars 
Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 
With  this  night's  revels  and  expire  the  term 
Of  a  despised  life  closed  in  my  breast  110 

By  some  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death. 
But  He,  that  bath  the  steerage  of  my  course, 
Direct  my  sail!     On,  lusty  gentlemen. 

Ben.  Strike,  drum.  [Exeunt. 

Scexe  V.     A  haU  in  Capukt's  house. 
Musicians  waiting.    Enter  Servingmen,  icith  napkins. 

First  Sen.  Where's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  not  to  take 
away?    He  shift  a  trencher?  he  scrape  a  trencher! 

Sec.  Sere.  When  good  manners  shall  lie  all  in  one  or  two 
men's  hands  and  they  unwashed  too,  'tis  a  foul  thing. 

First  8en.  Away  "with  the  joint-stools,  remove  the  court- 
cupboard,  look  to  the  plate.  Good  thou,  save  me  a  piece 
of  marchpane;  and,  as  thou  lovest  me,  let  the  porter  let  in 
Susan  Grindstone  and  Nell.    Antony,  and  Potpan!  11 

Sec.  Sen.  Ay,  boy,  ready. 

First  St  n.  You  are  looked  for  and  called  for,  asked  for 
and  sought  for,  in  the  great  chamber. 

Sec.  Sere.  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too.  Cheerly, 
boys;  be  brisk  awhile,  and  the  longer  liver  take  all. 

Enter  Capulet,  >rith  Juliet  and  others  of  his  house,  mt<t- 
ing  the  Guests  ami  Maskers. 

Cap.  Welcome,  geutlemen!  ladies  that  have  their  toes 
Unplagued  with  corns  will  have  a  bout  with  you. 
Ah  ha,  my  mistresses!  which  of  you  all  20 

Will  now  deny  to  dance?  she  that  makes  dainty, 
She,  I'll  swear,  hath  corns;  am  I  come  near  ye  now? 
Welcome,  gentlemen!     I  have  seen  the  day 
That  I  have  worn  a  visor  and  could  tell 
A  whispering  tale  in  a  fair  lady's  ear, 


22  ROMEO  AND  JULIET.  [act  t. 

Such  as  would  please:  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone: 
You  are  welcome,  gentlemen!     Come,  musicians,  play. 
A  hall,  a  hall!  give  room!  and  foot  it,  girls. 

[Music  plays,  and  they  dance. 
More  light,  you  knaves;  and  turn  the  tables  up, 
And  quench  the  fire,  the  room  is  grown  too  hot.  30 

Ah,  sirrah,  this  unlook'd-for  sport  comes  well. 
Nay,  sit,  nay,  sit,  good  cousin  Capulet; 
For  you  and  I  are  past  our  dancing  days: 
How  long  is't  now  since  last  yourself  and  I 
Were  in  a  mask  ? 

Sec.  Cap.  By'r  lady,  thirty  years. 

Cap.  What,  man !  'tis  not  so  much,  'tis  not  so  much : 
'Tis  since  the  nuptial  of  Lucentio, 
Come  pentecost  as  quickly  as  it  will, 
Some  five  and  twenty  years;  and  then  we  mask'd. 

Sec.  Cap.  'Tis  more,  'tis  more:  his  son  is  elder,  sir;      40 
His  son  is  thirty. 

Cap.  Will  you  tell  me  that? 

His  son  was  but  a  ward  two  years  ago. 

Bom.  [To  a  Serringmaii]  What  lady  is  that,  which  doth 
enrich  the  hand 
Of  yonder  knight? 

Serv.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bom.  O,  she  doth  teach  the  torches  to  burn  bright ! 
It  seems  she  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiope's  ear; 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  earth  too  dear! 
So  shows  a  snowy  dove  trooping  with  crows,  50 

As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellows  shows. 
The  measure  done,  I'll  watch  her  place  of  stand, 
And,  touching  hers,  make  blessed  my  rude  hand. 
Did  my  heart  love  till  now?  forswear  it,  sight! 
For  I  ne'er  saw  true  beauty  till  this  night. 

Ti/b.  This,  by  his  voice,  should  be  a  Montague. 
Fetch  me  my  rapier,  boy.     What  dares  the  slave, 
Come  hither,  cover'd  with  an  antic  face, 
To  fleet  and  scorn  at  our  solemnity? 

Now,  by  the  stock  and  honour  of  my  kin,  G;) 

To  strike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  sin. 

Cap.  Why,  how  now,  kinsman!  wherefore  storm  you  fo? 

Tyb.  Uncle,  this  is  a  Montague,  our  foe, 
A  villain  that  is  hither  come  in  spite. 
To  scorn  at  our  solemnity  this  night. 

Gap,  Young  Romeo  is  it? 

Tyb.  'Tis  he,  that  villain  To: 

Cap.  Content  thee,  gentle  coz,  let  him  alone; 
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He  bears  him  like  a  portly  gentleman; 

And,  to  say  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him 

To  be  a  virtuous  and  well  govern'd  youth:  70 

I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  town 

Here  in  my  house  do  him  disparagement : 

Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him: 

It  is  my  will,  the  which  if  thou  respect, 

Show  a  fair  presence  and  put  off  these  frowns, 

An  ill-beseeming  semblance  for  a  feast. 

Tyb.  It  fits,  when  such  a  villain  is  a  guest: 
I'll  not  endure  him. 

Cap.  He  shall  be  endured: 

What,  goodman  boy!  I  say,  he  shall:  go  to; 
Am  I  the  master  here,  or  you?  go  to.  80 

You'll  not  endure  him!    God  shall  mend  my  soul! 
You'll  make  a  mutiny  among  my  guests ! 
You  will  set  cock-a-hoop!  you'll  be  the  man! 

Tyb.  Why,  uncle,  'tis  a  shame. 

Cap.  Go  to,  go  to; 

You  are  a  saucy  boy:  is't  so,  indeed? 
This  trick  may  chance  to  scathe  you,  I  know  what: 
You  must  contran-  me !  marry,  'tis  time. 
"Well  said,  my  hearts!     You  are  a  princox;  go: 
Be  quiet,  or — More  light,  more  light!    For  shame! 
I'll  make  you  quiet.     What,  cheerly,  my  hearts!  90 

Tyb.  Patience  perforce  with  wilful  choler  meeting 
Makes  my  flesh  tremble  in  their  different  greeting. 
I  will  withdraw:  but  this  intrusion  shall 
Now  seeming  sweet  convert  to  bitter  gall.  [Exit. 

R>m.  [To  Juliet]  If  I  profane  with  my  unworthiest  hand 

This  holy  shrine,  the  gentle  fine  is  this: 
My  lips,  two  blushing  pilgrims,  ready  stand 

To  smooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kiss. 
Jul.  Good  pilgrim,  you  do  wrong  your  hand  too  much, 

Which  mannerly  devotion  shows  in  this;  100 

For  saints  have  hands  that  pilgrims'  hands  do  touch, 

And  palm  to  palm  is  holy  palmers'  kiss. 
Bom.  Have  not  saints  lips,  and  holy  palmers  too? 
Jul.  Ay,  pilgrim,  lips  that  they  must  use  in  prayer. 
Bom.  O,  then,  dear  saint,  let  lips  do  what  hands  do; 

They  pray,  grant  thou,  lest  faith  turn  to  despair. 
Jul.  Saints  do  not  move,  though  grant  for  prayers'  sake. 
Bom.  Then  move  not,  while  my  prayer's  effect  I  take 
Thus  from  my  lips,  by  yours,  my  sin  is  purged. 
Jul.  Then  have  my  lips"  the  sin  that  they  have  took.       110 
Bom.  Sin  from  my  lips?     O  trespass  sweetly  urged ! 

Give  me  my  sin  again. 
Jul.  You  kiss  by  the  book. 
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Nurse.  Madam,  your  mother  craves  a  word  with  you. 

Rom.  "What  is  her  mother? 

Nurse.  Many,  bachelor, 

Her  mother  is  the  lady  of  the  house, 
And  a  good  lady,  and  a  wise  and  virtuous: 
I  nursed  her  daughter,  that  you  talk'd  withal; 
I  tell  you,  he  that  can  lay  hold  of  her 
Shall  have  the  chinks. 

liom.  Is  she  a  Capulet? 

0  dear  account!  my  life  is  my  foe's  debt.  120 
Ben.  Away,  be  gone ;  the  sport  is  at  the  best. 

Rom.  Ay,  so  I  fear ;  the  more  is  my  unrest. 

Cap.  Nay,  gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone; 
We  have  a  trifling  foolish  banquet  towards. 
Is  it  e'en  so?  why,  then,  I  thank  you  all; 

1  thank  you,  honest  gentlemen;  good  night. 
More  torches  here!     Come  on  then,  let's  to  bed. 
Ah,  sirrah,  by  my  fay,  it  waxes  late: 

I'll  to  my  rest.  [Exeunt  all  but  Juliet  and  Nurse. 

Jul.  Come  hither,  nurse.    What  is  yond  gentleman  ?    130 

Nurse.  The  son  and  heir  of  old  Tiberio. 

Jul.  What's  he  that  now  is  going  out  of  door? 

Nurse.  Marry,  that,  I  think,  be  young  Petrucio. 

Jul.  What's  he  that  follows  there,  that  would  not  dance? 

Nurse.  I  know  not. 

Jul.  Go,  ask  his  name:  if  he  be  married, 
My  grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  bed. 

Nurse.  His  name  is  Romeo,  and  a  Montague; 
The  only  son  of  your  great  enemy. 

Jul.  My  only  love  sprung  from  my  only  hate!  140 

Too  early  seen  unknown,  and  known  too  late! 
Prodigious  birth  of  love  it  is  to  me, 
That  I  must  love  a  loathed  enemy. 

Nurse.  What's  this?  what's  this? 

Jul.  A  rhyme  I  learn 'd  even  now 

Of  one  I  danced  withal.  [One  calls  within  "Juliet." 

Nurse.  Anon,  anon! 

Come,  let's  away;  the  strangers  all  are  gone.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 
PROLOGUE. 

Enter  Chorus. 

(fhor.  Now  old  desire  doth  in  his  death-bed  lie, 
And  young  affection  capes  to  be  his  heir; 
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That  fair  for  'which  love  groan*d  for  and  would  die, 

With  tender  Juliet  mateh'd,  is  now  not  fair. 
Xow  Romeo  is  beloved  and  loves  again, 

Alike  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  looks, 
But  to  his  foe  supposed  he  must  complain, 

And  she  steal  love*s  sweet  bait  from  fearful  hooks: 
Being  held  a  foe,  he  may  not  have  access 

To  breathe  such  vows  as  lovers  use  to  swear ;  10 

And  she  as  much  in  love,  her  means  much  less 

To  meet  her  new-beloved  any  where: 
But  passion  lends  them  power,  time  means,  to  meet, 
Tempering  extremities  with  extreme  sweet.  [Exit. 


Sce>~e  I.     A  lane  by  the  trail  of  Capulel's  orchard. 
Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  Can  I  go  forward  when  my  heart  is  here? 
Turn  back,  dull  earth,  and  find  thy  centre  out. 

[lie  climbs  the  waU,  and  leaps  down  within  it. 

Enter  Bexvolio  and  3Iercutio. 

Ben.  Romeo !  my  cousin  Romeo ! 

Mat.  He  is  wise; 

And,  on  my  life,  hath  stol'n  him  home  to  bed. 

Ben.  Heran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  orchard  wall: 
Call,  good  Mercutio. 

Mar.  Xay,  I'll  conjure  too. 

Romeo!  humours!  madman!  passion!  lover! 
Appear  thou  in  the  likeness  of  a  sigh: 
Speak  but  one  rhyme,  and  I  am  satisfied: 
Cry  but  "  Ay  me!"  pronounce  but  "love"  and  "dove;" 
Speak  to  my  gossip  Venus  one  fair  word,  11 

One  nick-name  for  her  purblind  son  and  heir, 
Young  Adam  Cupid,  he  that  shot  so  trim, 
"When  King  Cophetua  loved  the  beggar-maid! 
He  heareth  not,  he  stirreth  not,  he  moveth  not; 
The  ape  is  dead,  and  I  must  conjure  him. 
I  conjure  thee  by  Rosaline's  bright  eyes, 
By  her  high  forehead  and  her  scarlet  lip. 
By  her  fine  foot,  straight  leg  and  quivering  thigh 
And  the  demesnes  that  there  adjacent  lie,  20 

That  in  thy  likeness  thou  appear  to  us ! 

Ben.  And  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wilt  anger  him. 

Mer.  This  cannot  anger  him:  'twould  anger  him 
To  raise  a  spirit  in  his  mistress  circle 
Of  some  strange  nature,  letting  it  there  stand 
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Till  she  had  laid  it  aud  conjured  it  down; 
That  were  some  spite:  my  invocation 
Is  fair  and  honest,  and  in  his  mistress'  name 
I  conjure  only  hut  to  raise  up  him. 

Ben.  Come,  he  hath  hid  himself  among  thest,  trees,      30 
To  he  consorted  with  the  humorous  night: 
Blind  is  his  love  and  hest  befits  the  dark. 

Mcr.  If  love  he  blind,  love  cannot  hit  the  mj>  rk. 
Now  will  he  sit  under  a  medlar  tree, 
And  wish  his  mistress  were  that  kind  of  fruit 
As  maids  call  medlars,  when  they  laugh  alone 
O,  Romeo,  that  she  were,  O,  that  she  were 
An  open  et  caetera,  thou  a  poperin  pear! 
Romeo,  good  night:  I'll  to  my  truckle-bed; 
This  field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  sleep:  40 

Come,  shall  we  go? 

Ben.  Go,  then ;  for  'tis  in  vain 

To  seek  him  here  that  means  not  to  be  found.         [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.      Capulet's  orchard. 
Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  He  jests  at  scars  that  never  felt  a  wound. 

[Juliet  appears  above  at  a  window. 
But,  soft!  what  light  through  yonder  window  breaks? 
It  is  the  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  sun. 
Arise,  fair  sun,  and  kill  the  envious  moon, 
Who  is  already  sick  and  pale  with  grief, 
That  thou  her  maid  art  far  more  fair  than  she: 
Be  not  her  maid,  since  she  is  envious; 
Her  vestal  livery  is  but  sick  and  green 
And  none  but  fools  do  wear  it;  cast  it  off. 
It  is  my  lady,  O,  it  is  my  love!  10 

O,  that  she  knew  she  were! 
She  speaks,  yet  she  says  nothing:  what  of  that? 
Her  eye  discourses;  I  will  answer  it. 
I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  she  speaks: 
Two  of  the  fairest  stars  in  all  the  heaven, 
Having  some  business,  do  entreat  her  eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  spheres  till  they  return. 
What  if  her  eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  head? 
The  brightness  of  her  cheek  would  shame  those  stars, 
As  daylight  doth  a  lamp;  her  eyes  in  heaven  20 

Would  through  the  airy  region  stream  so  bright 
That  birds  would  sing  and  think  it  were  not  night. 
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See.  how  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand! 
O,  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand, 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek! 

Jul.  Ay  me! 

Rom.  She  speaks; 

O,  speak  again,  bright  angel !  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  being  o'er  my  head, 
As  is  a  winged  messenger  of  heaven 
Unto  the  white  upturned  wondering  eyes 
Of  mortals  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him  30 

When  he  bestrides  the  lazy-pacing  clouds 
And  sails  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air. 

Jul.  O  Romeo,  Romeo!  wherefore  art  thou  Romeo? 
Deny  thy  father  and  refuse  thy  name ; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  sworn  my  love, 
And  I'll  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Rom.  [Aside]  Shall  I  hear  more,  or  shall  I  speak  at  this? 

Jul.  Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  enemy; 
Thou  art  thyself,  though  not  a  Montague. 
What's  Montague?  it  is  nor  hand,  nor  foot,  40 

Nor  arm,  nor  face,  nor  any  other  part 
Belonging  to  a  man.     O,  be  some  other  name! 
What's  in  a  name?  that  which  we  call  a  rose 
By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet  j 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  call'd, 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes 
Without  that  title.     Romeo,  doff  thy  name, 
And  for  that  name  which  is  no  part  of  thee 
Take  all  myself. 

Rom.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word: 

Call  me  but  love,  and  I'll  be  new  baptized;  50 

Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

Jul.  What  man  art  thou  that  thus  bescreen'd  in  night 
So  stumblest  on  my  counsel? 

Rom.  By  a  name 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am: 
3Iy  name,  dear  saint,  is  hateful  to  myself, 
Because  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee; 
Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jul.  My  ears  have  not  yet  drunk  a  hundred  words 
Of  that  tongue's  utterance,  yet  I  know  the  sound: 
Art  thou  not  Romeo  and  a  Montague?  60 

Rom.  Neither,  fair  saint,  if  either  thee  dislike. 

J"L  How  earnest  thou  hither,  tell  me,  and  wherefore? 
The  orchard  walls  are  high  and  hard  to  climb, 
And  the  place  death,  considering  who  thou  art, 
If  auy  of  my  kinsmen  find  thee  here. 
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Rom.  "With  love's  light  wings  did  I  o'er-pereh  these  walls; 
For  stony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out, 
And  what  love  can  do  that  dares  love  attempt; 
Therefore  thy  kinsmen  are  no  let  to  me. 

Jul.  If  the}'  do  see  thee,  they  will  murder  thee.  70 

Rom.  Alack,  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye 
Than  twenty  of  their  swords:  look  thou  but  sweet, 
And  I  am  proof  against  their  enmity. 

Jul.  I  would  not  for  the  world  they  saw  thee  here. 

Rom.  I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  sight; 
And  but  thou  love  me,  let  them  find  nie  here: 
My  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hate, 
Than  death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  love. 

Jul.  By  who's  direction  found 'st  thou  out  this  place? 

Rom.  By  love,  who  first  did  prompt  me  to  inquire;       80 
lie  lent  me  counsel  and  1  lent  him  eyes. 
I  am  no  pilot;  yet,  wert  thou  as  far 
As  that  vast  sliore  wash'd  with  the  farthest  sea, 
I  would  adventure  for  such  merchandise. 

Jul.  Thou  know'st  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my  face, 
Else  would  a  maiden  blush  bepaint  my  cheek 
For  that  which  thou  hast  heard  me  speak  to  night. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain,  fain  deny 
What  I'have  spoke:  but  farewell  compliment! 
Dost  thou  love  me?     I  know  thou  wilt  say  "Ay,"  90 

And  I  will  take  thy  word:  yet,  if  thou  swear'st, 
Thou  mayst  prove  false;  at  lovers'  perjuries, 
They  sajr,  Jove  laughs.     O  gentle  Romeo, 
If  thou  dost  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully: 
Or  if  thou  think'st  I  am  too  quickly  won, 
I'll  frown  and  be  perverse  and  say  thee  nay, 
So  thou  wilt  woo;  but  else,  not  for  the  wend. 
In  truth,  fair  Montague,  I  am  too  fond, 
And  therefore  thou  mayst  think  my  'haviour  light: 
But  trust  me,  gentleman,  I'll  prove  more  true  100 

Than  those  that  have  more  cunning  to  be  strange 
I  should  have  been  more  strange,  I  must,  eonfess, 
But  that  thou  ovcrheard'st,  ere  I  was  ware, 
My  true  love's  passion:  therefore  pardon  me, 
And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  love, 
Which  the  dark  night  hath  so  discovered. 

Rom.  Lady,  by  yonder  blessed  moon  I  swear 
That  t ips  with  silver  all  these  fruit-tree  tops — 

Jul.  <),  swear  net  by  the  moon,  the  inconstant  moon, 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb,  1JQ 

Lest  that  thy  love  prove  likewise  variable. 

Rom,  AVhat  shall  I  swear  by? 
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Jul.  Do  not  swear  at  all; 

Or,  if  thou  wilt,  swear  by  thy  gracious  self, 
Which  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry, 
And  I'll  believe  thee. 

Bom.  If  my  heart's  dear  love — 

Jul.  "Well,  do  not  swear :  although  I  joy  in  thee, 
I  have  no  joj-  of  this  contract  to-night : 
It  is  too  rash,  too  unadvised,  too  sudden ; 
Too  like  the  lightning,  which  doth  cease  to  be 
Ere  one  can  say  "  It  lightens."     Sweet,  good  night!       120 
This  bud  of  love,  by  summer's  ripening  breath, 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we  meet. 
Good  night,  good  night!  as  sweet  repose  and  rest 
Come  to  thy  heart  as  that  within  my  breast! 

Bom.  O,  wilt  thou  leave  me  so  unsatisfied? 

Jul.  What  satisfaction  canst  thou  have  to-night? 

Horn.  The  exchange  of  thy  love's  faithful  vow  for  mine. 

Jul.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didst  request  it : 
And  yet  I  would  it  were  to  give  again. 

Bom.  Wouldst   thou  withdraw  it?    for  what  purpose, 
love?  130 

Jul.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again, 
And  yet  I  wish  but  for  the  thing  I  have: 
My  bounty  is  as  boundless  as  the  sea. 
My  love  as  deep:  the  more  I  give  to  thee, 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 

[Xurse  calls  within. 
I  hear  some  noise  within;  dear  love,  adieu! 
Anon,  good  nurse !     Sweet  Montague,  be  true. 
Stay  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  [Exit,  above. 

Bom.  O  blessed,  blessed  night!  I  am  afeard, 
Being  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  dream,  140 

Too  flattering-sweet  to  be  substantial. 

Be-enter  Jcliet,  above. 

Jul.  Three  words,  dear  Romeo,  and  good  night  indeed. 
If  that  thy  bent  of  love  be  honourable, 
Thy  purpose  marriage,  send  me  word  to-morrow, 
By  one  that  I'll  procure  to  come  to  thee, 
Where  and  what  time  thou  wilt  perform  the  rite; 
And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  I'll  lay 
And  follow  thee  mv  lord  throughout  the  world. 

Xu  rse.   [  With t  n  ]  "Madam ! 

Jul.  I  come.  anon. — But  if  thou  mean'st  not  well,     150 
I  do  beseech  thee — 

Nunc  [Within]  Madam! 

Jul.  By  and  by,  I  come ; — 
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To  cease  thy  suit,  and  leave  me  to  my  grief: 
To-morrow  will  I  send. 
Rom.  So  tlirive  my  soul — 

Jul.  A  thousand  times  good  night!  [Exit,  above. 

Rom.  A  thousand  times  the  worse,  to  want  thy  light. 
Love  goes  toward  love,  as  schoolboys  from  their  books, 
But  love  from  love,  toward  school  with  heavy  looks. 

[Retiring. 
Re-enter  Juliet,  above. 

Jul.  Hist!  Romeo,  hist!     0,  for  a  falconer's  voice, 
To  lure  this  tassel-gentle  back  again !  160 

Bondage  is  hoarse,  and  may  not  speak  aloud ; 
Else  would  I  tear  the  cave  where  Echo  lies, 
And  make  her  airy  tongue  more  hoarse  than  mine, 
With  repetition  of  my  Romeo's  name. 

Rom.  It  is  my  soul  that  calls  upon  my  name: 
How  silver-sweet  sound  lovers'  tongues  by  night, 
Like  softest  music  to  attending  ears! 

Jul.  Romeo! 

Rom.  My  dear? 

Jul.  At  what  o'clock  to-morrow 

Shall  I  send  to  thee? 

Rom.  At  the  hour  of  nine. 

Jul.  I  will  not  fail:  'tis  twenty  years  till  then.  170 

I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 

Rom.  Let  me  stand  here  till  thou  remember  it. 

Jul.  I  shall  forget,  to  have  thee  still  stand  there, 
Remembering  how  I  love  thy  company. 

Rom.  And  I'll  still  stay,  to  have  thee  still  forget, 
Forgetting  any  other  home  but  this. 

Jul.  'Tis  almost  morning;  I  would  have  thee  gone: 
And  yet  no  further  than  a  wanton's  bird ; 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand, 
Like  a  poor  prisoner  in  his  twisted  gyves,  180 

And  with  a  silk  thread  plucks  it  back  again, 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Rom.  I  would  I  were  thy  bird. 

Jul.  Sweet,  so  would  I: 

Yet  I  should  kill  thee  with  much  cherishing. 
Good  night,  good  night!  parting  is  such  sweet  sorrow, 
That  I  shall  say  good  night  till  it  be  morrow.     \Kr,'l  above. 

Rom.   Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in  thy  breast: 
Would  I  were  sleep  and  peace,  so  sweet  to  rest ! 
Hence  will  I  to  my  ghostly  father's  cell, 
His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  bap  to  tell.        ]  Exit,      100 
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Scene  III.     Friar  Laurence's  cell. 

Enter  FniAn  Laurence,  icith  a  basket. 

Fri.  L.  The  grey-eyed  morn  smiles  on  the  frowning  night, 
Chequering  the  eastern  clouds  with  streaks  of  light, 
And  flecked  darkness  like  a  drunkard  reels 
From  forth  day's  path  and  Titan's  fiery  wheels: 
Now,  ere  the  sun  advance  his  burning  eye, 
The  day  to  cheer  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry, 
I  must  "up -fill  this  osier  cage  of  ours 
With  baleful  weeds  and  precious-juiced  flowers. 
The  earth  that  nature's  mother  is  her  tomb; 
What  is  her  burying  grave  that  is  her  womb,  10 

And  from  her  womb  children  of  divers  kind 
We  sucking  on  her  natural  bosom  find, 
Many  for  many  virtues  excellent, 
None  but  for  some  and  yet  all  different. 
O,  mickle  is  the  powerful  grace  that  lies 
In  herbs,  plants,  stones,  and  their  true  qualities: 
For  nought  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live 
But  to  the  eartli  some  special  good  doth  give, 
Nor  ought  so  good  but  strain'd  from  that  fair  use 
Revolts  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse:  20 

Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  being  misapplied ; 
And  vice  sometimes  by  action  dignified. 
Within  the  infant  rind  of  this  small  flower 
Poison  hath  residence  and  medicine  power: 
For  this,  being  smelt,  with  that  part  cheers  each  part: 
Being  tasted,  slays  all  senses  with  the  heart. 
Two  such  opposed  kings  encamp  them  still 
In  man  as  well  as  herbs,  grace  and  rude  will ; 
And  where  the  worser  is  predominant, 
Full  soon  the  canker  death  eats  up  that  plant.  30 

Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  Good  morrow,  father. 

Fri  L.  Benedicite! 

What  early  tongue  so  sweet  saluteth  me? 
Young  sou,  it  argues  a  distemper'd  head 
So  soon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thy  bed: 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 
And  where  care  lodges,  sleep  will  never  lie; 
But  where  unbruised  youth  with  unstuff  d  brain 
Doth  couch  his  limbs,  there  golden  sleep  doth  reign: 
Therefore  thy  earliness  doth  me  assure 
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Thou  art  up-roused  by  some  distemperature;  40 

Or  if  not  so,  then  here  I  hit  it  right, 
Our  Romeo  hath  not  been  in  bed  to-night. 

Horn.  That  last  is  true;  the  sweeter  rest  was  mine. 

Fri.  L.  God  pardon  sin!  wast  thou  with  Rosaline? 

Bom.  With  Rosaline,  my  ghostly  father?  no; 
I  have  forgot  that  name,  and  that  name's  woe. 

Fri.  L.  That's  my  good  son:  but  where  hast  thou  been, 
then  ? 

Bom.  I'll  tell  thee,  ere  thou  ask  it  me  again. 
I  have  been  feasting  with  mine  enemy, 
Where  on  a  sudden  one  hath  wounded  me,  50 

That's  by  me  wounded :  both  our  remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  physic  lies: 
I  bear  no  hatred,  blessed  man,  for,  lo, 
My  intercession  likewise  steads  my  foe. 

Fri.  L.  Be  plain,  good  son,  and  homely  in  thy  drift; 
Riddling  confession  finds  but  riddling  shrift. 

Bom.  Then  plainly  know  my  heart's  dear  love  is  set 
On  the  fair  daughter  of  rich  Capulet: 
As  mine  on  hers,  so  hers  is  set  on  mine; 
And  all  combined,  save  what  thou  must  combine  60 

By  holy  marriage:  when  and  where  and  how 
We  met,  we  woo'd  and  made  exchange  of  vow, 
I'll  tell  thee  as  we  pass;  but  this  I  pray, 
That  thou  consent  to  marry  us  to-day. 

Fri.  L.  Holy  Saint  Francis,  what  a  change  is  here! 
Is  Rosaline,  whom  thou  didst  love  so  dear, 
So  soon  forsaken?  young  men's  love  then  lies 
Not  truly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  eyes. 
Jesu  Maria,  what  a  deal  of  brine 

Hath  wash'd  thy  sallow  cheeks  for  Rosaline!  70 

How  much  salt  water  thrown  away  in  waste, 
To  season  love,  that  of  it  doth  not  taste! 
The  sun  not  yet  thy  sighs  from  heaven  clears, 
Thy  old  groans  ring  yet  in  my  ancient  ears; 
Lo,  here  upon  thy  cheek  the  stain  doth  sit 
Of  an  old  tear  that  is  not  wash'd  off  yet: 
If  e'er  thou  wast  thyself  and  these  woes  thine, 
Thou  and  these  woes  were  all  for  Rosaline: 
And  art  thou  changed?  pronounce  this  sentence  then, 
Women  may  fall,  when  there's  no  strength  in  men.  80 

Rom.  Thouchid'st  me  of t  for  loving  Rosaline. 

Fri.  L.  For  doting,  not  for  loving,  pupii  mine. 

Bom.   And  bad'st  me  bury  love. 

Fri.  L.  Not  in  a  grave, 

To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 
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Iif>m.  I  pray  thee,  chide  not :  she  whom  I  love  no\Y 
Doth  grace  for  grace  and  love  for  love  allow ; 
The  other  did  not  so. 

Fri.  L.  O,  she  knew  well, 

Thy  love  did  read  by  rote  and  could  not  spell. 
But  come,  young  waverer,  come,  go  with  me, 
In  oue  respect  1*11  tin'  assistant  be;  90 

For  this  alliance  may  so  happy  prove, 
To  turn  your  household's  rancour  to  pure  love. 

R>m.  O,  let  us  hence;   I  stand  on  sudden  haste. 

Fri.  L.  Wisely  and  slow ;  they  stumble  that  run  fast. 

[Exeunt. 

Scexe  IV.    A  street. 
Enter  Bexvolio  and  Merctjtio. 

Mar,  Where  the  devil  should  this  Romeo  be? 
Came  he  not  home  to-night? 

Bin.  Xot  to  his  father's;  I  spoke  with  his  man. 

Mar.  Ah,  that  same  pale  hard-hearted  wench,  that  Rosa- 
line, 
Torments  him  so.  that  he  will  sure  run  mad. 

Tkn.  Tybalt,  the  kinsman  of  old  Capulet, 
Hath  sent  a  letter  to  his  father's  house. 

Mar.  A  challenge,  on  my  life. 

lit n.  Romeo  will  answer  it. 

Mer.  Any  man  that  can  write  may  answer  a  letter.       10 

Ben.  Xay,  he  will  answer  the  letter's  master,  how  he 
dares,  being  dared. 

Mer.  Alas,  poor  Romeo!  he  is  ahead}-  dead;  stabbed  with 
a  white  wench's  black  eye;  shot  through  the  ear  with  a 
love-song;  the  very  pin  of  his  heart  cleft  with  the  blind 
bow-bov's  buttshaft:  and  is  he  a  man  to  encounter  Tvbalt? 

Bn.  "Why,  what  is  Tybalt? 

Ml  r.  More  than  prince  of  cats,  I  can  tell  you.  O,  he  is 
the  courageous  captain  of  compliments.  He  lights  as  you 
sing  prick-song,  keeps  time,  distance,  and  proportion;  rests 
me  his  minim  rest,  one,  two,  and  the  third  in  your  bosom: 
the  very  butcher  of  a  silk  button,  a  duellist.a  duellist;  a 
gentleman  of  the  very  first  house,  of  the  first  and  second 
cause:  ah,  the  immortal  passado!  the  puuto  reverso!  the 
hai! 

Ben.  The  what? 

Mar.  The  pox  of  such  antic,  lisping,  affecting  fantasti- 

coes;  these  new  tuners  of   accents!      "By  Jesu,   a  very 

good  blade!  a  very  tall  man!  a  very  good  whore!"    Why, 

is  not  this  a  lamentable  thing,  grandsire,  that  we  should  be 

suae.  m. — a     ' 
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thus  afflicted  with  these  strange  flies,  these  fashion  mon- 
gers, these  perdona-mi's,  who  stand  so  much  on  the  *>evf 
form,  that  they  cannot  sit  at  ease  on  the  old  bench?  0, 
their  bones,  their  bones! 

Entei'  Romeo. 

Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo,  here  comes  Romeo. 
Mir.  "Without  his  roe,  like  a  dried  herring:  O  flesh, 
flesh,  how  art  thou  fishified!  Now  is  he  for  the  numbers 
that  Petrarch  flowed  in:  Laura  to  his  lady  was  but  a 
kitchen-wench;  marry,  she  had  a  better  love  to  be-rhyme 
her;  Dido  a  dowdy;  Cleopatra  a  gipsy ;  Helen  and  Hero 
hildings  and  harlots;  Thisbe  a  grey  eye  or  so,  but  not  to 
the  purpose.  Signior  Romeo,  bon  jour!  there's  a  French 
salutation  to  your  French  slop.  You  gave  us  the  counter- 
feit fairly  last  night. 

Rom.  Good  morrow  to  you  both.  What  counterfeit  did 
I  give  you?  50 

Mer.  The  slip,  sir,  the  slip;  can  you  not  conceive? 

Horn.  Pardon,  good  Mercutio,  my  business  was  great; 
and  in  such  a  case  as  mine  a  man  may  strain  courtesy. 

Mer.  That's  as  much  as  to  say,  such  a  case  as  yours  con- 
strains a  man  to  bow  in  the  hams. 

JioM.  Meaning,  to  court'sy. 

Mer.  Thou  hast  most  kindly  hit  it. 

Rom.  A  most  courteous  exposition.  60 

Mer.  Nay,  I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtesy. 

Rom.  Pink  for  flower. 

Mer.  Right, 

Horn.  "Why,  then  is  my  pump  well  flowered. 

Mer.  Wrell  said:  follow  me  this  jest  now  till  thou  hast 
worn  out  thy  pump,  that  when  the  single  sole  of  it  is  worn, 
the  jest  may  remain  after  the  wearing  sole  singular. 

Rom.  O,  single-soled  jest,  solely  singular  for  the  single- 
ness !  70 

West.  Come  between  us,  good  Benvolio;  my  wits  faint. 

Rom.  Switch  and  spurs,  switch  and  spurs;  or  Til  cry  a 
match. 

Mer.  Nay,  if  thy  wits  run  the  wild-goose  chase,  I  have 
done,  for  thou  hast  more  of  the  wild-goose  in  one  of  thy 
wits  than,  I  am  sure,  I  have  in  my  whole  five:  was  I  with 
3rou  there  for  the  goose? 

Rom.  Thou  wast  never  with  me  for  anything  when  thou 
was  not  there  for  the  goose.  80 

Mer.  I  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  that  jest. 

Rom.  Nay,  good  goose,  bite  not, 


-.ial:  iv  ]  IIOMD)  AND  .Ill.lKT.  H 

Mi  p.  Tliy  wit  i*  a  very  hitler  BWeetillg;  it  ifl  a  tbotd  thai  i> 
sauce. 

ifow*.   And  is  it  not  weli  served  in  to  a  sweet  goose! 

JfVr.  O,  heres  a  wit  of  cheveril.  that  stretches  from  an 
inch  narrow  to  an  ell  broad! 

Rum.  I  stretch  it  out  for  that  word  'broad:"  which 
added  to  the  goose,  proves  thee  far  and  wide  a  broad 
goose.  9i 

Mer.  Why,  is  not  this  better  now  than  groaning  for  love* 
now  art  thou  sociable,  now  art  thou  Romeo:  now  art  thou 
what  thou  art.  by  art  as  well  as  by  nature  for  this  driv 
elling  love  is  like  a  great  natural,  that  runs  lolling  up  and 
down  to  hide  his  bauble  in  a  hole. 

Btn.  Stop  there,  stop  there. 

Mer.  Thou  desirest  me  to  stop  in  my  tale  against  the 
hair.  100 

Ren.  Thou  wouldst  else  have  made  thy  tale  large. 

Mer.-  O.  thou  art  deceived:  1  would  have  made  it  short 
for  I  was  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my  tale:  and  meant, 
indeed,  to  occupy  the  argument  no  longer. 

Rom.  Heres  goodly  gear! 

Enter  Nurse  and  Peter. 

iter.  A  sail,  a  sail! 

Ren.  Two,  two;  a  shirt  and  a  smock. 

Xurse.  Peter!  110 

Deter.  Anon! 

Nwrm.  My  fan,  Peter. 

Mer.  Good  Peter,  to  hide  her  face;  for  her  fan's  the 
fairer  face. 

Nune.  God  ye  good  morrow,  gentlemen. 

Mer.  God  ye  sood  den,  fair  gentlewoman. 

Nurtfi.  Is  it  good  den? 

Mi  r.  Tis  no  less,  I  tell  you,  for  the  bawdy  hand  of  the 
dial  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  noon.  119 

Hurts.   Ont  upon  you!  what  a  man  are  you! 

Rom.  One,  gentlewoman,  that  God  hath  made  for  him- 
self to  mar. 

Nurte.  By  my  troth,  it  is  well  said;  'for  himself  la 
mar."  quoth  a?  Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  tell  me  where 
1  may  find  the  young  Romeo! 

Bom.  I  can  tell  you;  but  young  Romeo  will  be  older 
when  you  have  found  him  than  he  was  when  you  sought 
him:  t  am  the  youngest  of  that  name,  for  fault  of  a  worse. 

Xiirw.   You  say  well.  130 

Mer.  Yea.  is  the  worst  well":  very  well  took,  i'  faith; 
irisely.  wisely. 
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Nurse.  If  you  be  he,  sir,  I  desire  some  confidence  with 
you. 

Ben.  She  will  indite  him  to  some  supper. 

Mtr.  A  bawd,  a  bawd,  a  bawd!     So  ho! 

Ram.  What  hast  thou  found? 

iter.  No  hare,  sir;  unless  a  hare,  sir,  in  a  lenten  pie. 
that  is  something  stale  and  hoar  ere  it  be  spent. 

[Sings.    140 
An  old  hare  hoar, 
And  an  old  hare  hoar, 
Is  very  good  meat  in  lent: 
But  a  hare  that  is  hoar 
Is  too  much  for  a  score, 
When  it  hoars  ere  it  be  spent. 
Romeo,  will  you  •ome  to  your  father's?  we'll  to  dinner, 
thither. 

Rom.  I  will  follow  you. 

Mer.  Farewell,  ancient  lady;  farewell,  [singing]  "lady, 
lady,  lady."  [Exeunt  Mercutia  and  Benrolio.     151 

Nurse.  Marry,  farewell!  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  saucy 
merchant  was  this,  that  was  so  full  of  his  ropery? 

Rom.  A  gentleman,  nurse,  that  loves  to  hear  himself 
talk,  and  will  speak  more  in  a  minute  than  he  will  stand 
to  in  a  month. 

Nurse.  An  a'  speak  any  thing  against  me,  I'll  take  him 
down,  an  'a  were  lustier  than  he  is,  and  twenty  such 
Jacks;  and  if  I  cannot,  I'll  find  those  that  shall.  Scurvy 
knave!  I  am  none  of  his  flirt-gills;  I  am  none  of  his  skains- 
mates.  And  thou  must  stand  by  too,  and  suffer  every 
knave  to  use  me  at  his  pleasure? 

Peter.  I  saw  no  man  use  you  at  his  pleasure;  if  I  had, 
my  weapon  should  quickly  have  been  out,  1  warrant  you ; 
I  dare  draw  as  soon  as  another  man,  if  I  see  occasion  in  a 
good  quarrel,  and  the  law  on  my  side.  169 

Nurse.  Now,  afore  God,  I  am  so  vexed,  that  every  part 
about  me  quivers.  Scurvy  knave!  Pray  you,  sir,  a  word: 
and  as  I  told  you,  my  young  lady  bade  me  inquire  you 
out;  what  she  bade  me  say,  1  will  keep  to  myself:  but 
first  let  me  tell  ye,  if  ye  should  lead  her  into  a  fool's  para- 
dise, as  they  say,  it  were  a  very  gross  kind  of  behaviour, 
as  they  say:  for  the  gentlewoman  is  young;  and,  there 
fore,  if  you  should  deal  double  with  her,  truly  it  were  an 
ill  thing  to  be  offered  to  any  gentlewoman,  and  very  weak 
dealing.  181 

Bom.  Nurse,  commend  me  to  thy  lady  and  mistresn.  1 
protest  unto  thee — 
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Nurm.  Good  heart,  and.  i'  faith,  I  will  tell  her  a-^  much: 
Lord.  Lord,  she  will  be  a  joyful  woman. 

Rom.  What  wilt  thou  tell  her,  nurse?  thou  dost  not 
mark  me. 

X"rsc  I  will  tell  her.  <ir.  that  you  do*  protest;  which,  as 
I  take  it,  is  a  gentlemanlike  offer. 

Rom.  Bid  her  devise  191 

Some  means  to  come  to  shrift  this  afternoon; 
And  there  she  shall  at  Friar  Laurence'  cell 
Be  shrived  and  married.     Here  is  for  thy  pains. 

Nurm.  Xo.  truly,  sir:  not  a  penny. 

Rom.  Go  to:  I  say  you  shall. 

Nurm.  This  afternoon,  sir?  well,  she  shall  be  there. 

Bom.  And  stay,  good  nurse,  behind  the  abbey  wall: 
Within  this  hour  my  man  shall  be  with  thee,  800 

And  bring  thee  cords  made  like  a  tackled  stair; 
Which  to  the  high  top-gallant  of  my  joy 
Must  he  my  convoy  in  the  secret  night. 
Farewell:  be  trusty,  and  I'll  quit  thy  pains: 
Farewell:  commend  me  to  thy  mist; 

Nurse.  Now  God  in  heaven  bless  thee!    Hark  you,  sir. 
What  say'st  thou,  my  deer  nurse?  m 

Nurwe.  Is  your  man  secret?     Did  you  ne*er  hear  say. 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  putting  one  away? 

Rom.   I  warrant  thee,  my  man's  as  true  as  steel.  210 

Nunc.  Well,  sir:  my  mistress  is  the  sweetest  lady — Lord. 
Lord!  when  'twas  a  little  prating  thing: — O.  there  is  a 
nobleman  in  town,  one  Paris,  that  would  fain  lay  knife 
aboard;  but  she.  good  soul,  had  as  lief  see  a  toad,  a  very 
toad,  as  see  him.  I  anger  her  sometimes  and  tell  her  that 
Paris  is  the  properer  man;  but.  I'll  warrant  you,  when  I 
she  looks  as  pale  as  any  clout  in  the  versal  world. 
Doth  not  rosemary  and  Romeo  begin  both  with  a  letter? 

Rom   Ay,  nurse,  what  of  that?  both  with  an  R.  290 

X>ir*e.  Ah,  mocker!  that's  the  dog's  name;  R  is  for  the 
— Xo:  I  know  it  begins  with  some  other  letter: — and  she 
hath  the  prettiest  sententious  of  it.  ot  you  and  rosemary, 
that  it  would  do  you  good  to  hear  it. 

Bom.   Commend  me  to  thy  lady. 

Norte.  Ay,  a  thousaud  times.  '  [Beit  Romeo.]    Peter! 

Pet.  Anon!  2S0 

X'n-ie.  Peter,  take  my  fan,  and  go  before,  and  apace. 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene  V.     Capttlet's  orclmnl. 

Enter  Jcliet. 

Jul.  The  clock  Struck  nine  when  I  did  send  the  nurse; 
In  half  an  hour  she  promised  to  return. 
Perchance  she  cannot  meet  him :  that's  not  so. 
().  she  is  lame!  love's  heralds  should  be  thoughts. 
Which  ten  times  faster  glide  than  the  sun's  beams, 
Driving  back  shadows  over  louring  hills: 
Therefore  do  nimble-pinion  d  doves  draw  love, 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind-swift  Cupid  wings. 
Now  is  the  sun  upon  the  high  most,  hill 
Of  this  day's  journey,  and  from  nine  till  twelve  10 

Is  three  long  hours,  yet  she  is  not  come. 
Had  she  alfections  and  warm  youthful  blood, 
She  would  be  as  swift  in  motion  as  a  ball; 
My  words  would  bandy  her  to  my  sweet  love, 
And  his  to  me : 

fBut  old  folks,  many  feign  as  they  were  dead; 
Unwieldy,  slow,  heavy  and  pale  as  lead. — 
O  God,  she  comes! 

Enter  Nurse  and  Peter. 

0  honey  nurse,  what  news? 
Hast  thou  met  with  him?     Send  thy  man  away. 

Nurae.  Peter,  stay  at  the  gate.  [Exit  Peter. 

Jul.  Now,  good  sweet  nurse, — O  Lord,  why  look'st  thou 
sad?  21 

Though  news  be  sad,  yet  tell  them  merrily; 
If  good,  thou  shamest  the  music  of  sweet  news 
By  playing  it  to  me  with  so  sour  a  face. 

Nurse,  1  am  a-weary.  give  me  leave  awhile: 
Fie,  how  my  bones  ache!  what  a  jaunt  have  I  had! 

.fitl.  I  would  thou  hadst  my  hones,  and  I  thy  news. 
Nay,  come,  I  pray  thee,  speak;  good,  good  nurse,  speak. 

rse.  Jesu,  what  haste?  can  you  not  stay  awhile? 
Do  you  not  see  that  I  am  out  of  breath?  80 

Jul.  How  art  thou  out  of  breath,  when  thou  hast  breath 
To  say  to  me  that  thou  art  out  of  breath? 
The  excuse  that  thou  dost  make  in  this  delay 
Is  longer  than  the  tale  thou  dost  excuse. 
Is  uiy  news  good,  or  bad?  answer  to  that; 
Say  either,  and  I'll  stay  the  circumstance: 
Let  me  be  satisfied,  is't  good  or  bad? 

Xur*'\  Well,  you  have  made  a  simple  choice;  you  Know 
not  how  to  choose  a  man:  Romeo!  no   not  he:  though  his 
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face  be  better  than  any  mau'i,  yet  his  leg  excels  all  men's; 
and  for  a  hand,  and  a  foot,  and  a  body,  though  they  1m- 
not  to  be  talked  on.  yet  they  are  past  compare:  he  is  not 
the  liower  of  courtesy,  but,  ill  warrant  him,  as  gentle  a> 
a  lamb.  Go  thy  ways,  wench ;  servo  God.  What,  have 
you  diued  at  home! 

Jul.  Xo,  no:  but  all  this  did  I  know  before. 
"What  says  he  of  our  marriage?  what  of  that? 

Nunc  Lord,  how  my  head  aches!  what  a  head  have  I' 
It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces.  50 

My  back  o'  t'other  side, — O,  my  back,  my  back! 
Beshrew  your  heart  for  sending  me  about, 
To  catch  my  death  with  jaunting  up  and  down! 

Jul.  I'  faith,  I  am  sorry  that  thou  art  not  well. 
Sweet,  sweet,  sweet  nurse,  tell  me.  what  say»  my  love? 

Nune.  Your  love  says,  like  an  honest  gentleman,  and  a 
courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handsome,  and,  I  warrant, 
a  virtuous. — where  is  your  mother".' 

Jul.  Where  is  my  mother!  why,  she  is  within:  60 

Where  should  she  be?     How  oddly  thou  replied ! 
'"  Your  love  says,  like  an  honest  gentleman. 
Where  is  your  mother?" 

Nunc.  0  God'?  lady  dear! 

Are  you  so  hot?  marry,  come  up,  I  trow; 
Is  this  the  poultice  for  my  aching  bones? 
Heuceforward  do  your  messages  yourself. 

Jul.  Here's  such  a  coil!  come,  what  says  Romeo? 

Num.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  shrift  to-day? 

Jul.  I  have. 

Nunc  Then  hie  you  hence  to  Friar  Laurence' cell;     TO 
There  stays  a  husband  to  make  you  a  wife: 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  in  your  cheeks. 
They'll  be  in  scarlet  straight  at  any  nev 
Hie  you  to  church;  I  must  another  way. 
To  fetch  a  ladder,  by  the  which  your  love 
Must  climb  a  bird's  nest  soon  when  it  is  dark: 
I  am  the  drudge  and  toil  in  your  delight. 
But  you  shall  bear  the  burden  soon  at  night. 
Go:  I'll  to  dinner;  hie  you  to  the  cell. 

Jul.  Hie  to  high  fortune!    Honest  nurse,  farewell. 
t  [Exeunt     83 
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Scene  VI.     Friar  Laurence's  cell. 
Enter  Friar  Laurence  and  Romeo. 

Fri.  L.   So  smile  the  heavens  upon  this  holy  act, 
That  after  hours  with  sorrow  chide  us  not! 

Rom.  Amen,  amen !  but  come  what  sorrow  can, 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  joy 
That  one  short  minute  gives  me  in  her  sight: 
Do  thou  but  close  our  hands  with  holy  words, 
Then  love-devouring  death  do  what  he  dure; 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

"Fri.  L.  These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends 
And  in  their  triumph  die,  like  fire  and  powder,  10 

Which  as  they  kiss  consume:  the  sweetest  honey 
Is  loathsome  in  his  own  deliciousness 
And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite: 
Therefore  love  moderately;  long  love  doth  so; 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Here  comes  the  lady:  O,  so  light  a  foot 

Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlasting  flint: 

A  lover  may  bestride  the  gossamer 

That  idles  in  the  wanton  summer  air, 

And  yet  not  fall ;  so  light  is  vanity.  20 

Jul.  Good  even  to  my  ghostly  confessor. 

Fri.  L.  Romeo  shall  thank  thee,  daughter,  for  us  both. 

Jul.  As  much  to  him,  else  is  his  thanks  too  much. 

Rom.  Ah,  Juliet,  if  the  measure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heap'd  like  mine  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blazon  it,  then  sweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  air,  and  let  rich  music's  tongue 
Unfold  the  imagin'd  happiness  that  both 
Receive  in  either  by  this  dear  encounter. 

Jul.  Conceit,  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  words,  CO 

Brags  of  his  substance,  not  of  ornament: 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth; 
But  my  true  love  is  grown  to  such  excess 
I  cannot  sum  up  sum  of  half  my  wealth. 

Fri.  L.  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  make  sho^t 
work; 
For,  by  your  leaves,  you  shall  not  stay  alone 
Till  holy  church  incorporate  two  in  one.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT   III. 

Scene  I.     A  pubiie  place. 

Enter  Mercutio,  Bexvolio,  Page,  and  Servants. 

Ben.  I  pray  thee,  good  Mercutio,  let's  retire: 
The  day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad. 
And,  if  we  meet,  we  shall  not  scape  a  brawl: 
For  now,  these  hot  days,  is  the  mad  blood  stirring. 

Mer.  Thou  art  like'one  of  those  fellows  that  when  he 
enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern  claps  me  his  sword  upon 
the  table  and  says  "God  send  me  no  need  of  thee!"  and  by 
the  operation  of  the  second  cup  draws  it  on  the  drawer, 
when  indeed  there  is  no  need.  10 

Ben,  Am  I  like  such  a  fellow? 

Met'.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in  thy  mood  as 
any  in  Italy,  aud  as  soon  moved  to  be  moody,  and  as  soon 
moody  to  be  moved. 

Ben.  And  what  to? 

Mar.  Nay,  an  there  were  two  such,  we  should  have  none 
shortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other.  Thou!  why,  thou 
wilt  quarrel  with  a  man  that  hath  a  hair  more,  or  a  hair 
less,  in  his  beard,  than  thou  hast:  thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a 
man  for  cracking  nuts,  having  no  other  reason  but  because 
thou  hast  hazel  eyes:  what  eye  but  such  an  eye  would  spy 
out  such  a  quarrel?  Thy  head  is  as  full  of  quarrels  as  an 
egg  is  full  of  meat,  aud  Vet  thy  head  hath  been  beaten  as 
addle  as  an  egg  for  quarrelling:  thou  hast  quarrelled  with 
a  man  for  coughing  in  the  street,  because  he  hath  wakened 
thy  dog  that  hath  lain  asleep  in  the  sun:  didst  thou  not 
fall  out  with  a  tailor  for  wearing  his  new  doublet  before 
Easter?  with  another,  for  tying  his  new  shoes  with  old 
riband?  and  yet  thou  wilt  tutor  me  from  quarrelling! 

Ben.  An  I  were  so  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art,  any  man 
should  buy  the  fee-simple  of  my  life  for  an  hour  and  a 
quarter. 

Mer.  The  fee-simple !    O  simple! 

Ben,  By  my  head,  here  come  the  Capulets. 

Mer.  By  my  heel,  I  care  not.  39 

Enter  Tybalt  and  other*. 

Tyb.  Follow  me  close,  for  I  will  speak  to  them.  Gentle- 
men, good  deu  :  a  word  with  one  of  you. 

Met.  And  but  one  word  with  one  "of  08?  couple  it  with 
something:  make  it  a  word  aud  a  blow. 
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Tyb.  You  shall  find  me  apt  enough  to  that,  sir,  an  you 
will  give  me  occasion. 

Mer.  Could  vou  not  take  some  occasion  without  giving? 

Tyb.  Mercutio,  thou  consort'st,  with  Romeo, — 

Mer.  Consort!  what,  dost  thou  make  us  minstrels?  an 
thou  make  minstrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  hut  dis- 
cords; here's  my  fiddlestick;  here's  that  shall  make  you 
dance.     'Zounds,  consort! 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  public  haunt  of  men: 
Either  withdraw  unto  some  private  place, 
And  reason  coldly  of  your  grievances, 
Or  else  depart ;  here  all  eyes  gaze  on  us. 

Met:  Men's  eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let  them  gaze; 
I  will  not  budge  for  no  man's  pleasure,  I. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Tyb.  Well,  peace  be  with  jrou,  sir:  here  comes  my  man. 

Mer.  But  I'll  be  hang'd,  sir,  if  he  wear  your  livery:      60 
Marry,  go  before  to  field,  he'll  be  your  follower: 
Your  worship  in  that  sense  may  call  him  "man." 

Tyb.  Romeo,  the  hate  I  bear  thee  can  afford 
No  better  term  than  this, — thou  art  a  villain. 

Horn.  Tybalt,  the  reason  that  I  have  to  love  thee 
Doth  much  excuse  the  appertaining  rage 
To  such  a  greeting:  villain  am  I  none; 
Therefore  farewell ;  I  see  thou  know'st  me  not. 

Tyb.  Boy,  this  shall  not  excuse  the  injuries 
That  thou  hast  done  me ;  therefore  turn  and  draw.  70 

Rom.  I  do  protest,  I  never  injured  thee, 
But  love  thee  better  than  thou  canst  devise, 
Till  thou  shalt  know  the  reason  of  my  love : 
And  so,  good  Capulet, — which  name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  my  own, — be  satisfied. 

Mer.  O  calm,  dishonourable,  vile  submission ! 
Alia  stoccata  carries  it  away.  [Drain. 

Tybalt,  you  rat-catcher,  will  you  walk? 

Tyb.  What  wouldst  thou  have  with  me?  79 

Mer.  Good  king  of  cats,  nothing  but  one  of  your  nine 
lives;  that  I  mean  to  make  bold  withal,  and,  as  you  shall 
use  me  hereafter,  dry-beat  the  rest  of  the  eight.  Will  you 
pluck  your  sword  out  of  his  pilcher  by  the  ears?  make 
haste,  lest  mine  be  about  your  ears  ere  it  be  out. 

Tyb.  I  am  for  you.  [Drawing. 

Rom.  Gentle  Mercutio,  put  thy  rapier  up. 

Mer.  Come,  sir  your  pas?ado.  [1  he j  fight. 

Rom.  Draw.  Benvolio;  beat  down  their  weapons. 
Gentlemen,  for  shame,  forbear  this  outrage!  90 
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Tybalt.  Mercutio.  the  prince  expressly  hath 
Forbidden  bandying  in  Verona  street-: 
Hold,  Tybalt !  rood  Mercutio  I 

[TyboU  under  Borneo's  arm  etabt  Mertmtio,  und  fU*  >ri(h 

Jtis  followers. 

Mer.  I  am  hurt. 

A  plague  o'  both  your  houses!     I  am  sped. 
Is  he  gone,  and  hath  nothing? 

Bt  n.  "What,  art  thou  hurt? 

Mer.  Ay,  ay,  a  scratch,  a  scratch;  marry,  "tis  enough. 
Where  is  "my  "page?    Go,  villain,  fetch  a  surgeon. 

[Exit  Page. 

Rom.  Courage,  man;  the  hurt  cannot  be  much. 

Mer.  Xo,  'tis  not  so  deep  as  a  well,  nor  so  wide  as  a 
church-door;  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  serve:  ask  for  me  to- 
morrow, and  you  shall  find  me  a  grave  man.  I  am  pep- 
pered, I  warrant,  for  this  world.  A  plague  o'  both  your 
houses!  'Zounds,  a  dog,  a  rat,  a  mouse,  a  cat,  to  scratch  a 
man  to  death!  a  braggart,  a  rogue,  a  villain,  that  fights  by 
the  book  of  arithmetic!  "Why  "the  devil  came  you  between 
us?    I  was  hurt  under  your  arm. 

Bom.   I  thought  all  for  the  best. 

Met.  Help  me  into  some  house,  Benvolio,  110 

Or  I  shall  faint.  A  plague  o'  both  your  houses! 
They  have  made  worms'  meat  of  me:  I  have  it. 
And"  soundly  too :  your  houses! 

[Exeunt  Mercutio  and  Benrolio. 

Ron.  This  gentleman,  the  prince's  near  ally, 
My  very  friend,  hath  got  his  mortal  hurt 
In  my  behalf;  my  reputation  stain'd 
With  Tybalt's  slander, — Tybalt,  that  an  hour 
Hath  been  my  kinsman!     O  sweet  Juliet, 
Thy  beauty  hath  made  me  effeminate 
And  in  my  temper  soften'd  valour's  steel!  120 

Re-enter  Be>tvolio. 

Ben.  O  Romeo.  Romeo,  brave  Mercutio's  dead! 
That  gallant  spirit  hath  aspired  the  clouds. 
Which  too  untimely  here  did  scorn  the  earth 

Rom.  This  day's'black  fate  on  more  days  doth  depend , 
This  but  begins  the  woe  others  must  end. 

Here  comes  the  furious  Tybalt  back  again. 
Alive,  in  triumph!  and  Mercutio  slain! 
Away  to  heaven,  respective  lenity, 
And  tire-eyed  fuiy  be  my  conduct  now! 

ftn-er.ter  Tybalt. 
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Now,  Tybalt,  take  the  villain  back  agaiu,  136 

That  late  thou  gavest  me;  for  Mercutio  s  soul 
Is  but  a  little  way  above  our  heads, 
Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  company: 
Either  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  must  go  with  him. 

Ti/b.  Thou,  wretched  boy,  that  didst  consort  him  here, 
Shalt  with  him  hence. 

Bom.  This  shall  determine  that. 

[  They  fight;  Tyhalt  Jails. 

Ben.  Romeo  away,  be  gone ! 
The  citizens  are  up,  and  Tybalt  slain. 
Stand  not  amazed:  the  prince  will  doom  thee  death, 
If  thou  art  taken:  hence,  be  gone,  away!  140 

Bom.  O,  I  am  fortune's  fool ! 

Ben.  Why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

[Exit  Borneo. 
Enter  Citizens,  etc. 

First  Cit.  Which  way  ran  lie  that  kill'd  Mercutio? 
Tybalt,  that  murderer,  which  way  ran  he? 

Ben.  There  lies  that  Tybalt. 

First  Cit.  Up,  sir,  go  with  mo; 

I  charge  thee  in  the  prince's  name,  obey. 

Enter  Prince,  attended;  Moxtagce,  Capulet,  their  Wires, 
and  others. 

Brin.  "Where  are  the  vile  begiuners  of  this  fray? 

Ben.  O  noble  prince,  I  can  discover  all 
The  unlucky  manage  of  this  fatal  brawl: 
There  lies  the  man,  slain  by  young  Romeo, 
That  slew  thy  kinsman,  brave  Mercutio.  130 

La.  Cap.  Tybalt,  my  cousin!  O  my  brothers  child! 
0  prince!  O  cousin!  husband!     O,  the  blood  is  spilt 
Of  my  dear  kinsman!     Prince,  as  thou  art  true, 
For  blood  of  ours,  shed  blood  of  Montague. 
O  cousin,  cousin! 

Brin.  Benvolio,  who  begau  this  bloody  fray? 

Ben.  Tybalt,  here  slain,  whom  Romeo's  hand  did  slay; 
Romeo  that  spoke  him  fair,  bade  him  bethink 
How  nice  the  quarrel  was,  and  urged  withal 
Your  high  displeasure:  all  this  uttered  160 

With  gentle  breath,  calm  look,  knees  humbly  bow'd, 
Could  not  take  truce  with  the  unruly  spleen 
Of  Tybalt  deaf  to  peace,  but  that  he  tilts 
With  piercing  steel  at  bold  Mercutio's  breast, 
Who,  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  point  to  point, 
And,  with  a.  martial  scorn,  with  one  h.;iinl  heals 
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Cold  death  aside,  and  -with  the  other  sends 
It  back  to  Tybalt,  whose  dexterity 
Retorts  it.  Romeo  he  cries  aloud, 

"Hold,    friends!    friends,    part!"   and.    swifter  than  his 
-tongue,  170 

His  :iaile  arm  beats  down  their  fatal  points, 
And  'twixt  them  rushes:  underneath  whose  arm 
An  envious  thrust  from  Tybalt  hit  the  life 
Of  stout  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled: 
But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Romeo, 
Who  had  but  newly  eutertain'd  revenge. 
And  to't  they  go  like  lightning,  for,  ere  I 
Could  draw  to  part  them,  was  stout  Tybalt  slaiu. 
And.  as  he  fell,  did  Romeo  turn  and  fly. 
This  is  the  truth,  or  let  Benvolic  die.  180 

L  .  Cap.  He  is  a  kinsman  to  the  Montague; 
Affection  makes  him  false,  he  speaks  not  true: 
Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  strife, 
And  all  those  twenty  could  but  kill  one  life. 
I  beg  for  justice,  which  thou,  prince,  must  give; 
Romeo  slew  Tybalt.  Romeo  must  not  live. 

Prin.  Romeo  slew  him,  he  slew  Mercutio; 
"Who  now  the  price  of  his  dear  blood  doth  owe? 

Mon.  Xot  Romeo,  prince,  he  was  Mercutio's  friend; 
His  fault  concludes  but  what  the  law  should  end,  190 

The  life  of  Tybalt. 

Prin.  And  for  that  offeuce 

Immediately  wc  do  exile  him  hence . 
I  have  an  interest  in  your  hate's  proceeding. 
My  blood  for  your  rude  brawls  doth  lie  a-bleeding: 
But  1*11  amerce  you  with  so  strong  a  fine 
That  you  shall  all  repent  the  loss  of  mine: 
I  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excuses: 
Nor  tears  nor  prayers  shall  purchase  out  abuses : 
Therefore  use  none :  let  Romeo  hence  in  haste, 
Else,  when  he's  found,  that  hour  is  his  last.  200 

Bear  hence  this  body  and  attend  our  will : 
Mercy  but  murders,  pardoning  those  that  kill         [EieuuL 


Scexe  II.     Capulet's  orchard. 
Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  Gallop  apace,  you  fiery-footed  steeds. 
Towards  Phoebus'  lodging:  such  a  waggoner 
As  Phaethon  would  whip  you  to  the  west. 
And  briug  in  cloudy  night  inimediaiely. 
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Spread  thy  *  losa  curtain,  love-performing  night, 

jThat  rude  day's  eyes  may  wink,  and  Romeo 

Leap  to  these  arms,  untalk'd  of  and  unseen. — 

Lovers  can  see  to  do  their  amorous  rites 

By  their  own  beauties,  or,  if  love  be  blind, 

It  best  agrees  with  night.     Come,  civil  night,  111 

Thou  sober-suited  matron,  all  in  black. 

And  learn  me  how  to  lose  a  winning  match, 

Play'd  for  a  pair  of  stainless  maidenhoods: 

Hood  my  uumaun'd  blood,  bating  in  my  cheeks, 

With  thy  black  mantle;  till  strange  love,  grown  bold, 

Think  true  love  acted  simple  modesty. 

Come,  night;  conic,  Romeo;  come,  thou  day  in  night; 

For  thou  wilt  lie  upon  the  wings  of  night 

Whiter  than  new  snow  on  a  raven's  back. 

Come,  gentle  night,  come,  loving,  black-brow'd  night,     20 

Give  me  my  Romeo ;  and,  when  he  shall  die, 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stars, 

And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heaven  so  fine 

That  all  the  world  wTill  be  in  love  with  night 

And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish  sun. 

O,  I  have  bought  the  mansion  of  a  love, 

But  not  possess'd  it,  and  though  I  am  sold, 

Not  yet  enjoy'd:  so  tedious  is  this  day 

As  is  the  night  before  some  festival 

To  an  impatient  child  that  hath  new  robes  30 

And  may  not  wear  them.     O,  here  comes  my  nurse. 

And  she  brings  news;  and  every  tongue  that  speaks 

But  Romeo's  name  speaks  heavenly  eloquence. 

Enter  Nurse,  with  cord*. 

Nowt,  nurse,  what  news'?     What  hast  thou  there,  the  cords 
That  Romeo  bid  thee  fetch? 

Nurse.  Ay,  ay,  the  cords.     [Ikrowtthem  down. 

Jul.  Ay  me!    what  news?   why  dost  thou    wring  thy 
hands? 

Nurse.  Ah,  well-a-day!  he's  dead,  he's  dead,  he's  dead! 
We  are  undone,  lady,  we  are  undone! 
Alack  the  day!  he's  gone,  he's  kill'd,  he's  dead' 

Jul.  Can  heaven  be  so  envious? 

Nurse.  Romeo  can,  40 

Though  heaven  cannot ;   O  Romeo,  Romeo' 
Who  ever  *  ould  have  thought,  it  ?    Rome  i 

Jul   What  devil  art  thou,  that  dost  torment  me  thus? 
Thi    torture  should  he  roar'd  in  dismal  hell. 
Hath  Romeo  slain  himself?  say  thou  but  "I," 
And  that  bare  vowel  ••  I  "  shall  poison  more 
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Thau  the  death  darting  eye  of  cockatrice: 

I  am  Dot  I,  if  there  l>e  such  an  I; 

Or  those  eyes  shut,  that  makes  thee  auswer  "  L" 

If  he  be  slain,  say  "  I  ';or  if  not.  no:  50 

Brief  sounds  determine  of  my  weal  or  woe. 

Nwne.  1  saw  the  wound.  I  saw  it  with  mine  eyes, — 
Qod  UNTO  the  mark: — here  on  his  manly  breast: 
A  piteous  corse,  a  bloody  piteous  corse; 
Palo,  pale  as  ashes,  all  bedaub'd  in  blood, 
All  in  gore-blood;  I  swounded  at  the  sight. 

Jul.  "0,  break,  my  heart !   poor  bankrupt,  break  at  once ! 
To  prison,  eyes,  ne'er  look  on  liberty! 
Vile  earth,  to  earth  resign;  end  motion  here; 
And  thou  and  Romeo  press  one  heavy  bier!  60 

Nur*.  O  Tybalt.  Tybalt,  the  best  friend  I  had! 
O  courteous  Tybalt!  honest  gentleman! 
That  ever  I  should  live  to  see  thee  dead! 

Jul.  What  storm  is  this  that  blows  so  contrary? 
Is  Romeo  slaughters],  and  is  Tybalt  dead/ 
My  dear-loved  cousin,  and  my  dearer  lord? 
Then,  dreadful  trumpet,  sound  the  general  doom! 
For  who  i«  living,  if  those  two  are  gone? 

Nutw.   Tybalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  banished; 
Romeo  that  kill'd  him,  he  is  banished.  70 

Jul  O  God'  did  Romeo's  hand  shed  Tybalt's  blood? 

Nune.   It  did,  it  did;  alas  the  day.  it  did! 

/(//.  O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flowering  face! 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  so  fair  a  cave? 
Beautiful  tyrant!  fiend  angelical! 
Dove-feather'd  raven!  wolvish-ravening  lamb! 
Despised  substance  of  divinest  show! 
Just  opposite  to  what  thou  justly  seem'st, 
A  damned  saint,  an  honourable  villain! 
O  nature,  what  hadst  thou  to  do  in  hell,  80 

When  thou  didst  bower  the  spirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  paradise  of  such  sweet  flesh? 
Was  ever  book  containing  such  vile  matter 
So  fairly  l>ound?    O,  thai  deceit  should  dwell 
In  such  a  gorgeous  palace! 

Nnne.  There's  no  tru>t. 

No  faith,  no  honesty  in  men:  all  perjured, 
All  forsworn,  all  naught,  all  dissemblers. 
Ah,  where's  my  man?  give  me  some  aqua  vita  : 
These  griefs,  these  woes,  these  sorrows  make  me  old. 
Shame  come  to  Romeo! 

Jul.  Blister'd  be  thy  tongue  80 

For  such  a  wish!  he  was  not  born  to  shame: 


48  ROMEO  AM)  .H'LIKT.  |  act  hi. 

Upon  his  brow  shame  is  ashamed  to  sit ; 
For  'tis  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crowu'd 
Sole  monarch  of  the  universal  earth. 
O,  what  a  beast  was  I  to  chide  at  him! 

Nurse.    Will  you  speak  well  of  him  that  kill'd   your 
cousin? 

Jul.  Shall  I  speak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  husband? 
Ah,  poor  my  lord,  what  tongue  shall  smooth  thy  name. 
When  I,  thy  three-hours  wife,  have  mangled  it? 
But,  wherefore,  villain,  didst  thou  kill  my  cousin?         100 
That  villain  cousin  would  have  kill'd  my  husband: 
Back,  foolish  tears,  back  to  your  native  spring; 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  woe, 
Which  you,  mistaking,  offer  up  to  joy. 
My  husband  lives,  that  Tybalt  would  have  slain ; 
And  Tybalt's  dead,  that  would  have  slain  my  husband: 
All  this  is  comfort;  wherefore  weep  I  then? 
Some  word  there  was,  worser  than  Tybalt's  death, 
That  murder'd  me:  I  would  forget  it  fain: 
But,  O,  it  presses  to  my  memory,  110 

Like  damned  guilty  deeds  to  sinners'  minds: 
"Tybalt  is  dead,  and  Romeo — banished?" 
That  "'banished,"  that  one  word  "banished,-' 
Hath  slain  ten  thousand  Tybalts.     Tybalt's  death 
Was  woe  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there: 
Or,  if  sour  woe  delights  in  fellowship 
And  needly  will  be  rank'd  with  other  griefs, 
Why  follow'd  not,  when  she  said  "Tybalt's  dead," 
Thy  father,  or  thy  mother,  nay,  or  both, 
Which  modem  lamentation  might  have  moved?  120 

But  with  a  rear-ward  following  Tybalt's  death,- 
"Romeo  is  banished,"  to  speak  that  word, 
Is  father,  mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Juliet, 
All  slain,  all  dead.     "Romeo  is  banished'" 
There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  measure,  bound. 
In  that  word's  death;  no  words  can  that  woo  sound. 
Where  is  my  father,  and  my  mother,  nurse? 

Nurse.  Weeping  and  wailing  over  Tybalt's  corse: 
Will  you  go  to  them?    I  will  bring  yon  thither. 

Jul.  Wash  they  his  wounds  with  tears:   mine  shall  be 
spent,  180 

When  theirs  are  diy,  for  Romeo's  banishment. 
Take  up  those  confs:  poor  ropes,  you  are  beguiled, 
Both  you  and  I;  f<r  Romeo  is  exiled: 
He  made  you  for  a  highway  to  my  bed; 
But  I,  a  maid,  die  maiden-widowed. 
Come,  cords,  conn  ,  nurse;  I'll  to  my  wedding-bed; 
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And  death,  not  Romeo,  take  my  maidenhead: 
Nnne.  Hie  to  your  chamber:  I'll  find  Romeo     . 

To  comfort  you:  I  wot  well  where  he  is. 

H:irk  ye.  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  night:  MO 

I'll  to  him;  he  is  hid  at  Laurence'  cell. 
J'tl.  O,  find  him!  give  this  ring  to  my  true  knight. 

And  bid  him  come  to  take  his  last  farewell.  [&jreunt. 

Scene  III.     Friar  Liurence's  cell. 

Enter  Friar  Laurence. 

Fri.  L.  Romeo,  come  forth:   come  forth,  thou 
man : 
Affliction  is  enamour'd  of  thy  parts, 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  calamity. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Bom.  Father,  what  news?  what  is  the  prince's  doom? 
What  sorrow  craves  acquaintance  at  my  hand, 
That  I  yet  know  not? 

Fri.  L.  Too  familiar 

Is  my  dear  son  with  such  sour  company: 
I  bring  thee  tidings  of  the  prince's  doom. 

Bom.  What  less  than  dooms-day  is  the  prince's  doom? 

Fri.  L.  A  gentler  judgment    vanish 'd  from  his  lips,     10 
Not  body's  death,  but  body's  banishment. 

Ruin.   Ha,  banishment!  be  merciful,  say  "death;" 
For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look. 
Much  more  than  death:  do  not  say  "  banishment." 

Fri.  L.  Hence  from  Verona  art  thou  banished: 
Be  patient,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Bom.  There  is  no  world  without  Verona  walls, 
But  purgatory,  torture,  hell  itself. 
Hence-banishe    is  banish'd  from  the  world, 
And  world's  exile  is  death:  then  banished,  20 

Is  death  mis-term'd:  calling  death  banishment, 
Thou  cutt'st  my  head  off  with  a  golden  axe. 
And  smilest  upon  the  stroke  that  murders  me. 

Fri.  L.  O  deadly  sin!  O  rude  unthankfulness! 
Thy  fault  our  law  calls  death;  but  the  kind  prince, 
Taking  thy  part,  hath  rush'd  aside  the  law. 
And  turn'd  that  black  word  death  to  banishment: 
This  is  dear  mercy,  and  thou  seest  it  not. 

Bom.  'Tis  torture,  and  not  mercy :  heaven  is  here, 
Where  Juliet  lives;  and  every  cat  and  dog  80 

And  little  mouse,  every  unworthy  thing, 
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Live  bere  in  heaven  and  may  look  oil  her: 

But  Romeo  may  not:  more  validity, 

More  honourable  state,  more  courtship  Uvea 

In  carrion-flies  than  Romeo:  they  may  seize 

On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliet's  hand 

And  steal  immortal  blessing  from  her  lips, 

Who,  even  in  pure  and  vestal  modesty. 

Still  blush,  as  thinking  their  owu  kisses  sin; 

But  Romeo  may  not ;  lie  is  banished:  40 

Flies  may  do  this,  but  I  from  this  must  fly: 

They  are  free  men,  but  I  am  banished. 

And  say'st  thou  yet  that  exile  is  not  death? 

Hadst  thou  no  poison  mix'd,  no  sharp-ground  knife, 

No  sudden  mean  of  death,  though  ne'er  so  mean, 

But  "banished"  to  kill  me? — "banished"? 

O  friar,  the  damned  use  that  word  in  hell; 

Howlings  attend  it:  how  hast  thou  the  heart, 

Being  a  divine,  a  ghostly  confessor. 

A  siu-absolver,  and  my  friend  profess'd,  50 

To  mangle  me  with  that  word  "banished"? 

Fri.  L.  Thou  fond  mad  man,  hear  me  but  speak  a  word. 

Rom.  O.  thou  wilt  speak  again  of  banishment. 

Fri.  L.   I'll  give  thee  armour  to  keep  off  that,  word; 
Adversity's  sweet  milk,  philosophy, 
To  comfort  thee,  though  thou  art  banished. 

Rom.  Yet  "  banished"?     Hang  up  philosophy! 
Unless  philosophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Displant  a  town,  reverse  a  prince's  doom, 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not.  talk  no  more. 

Fri.  L.  O,  then  I  see  that  madmen  have  no  ears. 

Rom.  How  should  they,  when  that  wise  men  have  no  eyes? 

Fri.  L.  Let  me  dispute  with  thee  of  thy  estate. 

Rom.  Thou  canst  not  speak  of  that  thou  dost  not  feel: 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love, 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered, 
Doting  like  me  and  like  me  banished, 
Then  mightst  thou  speak,  then  mightst  thou  tear  thy  hair, 
And  fall  upon  the  ground,  as  I  do  now. 
Taking  the  measure  of  an  unmade  grave.  71 

[Kliorkiilfl    icitltiit. 

Fri.  L.  Arise;  one  knocks;  good  Romeo,  hide  thyself. 

Rom.  Not  I;  unless  the  breath  of  heartsick  groans. 
Mist-like,  infold  me  from  the  search  of  eyes.       [Knocking. 

Fri.  L.  Hark,  how  they  knock!     Who's  there?     Romeo, 
arise; 
Thou  wilt  be  taken.     Stay  awhile!     Stand  up;  [Knocking. 
Run  to  my  study.     By  and  by!    God's  will, 
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What  simpleness  is  this!     I  come.  1  come'  [Knocking. 

Who  knocks  so  hard?  whence  come  you".'  what's  your  will? 

Nunc   [  Within]  Let  me  come  in'  and  you  shall  know 
my  errand ; 
I  come  from  Lady  Juliet. 

Fri.  L.  Welcome,  then-  80 

Enter  Nurse. 

i      Xurse.  O  holy  friar.  O.  tell  me.  holy  friar, 
Where  is  my  lady's  lord,  where's  Romeo? 

Fri.  L.  There  on  the  ground,  with  hi>  own  tears  made 
drunk. 

Nitrite.  O,  he  is  even  in  my  mistress'  ca-e. 
Just  in  her  case!     0  woful  sympathy: 
Piteous  predicament !     Even  so  lies  she, 
Blubbering  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blubbering. 
Stand  up,  stand  up:  stand,  an  you  be  a  man: 
For  Juliet's  sake,  lor  her  sake,  rise  and  stand: 
Why  should  you  fall  into  so  deep  an  O?  90 

Rom.  Nurse! 

Hhuae.  Ah  sir!  ah  sir!     Well,  death's  the  end  of  all. 

Run.   Spakest  thou  of  Juliet?  how  is  it  with  her? 
Doth  she  not  think  me  an  old  murderer, 
Now  I  have  stain'd  the  childhood  of  our  joy 
With  blood  removed  but  little  from  her  own'.' 
Where  is  she?  and  how  doth  she?  and  what  says 
My  coneeal'd  lady  to  our  cancell'd  love? 

Nurte.  O.  she  says  nothing,  sir.  but  weeps  and  weeps; 
And  now  falls  on  her  bed;  and  then  starts  up,  100 

And  Tybalt  calls;  aud  then  on  Romeo  cries, 
And  then  down  falls  again. 

Run.  A-  if  that  name, 

Shot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  gun, 
Did  murder  her;  as  that  name's  cursed  hand 
Murder'd  her  kinsman.     O,  tell  me,  friar,  tell  inc. 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  anatomy 
Doth  my  name  lodge?  tell  me,  that  I  may  sack 
The  hateful  mansion.  [Vrawing  hit  sword. 

Fri.  L.  Hold  thy  desperate  hand: 

Art  thou  a  man?  thy  form  cries  out  thou  art: 
Thy  tears  are  womanish;  thy  wild  acts  denote  110 

The  unreasonable  fury  of  a  beast: 
Unseemly  woman  in  a  seeming  man! 
Or  ill-beseeming  beast  in  seeming  both! 
Thou  hast  amazed  me:  by  my  holy  order, 
I  thought  thy  disposition  belter  temper'd. 
Hast  thou  <lain  Tybalt?  Aviit  thou  slay  thyself? 
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And  slay  thy  lady  too  that  lives  in  thee, 

By  doing  damned  hate  upon  thyself? 

Why  rail'st  thou  on  thy  birth,  the  heaven,  and  earth? 

Since  birth,  and  heaven,  and  earth,  all  three  do  meet    120 

In  thee  at  once;  which  thou  at  once  wouldst  lose. 

Fie,  fie,  thou  shamest  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit; 

Which,  like  a  usurer,  abound'st  in  all, 

And  usest  none  in  that  true  use  indeed 

Which  should  bedeck  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit: 

Thy  noble  shape  is  but  a  form  of  wax, 

Digressing  from  the  valour  of  a  man ; 

Thy  dear  love  sworn  but  hollow  perjury, 

Killing  that  love  which  thou  hast  vow'd  to  cherish; 

Thy  wit,  that  ornament  to  shape  and  love,  130 

Mis-shapen  in  the  conduct  of  them  both, 

Like  powder  in  a  skilless  soldier's  flask, 

Is  set  a-fire  by  thine  own  ignorance, 

And  thou  dismember'd  with  thine  own  defence. 

What,  rouse  thee,  man!  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 

For  whose  dear  sake  thou  wast  but  lately  dead; 

There  art  thou  happy :  Tybalt  would  kill  thee, 

But  thou  slew'st  Tybalt;  there  art  thou  happy  too:    • 

The  law  that  threaten'd  death  becomes  thy  friend 

And  turns  it  to  exile;  there  art  thou  happy:  140 

A  pack  of  blessings  lights  upon  thy  back; 

Happiness  courts  thee  in  her  best  array; 

But,  like  a  misbehaved  and  sullen  wench, 

Thou  pour'st  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  love : 

Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  such  die  miserable. 

Go,  get  thee  to  thy  love,  as  was  decreed, 

Ascend  her  chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her: 

But  look  thou  stay  not  till  the  watch  be  set, 

For  then  thou  canst  not  pass  to  Mantua; 

Where  thou  shalt  live,  till  we  can  find  a  time  150 

To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends," 

Beg  pardon  of  the  prince,  and  call  thee  back 

With  twenty  hundred  thousand  times  more  joy 

Than  thou  went'st  forth  in  lamentation. 

Go  before,  nurse:  commend  me  to  thy  lady; 

And  bid  her  hasten  all  the  house  to  bed, 

Which  heavy  sorrow  makes  them  apt  unto: 

Romeo  is  coming. 

Jfune.  O  Lord,  I  could  have  stay'd  here  all  the  night 
To  hear  good  counsel:  (),  what  learning  is!  160 

My  lord,  I'll  tell  my  lady  you  will  come. 

Horn.  Do  so,  and  bid  my  sweet  prepare  to  chide. 

jS'ar**.   Here,  sir,  a  ring  she  bid  me  give  vou,  sir: 
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Hie  you,  make  haste,  for  it  grows  very  late.  [JEW*. 

Rom.  How  well  my  comfort  is  revived  by  this! 

Fri.  L.  Go  hence;  good  night;  and  here  stands  all  your 
state : 
Either  be  gone  before  the  watch  be  set, 
Or  by  the  break  of  day  disguised  from  hence : 
Sojourn  in  Mantua;  I'll  find  out  your  man, 
And  he  shall  signify  from  time  to  time  170 

Every  good  hap  to  "you  that  chances  here: 
Give  "me  thy  hand;  'tis  late:  farewell;  good  night. 

Rom.  But  that  a  joy  past  joy  calls  out  on  me, 
It  were  a  grief,  so  brief  to  part  with  thee: 
Farewell.  [BummL 

Scexe  IV.     A  room  in  Capulet's  house. 
Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capilet,  mmd  Paris. 

Cap.  Things  have  fall'n  out.  sir,  so  unluckily, 
That  we  have  had  no  time  to  move  our  daughter: 
Look  you,  she  loved  her  kinsman  Tybalt  dearly, 
And  so  did  I: — Well,  we  were  born  to  die. 
'Tis  very  late,  she'll  not  come  down  to-night: 
I  promise  you,  but  for  your  company, 
1  would  have  been  abed  an  hour  ago. 

Pur.  These  times  of  woe  afford  no  time  to  woo. 
Madam,  good  night :  commend  me  to  your  daughter. 

La.  Cap.  I  will,  and  kuow  her  mind  early  to-morrow;  10 
To-night  she  is  mew'd  up  to  her  heavim 

Gap.  Sir  Paris,  I  will  make  a  desperate  tender 
Of  my  child's  love:  I  think  she  will  be  ruled 
In  all  respects  by  me;  nay,  more,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  ere  you  go  to  bed; 
Acquaint  her  here  of  my  son  Paris'  love; 
And  bid  her,  mark  you  me,  on  Wednesday  next — 
But,  soft!  what  day  is  thi<".' 

P'ir.  Monday,  my  lord. 

Gap.  Mondav,  ha!  ha!     Well.  Wednesday  is  too  soon. 
O'  Thursday  let  it  be:  o-  Thursday,  tell  her.*  20 

She  shall  be  married  to  this  noble  earl. 
Will  you  be  ready?  do  you  like  this  haste r 
We'll  keep  no  great  ado, — a  friend  or  two; 
For,  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  slain  so  late, 
It  may  be  "thought  we  held  him  carelessly, 
Being  our  kinsman,  if  we  revel  much: 
Therefore  we'll  have  some  half  a  dozen  friends. 
And  there  an  end      But  what  say  you  to  Thursday": 
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Par.  My  lord,  I  would  that  Thursday  were  to-morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone:  o'  Thursday  be  it,  then.         30 
Go  you  to  Juliet  ere  3*011  go  to  bed. 
Prepare  her,  wife,  against  this  wedding-day. 
Farewell,  my  lord.     Light  to  my  chamber,  ho! 
Afore  me!  it  is  so  very,  very  late, 
That  we  may  call  it  early  by  and  by. 
Good  night.  [Bxtunt. 


Scene  V.     Capulet's  orcJainl. 
Enter  Romeo  and  Juliet  above,  at  tlie  window. 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  be  gone?  it  is  not  yet  near  day: 
It  was  the  nigbtingale,  and  not  the  lark, 
That  pierced  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear; 
Nightly  she  sings  on  yon  pomegranate-tree: 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 

Rom.  It  was  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn, 
No  nightingale:  look,  love,  what  envious  streaks 
Do  lace  the  severing  clouds  in  yonder  east: 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountain  tops.  10 

I  must  be  gone  and  live,  or  stay  and  die. 

Jul.  Yon  light  is  not  day -light,  I  know  it,  I: 
It  is  some  meteor  that  the  sun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  torch-bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua: 
Therefore  stay  yet;  thou  need'st  not  to  be  gone. 

Rom.  Let  me  be  ta'en.  lei  me  be  put  to  death; 
I  am  content,  so  thou  wilt  have  it  so. 
I'll  say  yon  grey  is  not  the  morning's  eye. 
Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia's  brow;  20 

Nor  that  is  not  the  lark,  whose  notes  do  beat 
The  vanity  heaven  so  high  above  our  heads: 
I  have  more  care  to  stay  than  will  to  go: 
Come,  death,  and  welcome!  Juliet  wills  it  so. 
I  low  is't,  my  soul?  let's  talk;  it  is  not  day. 

Jul.   It  is,  it  is:  hie  hence,  he  gone,  away! 
It  is  the  lark  that  sings  so  out  of  tune, 
Straining  harsh  discords  and  unpleasing  sharps. 
Some  Bay  the  lark  make-  sweet  division; 
This  doth  not  so,  for  she  dividcth  us:  :>o 

Some  say  the  lark  and  loathed  toad  change  eyes; 
O,  now  1  would  they  had  changed  voices  too! 
Since  arm  from  arm  that  voice  doth  us  affray. 
Huutiug  thee  hence  with  hunl's-up  to  the  day. 
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(>,  uow  be  gone:  more  light  and  light  it  grows. 
Bom.  More  light  and  light ;  more  dark  and  dark  our 

En''  r  Niir-'-.  '"  tin  thamtbef. 

Xkt&e,  Madam! 

J nl.  Nur- 

STvne.  Your  lady  mother  is  coming  to  your  chamber: 
The  day  is  broke:  be  wary,  look  about.  [JBrit.  4<> 

Jul.  Then,  window,  let  day  in.  and  let  life  out. 

]!<>iit.  Farewell,  farewell!  one  kiss,  and  I'll  descend. 

[JIi  goeth  dijirn. 

Jul.  Art  thou  gone  so':  love,  lord,  ay.  husband,  friend! 
I  must  hear  from  thee  every  day  in  the  hour. 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  da)*s: 
<).  by  this  count  I  shall  be  much  in  years 
Ere  I  aguiu  behold  my  Romeo ! 

Rom.  Farewell! 
i  will  omit  no  opportunity 
That  may  convey  my  greetings,  love,  to  thee.  50 

Jul.  O,  think'st  thou  we  shall  ever  meet  again? 

Bom.  I  doubt  it  not;  and  all  these  woes  shall  serve 
For  sweet  discourses  in  our  time  to  come. 

Jul.  O  God,  I  have  an  ill-divining  soul! 
Methinks  I  see  thee,  now  thou  art  below, 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  tomb: 
Either  my  eyesight  fails,  or  thou  look'st  pale. 

Rom.  And  trust  me,  love,  in  my  eye  so  do  you: 
Dry  sorrow  drinks  our  blood.     Adieu,  adieu!  [Exit. 

Jul.  O  fortune,  fortune!  all  men  call  thee  fickle:  60 

If  thou  art  fickle,  what  dost  thou  with  him 
That  is  renown'd  for  faith?     Be  fickle,  fortune; 
For  then.  I  hope,  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long, 
But  send  him  back. 

La.  Cop.  [Wit/tiit]  Ho,  daughter!  are  3011  up? 

Jul.  Who  is't  that  calls?  is  it  my  lady  mother? 
Is  she  not  down  so  late,  or  up  so  early? 
"What  unaccustom'd  cause  procures  her  hither? 

Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

Let.  Cap.  Why,  how  uow,  Juliet! 

Jul.  Madam.  I  am  not  well. 

/. ".  C'ip.   Evermore  weeping  for  your  cousin's  death? 
What,  wilt  thou  wash  him  from  his  grave  with  tears?     71 
An  if  thou  couldst,  thou  couldst  not  make  him  live; 
Therefore,  have  done:  some  gi ief  shows  much  of  love-. 
Bui  much  of  grief  shows  stir,  some  want  of  wit. 

Jul.   Yet  let  mo  weep  for  such  a  feeling 
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La.  Cap.  So  shall  you  feel  the  loss,  but  not  the  friend 
Which  you  weep  for. 

Jul.  Feeling  so  the  loss, 

I  cannot  choose  but  ever  weep  the  friend. 

La.  Cap.  Well,  girl,  thou  weep'st  not  so  much  for  his 
death, 
As  that  the  villain  lives  which  slaughtered  him.  80 

Jul.  What  villain,  madam? 

La.  Cap.  That  same  villain,  Romeo. 

Jul.  [Aside]  Villain  and  he  be  many  miles  asunder. — 
God  pardon  him!  I  do,  with  all  my  heart; 
And  yet  no  man  like  he  doth  grieve  my  heart. 

La.  Cap.  That  is,  because  the  traitor  murderer  lives. 

Jul.  Ay,  madam,  from  the  reach  of  these  my  bands: 
Would  none  but  I  might  venge  my  cousin's  death! 

La.  Cap.  We  will  have  vengeance  for  it,  fear  thou  not; 
Then  weep  no  more.     I'll  send  to  one  in  Mantua, 
Where  that  same  banish'd  runagate  doth  live,  90 

Shall  give  him  such  an  unaccustom'd  dram, 
That  he  shall  soon  keep  Tybalt  company: 
And  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  be  satisfied. 

Jul.  Indeed,  I  never  shall  be  satisfied 
With  Romeo,  till  I  behold  him — dead — 
Is  my  poor  heart  so  for  a  kinsmau  vex'd: 
Madam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  man 
To  bear  a  poison,  I  would  temper  it; 
That  Romeo  should,  upon  receipt  thereof, 
Soon  sleep  in  quiet.     O,  how  my  heart  abhors  100 

To  hear  him  named,  and  cannot  come  to  him, 
To  wreak  the  love  I  bore  my  cousin 
Upon  his  body  that  hath  slaughter'd  him! 

La.  Cap.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  I'll  find  such  «  man. 
But  now  I'll  tell  thee  joyful  tidings,  girl. 

Jul.  And  joy  comes  well  in  such  a  needy  time: 
What  are  they,  I  beseech  your  ladyship? 

La.  Cap.  Well,  well,  thou  hast  a  careful  father,  child ; 
One  who,  to  put  thee  from  thy  heaviness, 
Hath  sorted  out  a  sudden  day  of  joy,  110 

That  thou  expect'st  not  nor  I  look'd  not  for. 

Jul.  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  that? 

La.  Cap.  Marry,  my  child,  early  next  Thursday  morn, 
The  gallant,  young  and  noble  gentleman, 
The  County  Paris,  at  Saint  Peter's  Church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  there  a  joyful  bride, 

Jul.  Now,  by  Saint  Peter's  Church  and  Peter  too, 
He  shall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  bride. 
1  wonder  at  this  haste :  that  I  must  wed 
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Ere  be,  that  should  be  husband,  comes  to  woo.  1-0 

I  pray  you.  tell  uiy  lord  aud  father,  madam. 
I  will  uot  marry  yet;  aud,  when  I  do,  I  swear. 
It  shall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  kuow  I  hate. 
Rather  thau  Paris.     These  are  news  indeed! 

La.  Cap.  Here  comes  your  father:  tell  him  so  yourself, 
And  see  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Jfcfer  Capci.kt  and  Nurse. 

Cap.  When  the  sun  sets,  the  air  doth  drizzle  dew; 
But  for  the  sunset  of  my  brother's  son 
It  rains  downright. 

How  now!  a  conduit,  grl*  what,  ^ti'ti  in  tears!  130 

pjverniore  showering:     In  one  little  body 
Thou  counterfeit'st  a  bark,  a  sea.  a  wind ; 
For  still  thy  eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  sea. 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tear.-;  the  bark  thy  bod;. 
Sailing  in  this  salt  flood;  the  winds,  thy  sighs; 
Who,  raging  with  thy  tear>.  and  they  with  them, 
Without  a  sudden  calm,  will  overset 
Thy  tempest-tossed  body.     How  now.  wife! 
Have  you  deliver'd  to  her  our  decree": 

La.' Cap.    Ay.   sir;  but    she  will  none,   she   gives,    vou 
thanks.      *  140 

I  would  the  fool  were  married  to  her  grave ! 

Cap.   Soft!  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you,  wife. 
How!  will  she  noue?  doth  she  not  give  us  thank-. 
Is  she  not  proud?  doth  she  not  count  her  blest. 
Unworthy  as  she  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  gentleman  to  be  her  bridegroom": 

Jul.  Not  proud,  you  have;  but  thankful,  that  you  have: 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  hate; 
But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  love. 

Qmp.   How  now,  how  now,  chop-logic!     What  is  this? 
"Proud,"  aud  '"  I  thank  you,"  aud  "I  thank  you  not:" 
And  yet  "'uot  proud:"'  mistress  minion,  you. 
Thank  me  no  thanking,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds, 
But  fettle  your  fine  joints  'gainst  Thursday  next, 
To  go  with  Paris  to  Saint  Peter's  Church, 
Or  I  will  drag  thee  on  a  hurdle  thither. 
Out,  you  green-sickness  carrion!  out.  you  baggage! 
You  tallow-face! 

La.  Cap.  Fie.  fie!  what,  are  you  mad? 

Jyl.  Good  father,  I  beseech  you  on  my  knees. 
Hear  me  with  patieuce  but  to  speak  a  word.  160 

Gap.  Hang  thee,  young  baggage!  disobedient  wretch! 
I  tell  thee  what:  get  thee  to  church  <>'  Thursday, 
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Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  face: 

Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  answer  me: 

uy  Angers  itch.     Wife,  We  scarce  thought  us  blest 

That  God  had  lent  us  but  this  only  child; 

But  now  I  see  this  one  is  one  too  much. 

And  that  we  have  a  curse  in  having  her: 

Out  on  her,  hilding! 

X"/-s,.  God  in  heaven  bless  her! 

You  are  to  blame,  my  lord,  to  rate  her  so.  1  70 

Cap,  And  why,  my  lady  wisdom?  hold  your  tongue. 
Good  prudence;  smatter  with  your  gossips,  go. 

Nurxe.  I  speak  no  treason. 

Cup.  O,  God  ye  god-den. 

Nune.  May  not  one  speak? 

f  'up.  Peace,  you  mumbling  fool ! 

Utter  your  gravity  o'er  a  gossip's  bowl; 
For  here  we  need  it  not. 

La.  Cap.  You  arc  too  hot. 

Cap.  God's  bread!  it  makes  me  mad:  day,  night,  late, 
early, 
At  home,  abroad,  alone,  in  company, 
Waking  or  sleeping,  still  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  match  d:  and  having  uow  provided  180 

A  gentleman  of  noble  parentage, 
Of  fair  demesnes,  youthful,  and  nobly  train'd, 
Stuff'd,  as  they  say,  with  houourableparts, 
Proportion 'd  as  one's  thought  would  wish  a  man; 
And  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  fool, 
A  whining  mammet,  in  her  fortune's  tender, 
To  answer  "I'll  not  wed;  I  cannot  love, 
I  am  too  young;  I  pray  you,  pardon  me." 
But,  an  you  will  not  wed,  I'll  pardon  you: 
Graze  where  you  will,  you  shall  not  house  with  me:      190 
Look  to't,  think  on't,  I  do  not  use  to  jest. 
Thursday  is  near;  lay  hand  on  heart,  advise: 
Au  you  be  mine,  I'll  give  you  to  my  friend ; 
An  you  be  not,  hang,  beg,  starve,  die  in  the  streets, 
For,  by  my  soul,  I'll  ne'er  acknowledge  thee, 
Nor  what  is  mine  shall  never  do  thee  good: 
Trust  to't,  bethink  you;  I'll  not  be  forsworn.  [Exit. 

Jul.  Is  there  no  pity  sitting  in  the  clouds, 
That  sees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief? 
O,  sweet  my  mother,  cast  me  not  away!  200 

Delay  this  marriage  for  a  month,  a  week; 
Or,  if  you  do  not,  make  the  bridal  bed 
In  that  dim  monument  where  Tybalt  lies. 

/.'/.  Gap.  Talk  not  to  me.  tor  I'll  not  speak  a  word: 
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Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee.  [Edit. 

Jul    O  God! — O  nurse,  how  shall  this  1*  prevented? 
My  husband  is  on  earth,  my  faitli  in  heaven; 
How  shall  that  faith  return  again  to  earth. 
Unless  that  husband  send  it  me  from  heaven 
By  leaving  earth?  comfort  me,  counsel  me.  210 

Alack,  alack,  that  heaven  should  practise  stratagems 
Upon  so  soft  a  subject  as  myself! 
What  say'st  thou?  hast  thou  not  a  word  of  joy  V 
Some  comfort,  nurse. 

Xuvse.  Faith,  here  it  is. 

Romeo  is  banish/ d ;  and  all  the  world  to  nothing. 
That  he  dares  ne'er  come  back  to  challenge  you; 
Or,  if  he  do,  it  needs  must  be  by  stealth. 
Then,  since  the  ea.-e  BO  stands  as  now  it  doth, 
I  think  it  best  you  married  with  the  county. 
O,  he's  a  lovely  gentleman!  220 

Romeo's  a  dishclout  to  him:  an  eagle,  madam, 
Hath  not  so  green,  so  quick,  so  fair  an  eye 
As  Paris  hath.     Beshrew  my  very  heart. 
I  think  you  are  happy  in  this  second  match, 
For  it  excels  your  first:  or  if  it  did  not, 
Your  first  is  dead;  or  'twere  as  good  he  wen1, 
As  living  here  and  you  no  use  of  him. 

Jul.   Speakest  thou  from  thy  heart? 

Surwe.  And  from  my  soul  too; 

Or  else  beshrew  them  both. 

Jul.  Amen ! 

Nurse.  What? 

Jul.  Well,  thou  has  comforted  me  marvellous  much. 
Go  in ;  and  tell  my  lady  I  am  gone,  231 

Having  displeased  my  father,  to  Laurence'  cell. 
To  make  confession  and  to  be  absolved. 

Nurse.  Marry,  I  will;  and  this  is  wisely  done.         [Exit. 

Jul.  Ancient  damnation!  O  most  wicked  fiend, 
Is  it  more  sin  to  wish  me  thus  forsworn. 
Or  to  dispraise  my  lord  with  that  same  tongue 
Which  she  hath  praised  him  with  above  compare 
So  many  thousand  times?    Go,  counsellor; 
Thou  and  my  bosom  henceforth  shall  be  twain.  240 

I'll  to  the  friar,  to  know  his  remedy : 
If  all  else  fail,  myself  have  power  to  die.  [Exit. 
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ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     Friar  Laurence's  cell. 
Enter  Friar  Laurence  and  Paris. 

Fri.  L.  On  Thursday,  sir?  the  time  is  very  short. 

Par.  My  father  Capulet  will  have  it  so; 
And  I  am  nothing  slow  to  slack  his  haste. 

Fri.  L.  You  say  you  do  not  know  the  lady's  mind: 
Uneven  is  the  course,  1  like  it  not. 

Par.  Immoderately  she  weeps  for  Tybalt's  death, 
And  therefore  have  I  little  talk'd  of  love; 
For  Venus  smiles  not  in  a  house  of  teais. 
Now,  sir,  her  father  counts  it  dangerous 
That  she  doth  give  her  sorrow  so  much  sway,  10 

And  in  his  wisdom  hastes  our  marriage, 
To  stop  the  inundation  of  her  tears; 
Which,  too  much  minded  by  herself  alone, 
May  be  put  from  her  by  society: 
Now  do  you  know  the  reason  of  this  haste.' 

Fri  L.  [Aside]  I  would  I  knew  not  why  it  should  be 
slow'd. 
Look,  sir,  here  comes  the  lady  towards  my  cell. 
Enter  Juliet. 

Par.  Happily  met,  my  lady  and  my  wife! 

Jul.  That  may  be,  sir,  when  I  may  be  a  wife. 

Par.  That  may  be  must  be,  love,  on  Thursday  next.    20 

Jul.  What  must  be  shall  be. 

Fri.  L.  That's  a  certain  text. 

Par.  Come  you  to  make  confession  to  this  father? 

Jul.  To  answer  that,  I  should  confess  to  you. 

Par.  Do  not  deny  to  him  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.  I  will  confess  to  you  that  I  love  him. 

Par.  So  will  ye,  I  am  sure,  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.  If  I  do  so,  it  will  be  of  more  price, 
Being  spoke  behind  your  back,  than  to  your  face. 

Par.  Poor  soul,  thy  face  is  much  abused  with  tears. 

Jul.  The  tears  have  got  small  victory  by  that; 
For  it  was  bad  enough  before  their  spite.  31 

Par.  Thou  wroug'st  it,  more  than  tears,  with  that  report, 

Jul.  That  is  no  slander,  sir,  which  is  a  truth; 
And  what  I  spake,  I  spake  it  to  my  face. 

Par.  Thy  face  is  mine,  and  thou  hast  slnnder'd  it. 

Jul.  It  may  be  so,  for  it  is  not  mine  own. 
Are  you  at  leisure,  holy  father,  now ; 
Or  shall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  mas*? 
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Fri.  L.  My  leisure  serves  rue,  pensive  daughter,  uow. 
My  lord,  we  must  eutreut  the  time  alone.  40 

'Por.  God  shield  I  should  disturb  devotion! 
Juliet,  ou  Thursday  early  will  I  rouse  ye: 
Till  then,  adieu;  and  keep  this  holy  kiss.  [Exit. 

Jul.  O,  shut  the  door',  and  when  thou  hast  done  so, 
Come  weep  with  me:  past  hope,  past  cure,  past  help! 

Fri.  L.  Ah,  Juliet,  1  already  know  thy  grief; 
It  strain;-  me  past  the  compass  of  my  wits: 
I  hear  thou  must,  and  nothing  may  prorogue  it, 
On  Thursday  next  be  married  to  this  county. 

Jul.  Tell  me  not,  friar,  that  thou  hear'st  o"f  this,  50 

Unless  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it: 
if,  in  thy  wisdom,  thou  canst  give  no  help, 
Do  thou  but  call  my  resolution  wise, 
And  with  this  knife  I'll  help  it  presently. 
God  join'd  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands; 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  seal'd, 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed. 
Or  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turuto  another,  this  shall  slay  them  both: 
Therefore,  out  of  thy  long-experienced  time,  60 

Give  me  some  present  counsel,  or.  behold, 
'Twixt  my  extremes  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire,  arbitrating  that 
Which  the  commission  of  thy  years  and  art 
Could  to  no  issue  of  true  honour  bring. 
Be  not  so  long  to  speak',  I  long  to  die. 
If  what  thou  speak'st  speak  not  of  remedy. 

Fri.  L.  Hold,  daughter:  I  do  spy  a  kind  of  hope, 
Which  craves  as  desperate  an  execution 
As  that  is  desperate  which  we  would  prevent.  70 

If,  rather  than  to  marry  County  Paris. 
Thou  hast  the  strength"  of  will" to  slay  thyself, 
Then  is  it  likely  thou  wilt  undertake 
A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  shame, 
That  copest  with  death  himself  to  scape  from  it; 
And,  if  thou  darest,  I'll  give  thee  remedy. 

J"'.  O.  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Paris, 
From  off  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower; 
<>r  walk  in  thievish  way-;  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  serpents  are:  chain  me  with  roaring  bears;  80 

Or  shut  me  nightly  in  a  charnel-house, 
O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  men's  rattling  bones, 
With  reeky  shanks  and  yellow  chapless  skulls; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave 
Aivl  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  iu  his  shroud; 
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Things  that,  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  me  tremble; 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt. 
To  live  an  unstain'd  wife  to  my  sweet  love. 

Fri.  L.  Hold,  then;  go  home,  be  merry,  give  consent 
To  many  Paris:  Wednesday  is  to-morrow:  90 

To-morrow  night  look  that  thou  lie  alone; 
Let  not  thy  nurse  lie  with  thee  in  thy  chamber: 
Take  thou  this  vial,  being  then  in  bed. 
And  this  distilled  liquor  drink  thou  off: 
When  presently  through  all  thy  veins  shall  run 
A  cold  and  drowsy  humour,  for  no  pulse 
Shall  keep  his  native  progress,  but  surcease: 
No  warmth,  no  breath,  shall  testify  thou  livest; 
The  loses  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  shall  fade 
To  paly  ashes,  thy  ej'es'  windows  fall,  ICO 

Like  death,  when  he  shuts  up  the  day  of  life; 
Each  part,  deprived  of  supple  government, 
Shall,  stiff  and  stark  and  cold,  appear  like  death: 
And  in  this  borrow'd  likeness  of  shrunk  death 
Thou  shalt  continue  two  and  forty  hours, 
And  then  awake  as  from  a  pleasant  sleep. 
Now,  when  the  bridegroom  iu  the  morning  comes 
To  rouse  thee  from  thy  bed,  there  art  thou  dead: 
Then,  as  the  manner  of  our  country  is, 
In  thy  best  robes  uncover'd  on  the  bier  110 

Thou  shalt  be  borne  to  that  same  ancient  vault 
Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capulets  lie. 
Iu  the  mean  time,  against  thou  shalt  awake, 
Shall  Romeo  by  my  letters  know  our  drift, 
And  hither  shall  he  come:  and  he  and  I 
Will  watch  thy  waking,  and  that  very  night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua. 
And  this  shall  free  thee  from  this  present  shame; 
If  no  inconstant  toy,  nor  womanish  fear, 
Abate  thy  valour  in  the  acting  it.  120 

Jul.  Give  me,  give  me!     O,  tell  not  me  of  fear! 

Fn.  L.  Hold;  get  you  gone,  be  strong  and  prosperous 
In  this  resolve:  I'll  send  a  friar  with  speed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lord. 

Jul.   Love  give  me  strength!    and   strength   shall   help 
afford. 
Farewell,  dear  father!  \Exeunt, 
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Scf.xk  II.     HaU  in  CapuleCt house. 
Enhr  Capceet,  Lady  (aiui.kt.  Nurse,  ami  tm  Serving- 

■MB. 

Gap.  So  many  guests  invite  as  here  are  writ. 

[Exit  First  Servant. 
Sirrah.  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  eooks. 

See.  Son.  You  shall  have  none  ill.  sir;  for  I'll  try  if  they 
can  lick  their  fingers. 

How  canst  thou  try  them  so? 

Marry,  sir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot  lick  his 
own  fingers:  therefore  he  that  cannot  lick  his  fingers  goes 
not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go.  be  gone.  [Exit  Ser.  Sonant 

We  shall  be  much  unfuruish'd  for  this  time.  10 

What,  is  my  daughter  gone  to  Friar  Laurence? 

Nuns.  Ay,  forsooth. 

Cap.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  some  good  on  her: 
A  peevish  self-will'd  harlotry  it  is. 

Aurm.  See  where  she  comes  from  shrift  with  merry  look. 

Enter  Jri.iET. 

Cap.  How  now,  my  headstrong!  where  have  you  been 
gadding? 

J"K  Where  I  have  learn'd  me  to  repent  the  sin 
Of  disobedient  opposition 
To  you  and  your  behests,  and  am  enjoin'd 
By  holy  Laurence  to  fall  prostrate  here.  20 

And  beg  your  pardon:  pardon,  I  beseech  you! 
Henceforward  I  am  ever  ruled  by  yon. 

Send  for  the  county:  go  tell  him  of  this: 
I'll  have  this  knot  knit  up  to-morrow  morning. 

Jul.  I  met  the  youthful  lord  at  Laurence'  cell; 
And  gave  him  what  hecomed  love  I  might, 
epping  o'er  the  bounds  of  modesty. 

Cap.  Why.  I  am  glad  on't;  this  is  well:  stand  up: 
This  is  as't  should  be.     Let  me  see  the  county; 
Ay.  many,  go,  I  say,  and  fetch  him  hither. 
Now.  afore  God!  this  reverend  holy  friar, 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound  to  him. 

J'if.  Nurse,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  closet, 
To  help  me  sort  such  needful  ornaments 
A-  you  think  lit  to  furnish  me  to-morrow? 

La.  dp.  No,  not  till  Thursday;  there  is  time  enough. 

Cap.  Go,  nurse,  go  with  her:  we'll  to  church  to-morrow. 

[Ertunt  J>'U<t  and  N9T*$, 
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La.  Cap.  We  shall  be  short  in  our  provision: 
Tin  now  near  night. 

Cap.  Tush,  I  will  stir  about. 

And  till  things  shall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  wile:  4U 

Qta  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her; 
I'll  not  to  bed  to-night;  let  me  alone; 
I'll  play  the  housewife  for  this  once.     What,  ho! 
They  are  all  forth.     Well,  I  will  walk  myself 
To  County  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up 
Against  to-morrow:  my  heart  is  wondrous  light, 
Since  this  same  wayward  girl  is  so  reclaim'd.  [Exeunt 


Scene  III.     Juliet's  chamber. 

Enter  Juliet  and  Nurse. 

Jul.  Ay,  those  attires  are  best:  but,  gentle  nurse, 
I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  myself  to-night; 
For  I  have  need  of  many  orisons 
To  move  the  heavens  to  smile  upon  my  state, 
Which,  well  thou  know'st,  is  cross  and*  full  of  sin. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

La.  Cap.  What,  are  you  busy,  ho?  need  you  my  help? 

Jul.  No,  madam;  we  have  cull'd  such'  necessaries 
As  are  behoveful  for  our  state  to-morrow: 
So  please  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone, 
And  let  the  nurse  this  night  sit  up  with  you;  10 

For,  I  am  sure,  you  have  your  hands  full  all, 
In  this  so  sudden  business. 

La.  Cap.  Good  night: 

Get  thee  to  bed,  and  rest ;  for  thou  hast  need. 

[Exeunt  L,ady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

Jul.  Farewell!     God  knows  when  we  shall  meet  again. 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins, 
That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life: 
I'll  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me: 
Nurse!     What  should  she  do  here? 
My  dismal  scene  I  needs  must  act  alone. 
Come,  vial.  20 

What  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all? 
Shall  I  be  married  then  to-morrow  morning? 
No,  no:  this  shall  forbid  it:  lie  thou  there. 


[Laying  d<>trn  her  dagger. 
fr 


What  if  it  be  a  poison,  which  the  friar 

Subtly  hath  minisUr'd  to  have  me  dead, 

Lest  in  this  marriage  he  should  be  dishonour'd, 
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Because  he  married  me  before  to  Romeo? 

1  fear  it  Is:  and  yet,  methinks,  it  should  not, 

For  he  hath  still" been  tried  a  holy  man. 

How  if,  when  I  am  laid  into  Lie  tomb,  30 

1  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 

Come  to  redeem  me?  there's  a  fearful  point! 

Shall  I  not,  then,  be  stifled  in  the  vault, 

To  whose  foul  mouth  no  healthsome  air  breathes  in. 

And  there  die  strangled  ere  my  Romeo  comes? 

Or,  if  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like. 

The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night. 

Together  with  the  terror  of  the  place,— 

As  in  ■  vault,  an  ancient  receptacle. 

Where,  for  these  many  hundred  years,  the  bones  40 

Of  all  my  buried  ancestors  are  pack'd: 

"Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  earth, 

Lies  festering  in 'his  shroud;  where,  as  they  say. 

At  some  hours  in  the  night  spirits  resort; — 

Alack,  alack,  is  it  not  like  that  I, 

So  early  waking,  what  with  loathsome  smells. 

And  shrieks  like  mandrakes'  torn  out  of  the  earth, 

That  living  mortals,  hearing  them,  run  mad: — 

O,  if  I  wake,  shall  I  not  be  distraught. 

Environed  with  all  these  hideous  fears-.'  50 

And  madly  play  with  my  forefathers' joints.' 

And  pluck  the  mangled  Tybalt  from  ins  shroud? 

And,  in  this  rage,  with  some  great  kinsman's  bone, 

As  with  a  club,  dash  out  my  desperate  brains? 

O,  look!  methinks  1  see  my  cousin's  ghost 

Seeking  out  Romeo,  that  did  spit  his  body 

Upon  a  rapier's  point:  Stay,  Tybalt,  stay! 

Romeo,  I  come!  this  do  I  driuk  to  thee. 

[Ske  full*  iipjn  her  bed,  within  the  curtain*. 


Scene  IV.     Hail  in  Copukfs  house. 
Enter  L.vdy  Capvlet  and  Nurse. 

La.  Cap.  Hold,  take  these  keys,  and  fetch  more  spices 

nurse. 
JrttrM.  They  call  for  dates  and  quinces  in  the  pastry. 

EnUr  Capclet. 

Cap.  Come,  stir,  stir,  stir!  the  second  cock  hath  crow'd. 
The  curfew-bell  hath  rung,  'tis  three  o'clock: 
Look  to  the  baked  me.ats:  good  Angelica: 
Spare  not  for  cost. 

SJ1AK.    IU. — 3 
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Nurse,  Go,  you  cot  quean  go. 

Get  you  to  bed;  faith,  you'll  be  sick  to-morrow 
Fur  this  night's  watching 

Cap.  Xu,  not  a  whit:  what!  1  have  watch'd  ere  now- 
All  night  for  lesser  cause,  and  ne'er  been  sick.  10 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  you  have  been  a  mouse-hunt  in  your  time; 
But  I  will  watch  you  from  such  watching  now.  * 

[Exeunt  Lady  Uapulet  a  ad  Nurse. 

Cap.  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hood! 

Enter  three  or  four  Servingmen,  with  gpity  tog$,  aitd  baskets. 

Now,  fellow, 
What's  there? 
Fird  Serr.   Things   for  the  cook,   sir;    but   I   know  not 

what. 
Cap.  Make  haste,  make  haste.    [Exit  Fird  S -/•/•.]    Sirrah, 
fetch  drier  logs: 
Call  Peter,  he  will  show  thee  where  they  are. 

See.  Serv.  I  have  a  head,  sir,  that  will  find  out  logs. 
And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter.  [Exit. 

Cap.  Mass,  and  well  said;  a  merry  whoreson,  ha! 
Thou  shalt  be  logger-head.     Good  faith,  'tis  day:  20 

The  county  will  be  here  with  music  straight, 
For  so  lie  said  he  would:  I  hear  him  near.     [Music  within. 
Nurse!    Wife!     What,  ho!     What,  nurse,  I  say! 

Be -enter  Nurse. 

Go  waken  Juliet,  go  and  trim  her  up; 

I'll  go  and  chat  with  Paris:  hie,  make  haste, 

Make  haste;  the  bridegroom  he  is  come  already: 

Make  haste,  I  say.  [Exeunt, 


Scene  V.     Juliet's  chamber. 

Enter  Nurse. 

Nurse.   Mistress!  what:,  mistress!  Juliet!  fast,  1  warnui. 
her,  she: 
Why,  lamb!  why,  lady!  tie,  you  siug-a-bed! 
Why,  love,  1  say!  madam!  sweet-heart!  why.  bride! 
What,  not  a  word?  you  take  your  pennyworths  now  ; 
Sleep  for  a  week;  for  the  next  night,  I  warrant, 
The  County  Paris  hath  set  up  his  rest, 
That  you  shall  rest  but  little.     God  forgive  me, 
Many,  and  amen,  how  sound  is  she  asleep! 
1  must  Deeds  wake  her.     Madam,  madam,  madam! 
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Ay.  let  the  county  take  you  in  your  bed:  10 

He'll  fright  you  up,  i*  faith.     Will  it  not  be? 

[  Undraw*  the  curtains, 
"What,  dress'd!  and  in  your  clothes!  and  down  again! 
I  must  needs  wake  you:     Lady!  lady!  lady' 
Alas,  alas!     Help,  help!  my  lady's  dead ! 
O,  well-a-day.  that  ever  I  was  bora ! 
Some  aqua  vita,  bo!     My  lord!  my  lady! 

Enter  Lady  Capvi.et. 

La.  Cup.   AVhat  noiac  is  here? 

X-  0  lamentable  day ! 

La.  Cup.  What  is  tbe  matter"? 

Xurse-  Look,  look!     O  heavy  day! 

La.  Cap.  O  me,  O  me!     My  child,  my  only  life, 
Revive,  look  up.  or  I  will  die"  with  thee!  '20 

Help,  help!     Call  help. 

Ki't'  r  Capii.kt. 

( '.i p.  For  sbame,  bring  Juliet  forth;  her  lord  is  come. 

Xurse.  She's  dead,  deceased,  she's  dead:  alack  the  day! 

La.  Cap.  Alack  the  day,  she's  dead,  she's  dead,  she's 
dead! 

Cap.  Ha!  let  me  see  her:  out.  alas!  she's  cold; 
Her  blood  is  settled,  and  her  joints  are  stiff: 
Life  and  these  lips  have  long  been  separated: 
Death  lies  on  her  like  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field. 

Xurse.  O  lamentable  day! 

La.  Cap.  "Owofultime!  30 

Cup.  Death,  that  hath  ta'en  her  hence  to  make  me  wail. 
Ties  up  my  tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 

Enter  Fiuar  Laurence  nmJ  Paris,  irith  Musicians. 

L.  Come,  is  the  bride  ready  to  go  to  church? 

Gap.  Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return. 
O  son!  the  night  before  thy  wedding-day 
Hath  Death  lain  with  thy  wife.     There  she  lie-. 
Flower  as  she  was.  deflowered  by  him. 
Death  is  my  son-in-law.  Deatli  i^  my  heir: 
My  daughter  he  hath  wedded:  I  will  die, 
And  leave  him  all;  life,  living,  all  is  Death's.  40 

Bar.  Have  I  thought  long  To  see  this  morning's  face. 
And  doth  it  give  me  such  a  sight  as  this? 

La.  Cap.  Accursed,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful  day! 
Most  miserable  hour  that  e'er  time  saw 
In  la>ting  labour  of  his  pilgrimage! 
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But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child, 

But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  solace  in, 

And  cruel  death  hath  catch'd  it  from  my  sight! 

Nurte.  O  woe!  O  woful,  woful,  woful  dayl 
Most  lamentable  day,  most  woful  day,  50 

That  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold ! 
O  day!  O  day!  O  day!  O  hateful  day! 
Never  was  seen  so  black  a  day  as  this: 
O  woful  day,  O  woful  day! 

Pur.  Beguiled,  divorced,  wronged,  spited,  slain! 
Most  detestable  death,  by  thee  beguiled, 
iiy  cruel  cruel  thee  quite  ovorthrown! 
O  love!  O  life!  not  life,  but  love  in  death! 

Cap.   Despised,  distressed,  hated,  martyr'd,  kill'd! 
Uncomfortable  time,  why  earnest  thou  now  60 

To  murder,  murder  our  solemnity? 
O  child!  O  child!  my  soul,  and  not  my  child! 
Dead  art  thou!     Alack!  my  child  is  dead; 
And  with  my  child  my  joys  are  buried. 

Fri.  L.  Peace,  ho,  for  shame!  confusion's  cure  lives  not 
In  these  confusions.     Heaven  and  yourself 
Had  part  in  this  fair  maid ;  now  heaven  hath  all, 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  maid: 
Your  part  in  her  you  could  not  keep  from  death, 
But  heaven  keeps  his  part  in  eternal  life.  70 

The  most  you  sought  was  her  promotion; 
For  'twas  your  heaven  she  should  be  advanced: 
And  weep  ye  now,  seeing  she  is  advanced 
Above  the  clouds,  as  high  as  heaven  itself? 
0,  in  this  love,  you  love  your  child  so  ill, 
That  you  run  mad,  seeing  that  she  is  well: 
She's  not  well  married  that  lives  married  long: 
But  she's  best  married  that  dies  married  young. 
Dry  up  your  tears,  and  stick  your  rosemary 
On  this  fair  corse;  and,  as  the  custom  is,  80 

In  all  her  best  array  bear  her  to  church: 
For  though  fond  nature  bids  us  all  lament, 
Yet  nature's  tears  are  reason's  merriment. 

Cap.  All  things  that  we  ordained  festival, 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral ; 
Our  instruments  to  melancholy  bells, 
Our  wedding  cheer  to  a  sad  burial  feast, 
Our  solemn  hymns  to  sullen  dirges  change, 
Our  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corse, 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary.  90 

Fri.  L.  Sir,  go  you  in;  and,  madam,  go  with  him; 
And  go,  Sir  Paris;  every  one  prepare 
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To  follow  this  fair  corse  uuto  her  grave: 
The  heavens  do  lour  upon  you  for  some  ill; 
Move  them  no  more  by  crossing  their  high  will. 

[Exeunt  Capakt.  Lady  Capvht.  Paris,  and  Frtar. 

First  M'l.s.  Faith,  we  may  put  up  our  pipes,  and  begone. 

Xt/rse.  Honest  good  fellows,  ah.  put  up.  put  up; 
For,  well  you  know,  this  is  a  pitiful  case.  [Brit     100 

First  Mv*.   Ay,  by  my  troth,  the  case  may  be  amended. 

EnUr  Peter. 

Pet.  Musicians,  O.  musicians.  '  Heart's  case.  Heart's 
ease:"  O,  an  you  will  have  me  live,  play  "  Heart's  ease;-' 

First  Mii.t.  'Why  '•  Heart's  ease  '? 

Pet.  O,  musicians,  because  my  heart  itself  plays  "  My 
heart  is  full  of  woe:*'  O.  play  me  some  merry  dump,  to 
comfort  me. 

First  Mas.  Not  a  dump  we;  *tis  no  time  to  play  now. 

Pet.  You  will  not,  then?  Ill 

Fi/st  }[<ix.  No. 

Pet.  I  will  then  give  it  you  soundly. 

First  M>is.    What  will  you  give  ost 

Pet.  No  money,  on  my  faith,  but  the  gleek;  I  will  give 
you  the  minstrel. 

First  M"s.   Then  will  I  give  you  the  serving-creature. 

Ptt.  Then  wi(l  I  lay  the  serving-creature's  dagger  on 
your  pate.  I  will  carry  no  crotchets:  I'll  re  you,  I'll  fa  you; 
do  you  note  me?  121 

First  Mas.  An  you  re  us  and  fa  us,  you  note  us. 

See.  Mas.  Pray  you,  put  up  your  dagger,  and  put  out 
your  wit. 

Pet.  Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit !  I  will  dry-beat  you 
with  an  iron  wit,  and  put  up  my  iron  dagger.  Answer  me 
like  men: 

"  When  griping  grief  the  heart  doth  wound, 
And  doleful  dumps  the  mind  oppress, 

Then  music  with  her  silver  sound" —  130 

why  "silver  sound  "?  why  "music  with  her  silver  sound'? 
What  say  you,  Simon  Catling? 

First  Mum.  Marrv.  sir,  because  silver  hath  a  sweet  sound. 

Pet.  Prettv!    What  say  you,  Hugh  Rebeck? 

See.  M"s.  1  say  "silver  sound,"  because  musicians  sound 
for  silver. 

Pet.  Pretty  too!    What  say  you,  James  Soundpost? 

Third  Mu*.  Faith,  I  know*  not  what  to  say. 

Pet.  O,  I  cry  you  mercy,  you  are  the  singer:  I  will  say 
for  vou.  It  is  "music  with  her  silver  sound,"  because 
musicians  have  no  gold  for  sounding:  141 
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"Then  music  with  her  silver  sound 

With  speedy  help  doth  lend  redress."        {Exit. 
First  Mas.  What  a  pestilent  knave  is  this  same! 
See.  Mux.   Hang  him,  Jack!     Come,  we'll  in  her*  :   turn 
for  the  mourners,  and  stay  dinner.  [/..< 

ACT  V. 

Scene  I.     Mantua.    A  street. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  truth  of  sleep, 
My  dreams  presage  some  joyful  news  at  hand: 
My  bosom's  lord  sits  lightly  in  his  throne; 
And  all  this  day  an  unaccustom'd  spirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  cheerful  thoughts. 
I  dreamt  my  lady  came  and  found  me  dead — 
Strange  dream,  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  to  think! — 
And  breathed  such  life  with  kisses  in  my  lips, 
That  I  revived,  and  was  an  emperor. 

Ah  me!  how  sweet  is  love  itself  possess'd,  10 

When  but  love's  shadows  are  so  rich  in  joy! 

Enter  Baltiiasar,  hooted. 

News  from  Verona! — How  now,  Balthasar! 
Dost  thou  not  bring  me  letters  from  the  friar? 
How  doth  my  lady?     Is  my  father  well? 
How  fares  my  Juliet?  that  I  ask  again  ; 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  the  be  well. 

Bal.  Then  she  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill: 
Her  body  sleeps  in  Capel's  monument, 
And  her  immortal  part  with  angels  lives. 
I  saw  her  laid  low  in  her  kindred's  vault,  20 

And  presently  took  post  to  tell  it  you: 
O,  pardon  me  for  bringing  these  ill  news, 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  my  office,  sir. 

Rom.  Is  it  even  so?  then  1  defy  you,  stars! 
Thou  know'st  my  lodging:  get  me  ink  and  paper, 
And  hire  post-horses;  I  will  hence  to-night. 

Bal.  I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  have  patience : 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  misadventure. 

Rom.  Tush,  thoa  art  deceived: 

Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do.  30 

Hast  thou  no  letters  to  nit  from  the  friar? 

Hal.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Rom.  No  matter-,  get  thee  gone, 
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Aud  hire  those  horses;  I'll  be  with  thee  straight. 

[Exit  BaUhaaar. 

"Well,  Juliet,  I  will  lie  with  thee  to-night. 

Let's  see  for  means:  0  mischief,  thou  art  swift 

To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  desperate  men! 

I  do  remember  an  apothecary, — 

And  hereabouts  he  dwells. — which  late  I  noted 

In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows, 

Culling  of  simples:  meagre  were  his  looks,  40 

Sharp  misery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones : 

And  in  his  needy  shop  a  tortoise  hung, 

An  alligator  stuff'd.  and  other  skins 

Of  ill-shaped  fishes;  and  about  his  shelves 

A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes, 

Green  earthen  pots,  bladders  and  musty  seeds, 

Remnants  of  packthread  and  old  cakes  of  roses, 

"Were  thinly  scatter*d,  to  make  up  a  show. 

Noting  this  penury,  to  myself  I  said 

"An  if  a  man  did  need  a  poison  now,  50 

"Whose  sale  is  present  death  in  Mantua, 

Here  lives  a  caitiff  wretch  would  sell  it  him.*' 

O,  this  same  thought  did  but  forerun  my  need; 

And  this  same  needy  man  must  sell  it  me. 

As  I  remember,  this  should  be  the  house. 

Being  holiday,  the  beggar's  shop  is  shut. 

What,  ho!  apothecary! 

Ent. ,'  Apothecary. 

Aji.  Who  calls  so  loud? 

Rom.  Come  hither,  num.     I  see  that  thou  art  poor: 
Hold,  there  is  fort}-  ducats:  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  poison,  such  soon-speeding  gear  60 

As  will  disperse  itself  through  all  the  veins 
That  the  life-weary  taker  may  fall  dead 
And  that  the  trunk  may  be  discharged  of  breath 
As  violently  as  hasty  powder  fired 
Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  cannon's  womb. 

Ap.  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have:  but  Mautuaslaw 
Is  death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Rom.  Art  thou  so  bare  aud  full  of  wretchedness, 
Aud  fear'st  to  die?  famine  is  in  thy  cheeks, 
Xeed  and  oppression  stai  veth  in  thine  eyes.  70 

Contempt  and  beggary  bangs  upon  thy  back; 
The  world  is  uot  thy  friend  nor  the  world's  law; 
The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich: 
Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it.  and  take  this.  i 

Ap.  My  poverty,  but  not  my  will,  consents 
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Rom.  I  pay  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will. 

Ap.  Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will, 
And  drink  it  off;  and,  if  you  had  the  strength 
Of  twenty  men,  it  would  dispatch  you  straight. 

Jioia.  There  is  thy  gold,  worse  poison  to  men's  souls,  80 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathsome  world, 
Than  these  poor  compounds  that  thou  mayst  not  sell. 
I  sell  thee  poison ;  thou  hast  sold  me  none. 
Farewell:  buy  food,  and  get  thyself  in  flesh. 
Come,  cordial  and  not  poison,  go  with  me 
To  Juliet's  grave;  for  there  must  I  use  thee.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     Friar  Laurence's  cell. 
Enter  Friak  John. 
Fri.  J.  Holy  Franciscan  friar!  brother,  ho! 
Enter  Friar  Laurence. 

Fri.  L.  This  same  should  be  the  voice  of  Friar  John. 
Welcome  from  Mantua:  what  says  Romeo? 
Or,  if  his  mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  letter. 

Fri.  J.    Going  to  find  a  bare-foot  brother  out, 
One  of  our  order,  to  associate  me, 
Here  in  this  city  visiting  the  sick, 
And  finding  him,  the  searchers  of  the  town, 
Suspecting  that  we  both  were  in  a  house 
Where  the  infectious  pestilence  did  reign,  10 

Seal'd  up  the  doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth; 
So  that  my  speed  to  Mantua  there  was  stay'd. 

Fri.  L.  Who  bare  my  letter,  then,  to  Romeo? 

Fri.  J.  I  could  not  send  it, — here  it  is  again, — 
Nor  get  a  messenger  to  bring  it  thee, 
So  fearful  were  they  of  infection. 

Fri.  L.  Unhappy  "fortune!  by  my  brotherhood, 
The  letter  was  not  nice  but  full  of  charge 
Of  dear  import,  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  much  danger.     Friar  John,  go  hence;  20 

Get  me  an  iron  crow,  and  bring  it  straight 
Unto  my  cell. 

Fri.  J.  Brother,  I'll  go  and  bring  it  thee.  [BxiX 

Fri.  L.  Now  must  I  to  the  monument  alone; 
Within  tub  throe  hours  -w  ill  fair  Juliet  wake: 
She  will  beshrcw  me  much  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  these  accidents; 
Hut  I  will  write  again  to  Ma-ntua, 
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And  keep  ber  at  my  cell  till  Romeo  come; 

Poor  living  corse,  closed  in  u  dead  man's  tomb!  [Exit. 


Scexe  III.     A  churchyard;  in  it  a  tomb  belonging  to  the 
Capulets. 

Enter  Pakis,  and  his  Page  bearing  floicers  and  a  torch. 

Par.  Give  me  thy  torch,  boy.  hence,  and  stand  aloof: 
Yet  put  it  out,  fori  would  not  be  seen. 
Under  yon  yew-trees  lay  thee  all  along, 
Holding  thine  ear  closeto  the  hollow  ground; 
So  shall  no  foot  upon  the  churchyard  tread, 
Being  loose,  unfirm,  with  digging  up  of  graves, 
But  thou  shalt  hear  it:  whistle  then  to  me, 
As  signal  that  thou  hear'st  something  approach. 
Give  me  those  flowers.     Do  as  I  bid  thee,  go. 

Page.  [Aside]  I  am  almost  afraid  to  stand  alone  10 

Here  in  the  churchyard;  yet  I  will  adventure.  [Retires. 

Par.  Sweet  flower,  with  flowers  thy  bridal  bed  I  strew, — 
O  woe!  thy  canopy  is  dust  and  stones; — 

Which  with  sweet  water  nightly  I  will  dew, 
Or,  wanting  that,  with  tears  distill'd  by  moans: 

The  obsequies  that  I  for  thee  will  keep 

Nightly  shall  be  to  strew  thy  grave  and  weep. 

[The  Page  whistles. 
The  boy  gives  warning  something  doth  approach. 
What  cursed  foot  wanders  this  way  to-night, 
To  cross  my  obsequies  and  true  love's  rite'?  20 

What,  with  a  torch!  muffle  me,  night,  awhile.        [Retires. 

Enter  Romeo  and  Balthasar,  icith  a  forch,  mattock,  dv. 

Rom.  Give  me  that  mattock  and  the  wrenching  iron. 
Hold,  take  this  letter;  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  lord  and  father. 
Give  me  the  light:  upon  thy  life,  I  charge  thee, 
Whate'er  thou  hear'st  or  see'st,  stand  all  aloof, 
And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  course. 
Why  I  descend  into  this  bed  of  death, 
Is  partly  to  behold  my  lady's  face; 

But  chiefly  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  finger  30 

A  precious  ring,  a  ring  that  I  must  use 
In  dear  employment:  therefore  hence,  be  gone: 
But  if  thou,  jealous,  dost  return  to  pry 
In  what  I  further  shall  intend  to  do; 
By  heaven,  1  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint 
A)",l  <irew  this  hungry  churchyard  with  thy  limbs; 
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The  time  and  my  intents  are  savage-wild, 
More  fierce  and  more  inexorable  far 
Thau  empty  tigers  or  the  roaring  sea. 

Bal.  I  will  be  gone,  sir,  and  not  trouble  you.  40 

Rom.  So  shalt  thou  show  me  friendship.  Take  thou  that : 
Live,  and  be  prosperous:  and  farewell,  good  fellow. 

Hal.   [Aside]  For  all  this  same,  I'll  hide  me  hereabout: 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt.  [Retina. 

R<>m.  Thou  detestable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death, 
Gorged  with  the  dearest  morsel  of  the  earth, 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 
And,  in  despite,  I'll  cram  thee  with  more  food ! 

[Open*  the  tomb. 

Pur.  This  is  that  banish'd  haughty  Montague, 
That  murder'd  my  love's  cousin,  with  which  grief,  50 

It  is  supposed,  the  fair  creature  died ; 
And  here  is  come  to  do  some  villanous  shame 
To  the  dead  bodies:  I  will  apprehend  him.  [Oomes  forward. 
Stop  thy  unhallow'd  toil,  vile  Montague! 
Can  vengeance  be  pursued  further  than  death? 
Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee: 
Obey,  and  go  with  me ;  for  thou  must  die. 

Roth.  I  must  indeed;  and  therefore  came  I  hither. 
Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  desperate  man: 
Fly  hence,  and  leave  me:  think  upon  these  gone;  60 

Let  them  affright  thee.     I  beseech  thee,  youth, 
Put  not  another  sin  upon  my  head, 
By  urging  me  to  fury:  O,  be  gone! 
By  heaven,  I  love  thee  better  than  myself; 
For  I  come  hither  arm'd  against  myself: 
Stay  not,  be  gone;  live,  and  hereafter  say, 
A  madman's  mere}'  bade  thee  run  away. 

Par.  I  do  defy  thy  conjurations, 
And  apprehend  thee  for  a  felon  here. 

Roai.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me?  then  have  at  thee,  boy!  TO 

[Theiffc,!,!. 

Page.  O  Lord,  they  light!  I  will  go  call  the  watch.  [Exit. 

Par.  O,  I  am  slain!  [Falls.]  If  thou  be  merciful. 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet.  [Diet. 

Rom.  In  faith,  I  will.     Let  me  peruse  this  face. 
Mercutio's  kinsman,  noble  County  Paris' 
"What  said  rny  man,  when  my  betossed  soul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rocle?    I  think 
He  told  me  Paris  should  have  married  Juliet: 
Said  he  not  so?  or  did  1  d warn  it  so? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet,  80 

To  think  it  was  so?     O,  give  me  thy  hand, 
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One  writ  with  me  in  sour  misfortune's  book! 
I'll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave: 
A  grave?    O,  no!  a  lantern,  slaughter'*!  youth. 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  beauty  Hakes 
This  vault  a  feasting  presence  full  of  light. 
Death,  lie  thou  there   by  a  dead  man  interr'd. 

[Laying  Pari*  in  the  tomb. 
How  oft  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death 
Have  they  been  merry!  which  their  keepers  call 
A  lightning  before  death:  O,  how  may  1  90 

Call  this  a  lightning?     O  my  love!  my  wife! 
Death,  that  hath  suck'd  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty: 
Thou  art  not  conquer'd;  beauty's  ensign  yet 
Is  crimson  in  thy  lips  and  in  thy  cheeks. 
And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there. 
Tybalt,  liest  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  sheet ! 
O.  what  more  favour  can  I  do  to  thee. 
Than  with  that  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain 
To  sunder  his  that  was  thine  enemy!  100 

Forgive  me,  cousin!     Ah.  dear  Juliet. 
Why  art  thou  yet  so  fair'/  shall  I  believe 
That  unsubstantial  death  is  amorous, 
And  that  the  lean  abhorred  monster  keeps 
Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour? 
For  fear  of  that.  I  still  will  stay  with  thee; 
And  never  from  this  palace  of  dim  night 
Depart  again:  here,  here  will  I  remain 
With  worms  that  are  thy  chamber-maids  ;*0,  here 
"Will  I  set  up  my  everlasting  rest.  110 

And  shake  the  yoke  of  inauspicious  stars 
From  this  world-wearied  flesh.     Eyes,  look  your  last! 
Arms,  take  your  last  embrace!  and,  lips,  O  you 
The  doors  of  breath,  seal  with  a  righteous  kiss 
A  dateless  bargain  to  engrossing  death! 
Come,  bitter  conduct,  come,  unsavoury  guide! 
Thou  desperate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 
The  dashing  rocks  thy  sea  >ick  wean  bark! 
Here's  to  my  love !  [Drink*.]  O  true  apothecary! 
Thy  drugs  are  quick.     Thus  with  a  kiss  I  die.  *  [Die*.   120 

Eiikr,  nt  the  othtr  end  of  the  ckurekgard,  Friar  Laurence, 
tcith  a  lutterii.  erou  and  apiide. 

Fri.  L    Saiut  Francis  be  my  speed!  how  oft  to-night 
Have  my  old  feet  stumbled  at  staves:     Who's  tuere^' 
B/l.   Here's  oue.  a  frieud.  ami  one  that  knows  you  well 
pri.  L.    Bii>s  be  upon  you!     Tell  me.  good  mjr  friend, 
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'That  torch  is  yond,  that  vainly  lends  his  light 
To  grubs  and  eyeless  skulls?  as  I  discern, 
It  burneth  in  the  Capel's  monument. 

Bal.  It  doth  so,  holy  sir;  and  there's  my  master, 
One  that  you  love. 

Fri.  L.  Who  is  it? 

Bal.  Romeo. 

Fri.  L.  How  long  hath  he  been  there? 

Bal  Full  half  an  hour.   130 

Fri.  L.  Go  with  me  to  the  vault. 

Bal.  I  dare  not,  sir; 

My  master  knows  not  but  I  am  gone  hence ; 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  death, 
If  I  did  stay  to  look  on  his  intents. 

Fri.  L.  Stay,  then;  I'll  go  alone.     Fear  comes  upon  me: 
O,  much  I  fear  some  ill  unlucky  thing. 

Bal.  As  I  did  sleep  under  this  yew-'ree  here, 
I  dreamt  my  master  and  another  fought, 
And  that  my  master  slew  him. 

Fri.  L.  Romeo!  [Advance*. 

Alack,  alack,  what  blood  is  this,  which  stains  140 

The  stony  entrance  of  this  sepulchre? 
"What  mean  these  masterless  and  gory  swords 
To  he  discolonr'd  by  this  place  of  peace?  [Enters  the  tomb. 
Romeo!    O,  pale!     Who  else?  what,  Paris  too? 
And  steep'd  in  blood?     Ah,  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance! 
The  lady  stirs.  %  [Juliet  wakes. 

Jul.  O  comfortable  friar!  where  is  my  lord? 
I  do  remember  well  where  I  should  be, 
And  there  I  am.     Where  is  my  Romeo?  [Noise  wi&in.  150 

Fri.  L.  I  hear  some  noise.     Lady,  come  from  that  nest 
Of  death,  contagion,  aud  unnatural  sleep: 
A  greater  power  than  we  can  contradict 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents.     Come,  come  away. 
Thy  husband  in  thy  bosom  there  lies  dead ; 
And  Paris  too.     Come,  I'll  dispose  of  thee 
Among  a  sisterhood  of  holy  nuns: 
Stay  not  to  question,  for  the  watch  is  coming; 
Come,  go,  good  Juliet  [Noise  again],  I  dare  no  longer  stay. 

Jul;  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away,  16f> 

[Exii  Fri.  L. 
What's  hero?  a  cup,  closed  in  my  true  love's  hand? 
Poison,  I  see,  hath  beeu  his  timeless  end: 
0  churl!  drunk  all,  and  left  no  friendly  drop 
To  help  mc  after?     1  will  kiss  thy  lips; 
llap'y  some  poison  yet  doth  hang  on  theui. 
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To  make  me  die  with  a  restorative.  [Kisses  him. 

Thy  lips  are  warm. 
First  Watch.  [Within]  Lead,  boy:  which  way? 
Jul.  Yea,  noise?  then  I'll  be  brief.     O  happy  dagger! 

[Snatching  Romeo'*  daggtr. 

Thi»  is  thy  sheath  [Stab*  herself] ;  there  rust,  and  let  me  die. 

[Falls  on  Romeo's  body  and  dies.     170 

Enter  Watch,  tcith  the  Page  of  Paris. 

Page.  This  is  the  place;  there,  where   the   torch  doth 
burn. 

Fir*t  Watch.  The  ground  is  bloody;  search  about  the 
churchyard : 
Go,  some  of  you.  whoe'er  you  find  attach. 
Pitiful  sight!  here  lies  the  county  slain: 
And  Juliet  bleeding,  warm,  and  newly  dead, 
Who  here  hath  lain  these  two  days  buried. 
Go,  tell  the  prince :  run  to  the  Capulets : 
Raise  up  the  Montagues:  some  others  search: 
We  see  the  ground  whereon  these  woes  do  lie; 
But  the  true  ground  of  all  these  piteous  woes  180 

We  cannot  without  circumstance  descry. 

Re-enter  some  of  the  Watch,  with  Balthasar. 

Watch.  Here's  Romeo's  man;  we  found  him  in  the 
churchyard. 
Firtt  Width.  Hold  him   in  safety,  till  the  prince  come 
hither. 

Re-enter  others  of  the  Watch,  with  Friar  Laurence. 

Third  Watch.  Here  is  a  friar,  that  trembles,  sighs,  and 
weeps: 
We  took  this  mattock  and  this  spade  from  him, 
As  he  was  coming  from  this  churchyard  side. 

First  Watch.  A  great  suspicion:  stay  the  friar  too. 

Enter  the  Prince  and  Attendants. 

Prince.  What  misadventure  is  so  early  up, 
That  calls  our  person  from  our  morning's  rest  ? 

Enter  Capttlet,  Ladt  Capulet,  and  others. 

Cap.  What  should  it  be.  that  they  so  shriek  abroad?  190 

La.  Cap.  The  people  in  the  street  cry  Romeo, 
Some  Juliet,  and  some  Paris;  and  all  run, 
With  open  outcry,  toward  our  monument. 

Prince.  What  fear  Is  this  which  startles  in  our  ears? 

Fir*t  Watch.  Sovereign,  here  lies  the  County  Paris  slain; 
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And  Romeo  dead;  and  Juliet,  dead  before, 
Warm  and  new  kill'd. 

Prince.  Search,   seek,   and   know  how  this  foul  murder 
comes. 

P'irxt  Watch,  Here    is   a    friar,  and   slaughter'd  Romeo's 
man ; 
With  instruments  upon  them,  fit  to  open  200 

These  dead  men's  tombs. 

Cap.  O  heavens!  O  wife,  look  how  our  daughter  bleeds! 
This  dagger  hath  mista'en, — for,  lo,  his  house 
Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Montague, — 
And  it  mis-sheathed  in  my  daughter's  bosom! 

La.  Cap.  O  me!  this  sight  of  death  is  as  a  bell, 
That  warns  my  old  age  to  a  sepulchre. 

Enter  Montague  and  other*. 

Prince.  Come,  Montague,  for  thou  art  early  up, 
To  see  thy  son  and  heir  more  early  down. 

Man.  Alas,  my  liege,  my  wife  is  dead  to-night;  210 

Grief  of  my  son's  exile  hath  stopp'd  her  breath: 
What  further  woe  conspires  against  mine  age? 

Prince.  Look,  aud  thou  shalt  sec. 

Mon.  O  thou  untaught!  what  manners  is  in  this, 
To  press  before  thy  father  to  a  grave? 

Prince.  Seal  up  the  mouth  of  outrage  for  a  while, 
Till  we  can  clear  these  ambiguities, 
And  know  their  spring,  their  head,  their  true  descent; 
And  then  will  I  be  general  of  jour  woes, 
And  lead  you  even  to  death :  meantime  forbear,  220 

And  let  mischance  be  slave  to  patience. 
Bring  forth  the  parties  of  suspicion. 

Fri.  L.  I  am  the  greatest,  able  to  do  least, 
Yet  most  suspected,  as  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  against  me,  of  this  direful  murder, 
And  here  I  stand,  both  to  impeach  and  purge 
Myself  condemned  aud  myself  excused. 

Prince.  Then  say  at  once  what  thou  do*t  know  in  this 

Fri.  L.  1  will  be  brief,  for  my  short  date  of  breath 
Is  not  so  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale.  230 

Romeo,  there  dead,  was  husband  to  that  Juliet; 
And  she,  there  dead,  that  Romeo's  faithful  wife : 
I  married  them;  aud  their  stol'n  marriage-day 
Was  Tybalt's  dooms-day,  whose  uutiruely  death 
Banish'd  the  new-made  bridegroom  from  this  city. 
For  whom,  aud  not  for  Tybalt,  Juliet  pined. 
You,  to  remove  that  siege  of  grief  from  her, 
Betroth'd  au<l  >v<>ul<l  have  married  her  perforce 
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To  County  Paris:  then  comes  she  to  me. 

And,  with  wild  looks,  bid  me  devise  some  mean  240 

To  rid  her  from  this  second  marriage, 

Or  in  my  cell  there  would  she  kill  herself. 

Then  gave  I  her,  so  tutor'd  by  my  art, 

A  sleeping  potion;  which  so  took  effect 

As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 

The  form  of  death-  meantime  I  writ  to  Romeo, 

That  he  should  hither  come  as  this  dire  night, 

To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrow'd  grave. 

Being  the  time  the  potion's  force  should  cease. 

But  he  which  bore  my  letter.  Friar  John,  250 

Was  stay'd  by  accident,  and  yesternight 

Return'd  my  letter  back.     Then  all  alone 

At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  waking, 

Came  I  to  take  her  from  her  kindred's  vault; 

Meaning  to  keep  her  closely  at  my  cell, 

Till  I  conveniently  could  send  to  Romeo: 

But  when  I  came,  some  minute  ere  the  time 

Of  her  awaking,  here  untimely  lay 

The  noble  Paris  and  true  Romeo  dead. 

She  wakes:  and  I  entreated  her  come  forth,  260 

And  bear  this  work  of  heaven  with  patience: 

But  then  a  noise  did  scare  me  from  the  tomb; 

And  she.  too  desperate,  would  not  go  with  me, 

But.  as  it  seems,  did  violence  on  herself. 

All  this  I  know:  and  to  the  marriage 

Her  nurse  is  privy :  and,  if  aught  in  this 

Miscarried  by  my  fault,  let  my  old  life 

Be  sacrificed,  some  hour  before  his  time, 

Unto  the  rigour  of  severest  law. 

Prince,  We  still  have  known  thee  for  a  holy  man.      270 
Where's  Romeo's  man?  what  can  he  say  in  this? 

lid.  I  brought  my  master  news  of  Juliet's  death; 
And  then  in  post  he  came  from  Mantua 
To  this  same  place,  to  this  same  monument. 
This  letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  father. 
And  threaten'd  me  with  death,  going  in  the  vault, 
If  I  departed  not  and  left  him  there. 

Prince.  Give  me  the  letter:  I  will  look  on  it. 
Where  is  the  county's  page,  that  raised  the  watch? 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  master  in  this  place?  2.^0 

Page.  He  came  with  flowers  to  strew  his  lady's  grave; 
And  bid  me  stand  aloof,  and  so  I  did: 
Anon  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  tomb; 
And  by  and  by  my  master  drew  on  him; 
And  then  I  ran  awav  to  call  the  watch. 
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Prince.  This  letter  doth  make  good  the  friar's  words, 
Their  course  of  love,  the  tidings  of  her  death : 
And  here  he  writes  that  he  did  buy  a  poison 
Of  a  poor  'pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  vault  to  die,  and  lie  with  Juliet.  290 

Where  be  these  enemies?     Capulet!    Montague! 
See,  what  a  scourge  is  laid  upon  your  hate. 
That  heaven  finds  means  to  kill  your  joys  with  love. 
And  I  for  winking  at  your  discords  too 
Have  lost  a  brace  of  kinsmen:  all  are  puuish'd. 

Cap.  O  brother  Montague,  give  me  thy  hand.- 
This  is  my  daughter's  jointure,  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

Mon.  But  I  can  give  thee  more: 

For  I  will  raise  her  statue  in  pure  gold; 
That  while  Verona  by  that  name  is  known,  300 

There  shall  no  figure  at  such  rate  be  set 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet. 

Cap.  As  rich  shall  Romeo's  by  his  lady's  lie; 
Poor  sacrifices  of  our  enmity! 

Prince.  A  glooming  peace  this  morning  with  it  brings; 

The  sun,  for  sorrow,  will  not  show  his  head : 
Go  hence,  to  have  more  talk  of  these  sad  things; 

Some  shall  be  pardon'd,  and  some  punished: 
For  never  was  a  story  of  more  woe 
Than  this  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo.  [Ex*  nut.    310 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONA 

Timox.  of  ^\:hens.  Caphis. 

Lucius,          j  Philotus, 

Lucullus       v  flattering  lords.  Titus,                 I  servants    to    Ti 

Skmpronius.  )  Lucius,              f  mou's  creditor 

Vkntidius,  one  of  Timon's  false  Hortensius. 

friends.  And  others.      J 

Alcibiade.s.  an  Athenian  captain.  A  Page.  A  Fool.  Three  Strangers 

Apemastus,  a  churlish   philoso- 
pher. Phrynia,     /  mistresses  to  Alcibia- 

Flavius,  steward  to  Timon.  Timandra,  )'                 des. 

Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  and  Mer- 
chant. Cupid  and  Amazons  in  the  mask. 

An  old  Athenian.  Other  Lords,  Senators,  Officers, 

Flahixius,     t  Soldiers,  Banditti,  and  Attend- 

Lucilius,       ;■-  servants  to  Timon.  ants. 

Servilius,     ) 

Scene:  Athens  and  the  neighbouring  icoods. 

ACT  I. 
Sceke  I.     Athens.     A  hall  in  Timon's  houst. 

Enter  Poet,    Painter,  Jeweller,  Merchant,  and   others,  at 
several  doors. 

Poet.  Good  day,  sir. 

Pain.  I  am  glad  you're  well. 

Poet.  I  have  not  seen  you  long":  how  goes  the  world? 

Pain.  It  wears,  sir,  as  it  grows. 

Poet.  Ay,  that's  well  known.- 

But  what  particular  rarity?  what  strange, 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches?     See, 
Magic  of  bounty!  all  these  spirits  thy  power 
Hath  conjured  to  attend.     I  know  the  merchant. 

Pain.  I  know  them  both ;  th'  other's  a  jeweller. 

Mer.  O,  'tis  a  worthy  lord. 

Jnt-  Nav,  that's  moet  fix'd. 

(81) 
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Mer.  A  most  incomparable  man,  breathed,  as  it  were,  10 
To  au  untirable  and  continuate  goodness: 
He  passes. 

Jeic.      1  have  a  jewel  here — 

Mer.  O,  pray,  let's  see't:  for  the  Lord  Timon,  sir? 

Jew.   If  he  will  touch  the  estimate:  hut,  for  that — 

Poet.   [Reciting  to  himself]   "When   we   for  recompense 
have  praised  the  vile. 
It  stains  the  glory  in  that  happy  verse 
Which  aptly  sings  the  good." 

Mer.  'Tis  a  good  form. 

[Looking  at  the  jewel. 

Jew.  And  rich :  here  is  a  water,  look  ye. 

Pain.  You  are  rapt,  sir,  in  some  work,  some  dedication 
To  the  great  lord. 

Poet.  A  thing  slipp'd  idly  from  me:  30 

Our  poesy  is  as  a  gum,  which  ooz.es 
From  whence  'tis  nourish'd:  the  tire  i'  the  flint 
Shows  not  till  it  be  struck;  our  gentle  flame 
Provokes  itself  and  like  t lie  current  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.     What  have  you  there? 

Pain.  A  picture,  sir.     When  comes  your  book  forth".' 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  presentment,  sir. 
Let's  see  your  piece. 

Pain.  'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis:  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Pain.  Indifferent. 

Poet.  Admirable:  how  this  grace  SO 

Speaks  his  own  standing!  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  shoots  forth!  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip!  to  the  dumbness  of  the  gesture 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life. 
Here  is  a  touch;  is't  good? 

Poet,  I  will  say  of  it, 

It  tutors  nature:  artificial  strife 
Lives  in  these  touches,  livelier  than  life. 

Enter  certain,  Senators,  and  pans  over. 

Pain.   How  this  lord  is  follow'd! 

Poet.  The  senators  of  Athens:  happy  man!  40 

Pain.  Look,  more! 

Poet.  You  see  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of  visitors 
I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  shaped  out  a  man. 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplest  entertainment:  my  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  itself 
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In  ■  wide  sea  of  wax:  no  levell'd  malice 

Infects  one  comma  in  the  course  I  bold; 

But  flies  an  eagle  flight   bold  and  forth  on, 

Leaving  no  tract  behind.  50 

Pain.   How  shall  I  mwk-mt— d  you? 

Poet.  I  will  unbolt  to  you. 

You  see  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds, 
As  well  of  glib  and  slippery  creatures  as 
Of  grave  and  austere  quality,  tender  down 
Their  services  to  Lord  Timon:  bis  large  fortune 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging 
Subdues  and  properties  to  bis  love  and  tendance 
All  sorts  of  hearts;  yea,  from  the  glass-faced  flatterer. 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himself:  eveM  he  drops  down  60 

The  knee  before  him  and  returns  in  peace 
Most  rich  in  Timon's  nod. 

Pain.  I  saw  them  speak  together. 

Poet.   Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleasant  hill 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  throned :  the  base  o'  the  mount 
Is  ranked  with  all  deserts,  all  kind  of  natures 
That  labour  on  the  bosom  of  this  sphere 
To  propagate  their  states:  amongst  them  all, 
Whose  eyes  are  on  this  sovereign  lady  fix'd. 
One  do  I  personate  of  Lord  Timon's  frame. 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  ivory  hand  wafts  to  her:  70 

Whose  present  grace  to  present  slaves  and  servants 
Translates  his  rivals. 

Piiin .  "Tis  conceived  to  scope. 

Tins  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  methinks, . 
With  one  man  beekon'd  from  the  rest  below, 
Bowing  his  head  against  the  steepy  mount 
To  climb  bis  happiness,  would  be  well  express'^ 
In  our  condition. 

Poet,  Nay,  sir.  but  bear  se on. 

All  Ibose  which  were  bis  fellows  but  of  late, 
Some  better  than  his  value,  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  strides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance,  80 

Rain  sacrificial  whisperings  in  his  ear. 
Make  sacred  even  his  stirrup,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  air. 

Pain.  Ay.  marry,  what  of  the^e? 

Poet.  When  Fortune  in  her  shift  and  change  of  mood 
Spurns  down  her  late  beloved,  all  his  dependants 
Which  labour'd  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let  him  slip  down, 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 
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Pain.  'Tis  common: 
A  thousand  moral  paintings  I  can  show  90 

That  shall  demonstrate  these  quick  blows  of  Fortune's 
More  pregnantly  than  words.     Yet  you  do  well 
To  show  Lord  Timon  that  mean  eyes  have  seen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

Trumpets  sound.  Enter  Lord  Timon,  addressing  himself 
courteously  to  every  suitor;  a  Messenger  from  Ventidius 
talking  with  him;  Lucilius  and  oilier  servants  following : 

Tim.  Imprison'd  is  he,  say  you? 

Mess.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  five  talents  is  his  debt, 
His  means  most  short,  his  creditors  most  strait: 
Your  honourable  letter  he  desires 
To  those  have  shut  him  up;  which  failing, 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim.  Noble  Ventidius!    Well; 

I  am  not  of  that  feather  to  shake  off  100 

My  friend  when  he  must  need  me.     I  do  know  him 
A  gentleman  that  well  deserves  a  help: 
Which  he  shall  have:  I'll  pay  the  debt,  and  free  him. 

Mess.  Your  lordship  ever  binds  him. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  him:  I  will  send  Ins  ransom; 
And  being  enfranchised,  bid  him  come  to  me. 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up, 
But  to  support  him  after.     Fare  you  well. 

Mess.  All  happiness  to  jour  honour!  [Exit. 

Enter  an  old  Athenian. 

Old  Ath.  Lord  Timon,  hear  me  speak. 

Tim.  Freely,  good  father.  110 

Old  Ath.  Thou  hast  a  servant  named  Lucilius. 

Tim.  I  have  so:  what  of  him? 

Old  Ath.  Most  noble  Timon,  call  the  man  before  thee. 

Tim.  Attends  he  here,  or  no?     Lucilius! 

Luc.  Here,  at  your  lordship's  service. 

Old  Ath.  This  fellow  here,  Lord  Timon,  this  thy  crea- 
ture, 
By  night  frequents  my  house.     I  am  a  man 
That  from  my  first  have  been  inclined  to  thrift; 
And  my  estate  deserves  an  heir  more  raised 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 

Tim.  Well;  what  further?  120 

Old  Ath.   One  only  daughter  have  I,  no  kin  else, 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got: 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'  the  youngest  for  a  bride, 
And  1  have  bred  her  ;it  my  dearest  cost 
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In  qualities  of  the  best.     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love:  I  prithee,  noble  lord, 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  resort ; 
Myself  have  spoke  in  vain. 

Tim.  The  man  is  honest. 

Old  Ath.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon: 
His  honesty  rewards  him  in  itself;  130 

It  must  not  bear  my  daughter. 

Tim.  Does  she  love  him? 

O'd  Ath.  She  is  young  and  apt: 
Our  own  precedent  passions  do  instruct  us 
What  levity's  in  youth. 

Tim.  {To  Emeuhm\  Love  you  the  maid? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  and  she  accepts  of  it. 

Old  Ath.  If  in  her  marriage  my  consent  be  missing, 
I  call  the  gods  to  witness,  I  will  choose 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world, 
And  dispossess  her  all. 

Tim.  How  shall  she  be  endow'd, 

If  she  be  mated  with  an  equal  husband?  14V 

Old  Ath.  Three  talents  on  the  present;  in  future,  all. 

Tim.  This  gentleman  of  mine  hath  served  me  long: 
To  build  his  fortune  I  will  strain  a  little. 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.     Give  him  thy  daughter: 
What  you  bestow,  in  him  I'll  counterpoise, 
And  make  him  weisrh  with  her. 

Old  Ath.  Most  noble  lord, 

Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  she  is  his. 

Tim.  My  hand  to  thee;  mine  honour  on  my  promise. 

Luc.  Humbly  I  thank  your  lordship:  never  may 
That  state  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping,  150 

Which  is  not  owed  to  you! 

[Ei*  "nt  LvciKut  und  0>'f  Athenian. 

Poet.  Vouchsafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  your  lordship! 

Tio).  I  thank  you;  you  shall  hear  from  me  anon: 
Go  not  away.     What  have  you  there,  my  friend? 

P'lin.  A  piece  of  painting,  which  I  do  beseech 
Your  lordship  to  accept. 

Tim.  Painting  is  welcome. 

The  painting  is  almost  the  natural  man; 
For  since  dishonour  traffics  with  man's  nature, 
He  is  but  outside :  these  pencill'd  figures  are 
Even  such  as  they  give  out.     I  like  your  work;  160 

And  you  shall  find  I  like  it:  wait  attendance 
Till  you  hear  further  from  me. 

Pai/t.  The  gods  preserve  ye ! 

Tim.   Well  fare  you,  gentleman:  give  me  your  hand; 
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We  must  needs  dine  together.     Sir,  your  jewel 
Hath  suffer'd  under  praise. 

Jew.  What,  my  lord!  dispraise? 

Tim.  A  mere  satiety  of  commendations. 
If  I  should  pay  you  for't  as  'tis  extoll'd, 
It  would  -unclew  me  quite. 

Jew.  My  lord,  'tis  rated 

As  those  which  sell  would  give:  but  you  well  know. 
Things  of  like  value  differing  in  the  owners  170 

Are  prized  by  their  masters:  believe't,  dear  lord, 
You  mend  the  jewel  by  the  wearing  it. 

Tim.  Well  mock'd. 

Mer.  No,  my  good  lord ;  he  speaks  the  common  tongue, 
Which  all  men  speak  with  him. 

Tim.  Look,  who  comes  here:  will  you  be  chidv 

Enter  Apemantus. 

Jew.  We'll  bear,  with  your  lordship. 

Mer.  He'll  spare  none. 

Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus! 

Apem.  Till  I  be  gentle,  stay  thou  for  thy  good  morrow; 
When  thou  artTimon's  dog,  and  these  knaves  honest.   ISO 

Tim.  Why  dost  thou  call  them  knaves?  thou  know'st 
them  not. 

Apem.  Arc  they  not  Athenians? 

Tim.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  I  repent  not. 

Jew.  You  know  me,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Thou  know'st  I  do:  I  eall'd  thee  by  thy  name. 

Tim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Of  nothing  so  much  as  that  I  am  not  like  Timon. 

Tim.  Whither  art  going?  191 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honest  Athenian's  brains. 

Tim.  That's  a  deed  thou'lt  die  for. 

Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the  law. 

Tin).  How  likest  thou  this  picture.  Apemantus? 

Apem.  The  best,  for  the  innocence. 

Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well  that  painted  it?  200 

Apem.  He  wrought  better  that  made  the  painter:  and  yet 
he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 

Pain.  You're  a  dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother's  of  my  generation:  what's  she,  if  1  bo 
a  dog? \ 

Tim.   Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  No;  I  eat  not  lords. 

Tim.  An  thou  shouldst.  thou'ldst  anger  ladies. 

Apem.  O,  they  eat  lords;  so  they  come  by  great  bellies. 
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Tim.  That's  a  lascivious  apprehension.  211 

Apem.  So  thou  apprehended  it:  take  it  for  thy  labour. 

Tint.  How  dost  thou  like  this  jewel,  Apemantus? 

Apt  in.  Not  so  well  as  plain-dealing,  which  will  uot  cost 
a  man  a  doit. 

Tim.  What  dost  thou  think  'tis  worth"/ 

Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking.     How  now,  poet!      290 

Poet.  How  now.  philosopher! 

Apem.  Thou  liest. 

Poet.  Art  not  one? 

Apem.   Yes. 

Poet.  Then  I  lie  not. 

A]*' in.  Art  uot  a  poet. 

Put.  Yes. 

Apt  in.  Then  thou  liest:  look  in  thy  last  work,  where 
thou  hast  feigned  him  a  worthy  fellow. 

Pott.  That's  not  feigned:  he" is  so.  230 

Apem.  Yes,  he  is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  thee  for  tin- 
labour:  he  that  loves  to  be  nattered  :»  worthy  o'  the  flat- 
terer.    Heavens,  that  I  were  a  lord! 

Tim.  What  wouldst  do  then,  Apeinantus? 

A/X'iit.  E'en  as  Apemantus  does  now;  hate  a  lord  with 
my  heart. 

'Tim.   What,  thyself? 

A]x'm.  Av. 

Tim.  Wherefore?  240 

Apem.  fThat  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  lord. 
Art  not  thou  a  merchant? 

Mer.  Ay.  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Traffic  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will  not! 

Mer.  If  traffic  do  it,  the  gods  do  it. 

Apem.  Traffic's  thy  god;  and  thy  god  confound  thee! 

Trumpet  sound*.     Enter  a  Messenger. 

Tim.  What  trumpet's  that? 

Mem.  'Tis  Alcibiades,  and  some  twenty  horse,  250 

All  of  companionship. 

Tim.  Pray,  entertain  them,  give  them  guide  to  us. 

[Kiro/it  .s>,,ne  Attendant*. 
You  must  needs  dine  with  me :  go  not  you  hence 
Till  I  have  thank'd  you:  when  diuuer'sdone, 
Show  me  this  piece.*    I  am  joyful  of  your  sights. 

Enter  Ai.(  ibiadk.s.  wttk  the  rent. 

Host  welcome,  sir! 

Apem.  So,  so.  there! 

A<hes  contract  and  starve  your  supple  joints! 
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That   there  should  he   small   love   'mongst    these    sweet 

knaves, 
And  all  this  courtesy!     The  strain  of  man's  hied  out 
Into  baboon  and  monkey.  260 

Akib.  Sir,  you  have  saved  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Most  hungerly  on  your  sight. 

Tim.  Right  welcome,  sir! 

Ere  we  depart,  we'll  share  a  hounteous  time 
In  different  pleasures.     Pray  you,  let  us  in. 

[Meeunt  all  except.  Apemantus. 

Eater  two  Lords. 

First  Lord.  What  time  o'  day  is't,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Time  to  he  honest. 

First  Lord.  That  time  serves  still. 

Apem.  The  more  accursed  thou,  that  still  omitt'st  it. 

Sec.  Lord.  Thou  art  going  to  Lord  Timon's  feast?       270 

Apem.  Ay,  to  see  meat  fill  knaves  and  wine  heat  fools. 

Sec.  Lord.  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Apem.  Thou  art  a  fool  to  bid  me  farewell  twice. 

Sec.  Lord.  Why,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Shouldst  have  kept  one  to  thyself,  for  I  mean  to 
give  thee  none. 

First  Lord.  Hang  thyself! 

Apem.  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  tlvy  bidding:  make  thy 
requests  to  thy  friend. 

JSec.  Lord.  Away,  unpeaceable  dog,   or  I'll  spurn  thee 
hence!  281 

Apem.  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heels  o'  the  ass.      [Exit. 

First  Lord.  He's  opposite  to  humanity.     Come,  shall  we 
in, 
And  taste  Lord  Timon's  bounty?  he  outgoes 
The  very  heart  of  kindness. 

Sec.  Lord.  He  pours  it  out ;  Plutus,  the  god  of  gold, 
Is  but  his  steward:  no  meed,  but  he  repays 
Sevenfold  above  itself;  no  gift  to  him, 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  return  exceeding  290 

All  use  of  quittance. 

First  Ijord.  The  noblest  mind  he  carries 

That  ever  govern'd  man. 

Sec.  Lord,   Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes!     Shall  we  in? 

First  Lord.  I'll  keep  you  company.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  II.     A  banqutting-room  in  Timon' s  lu/use. 

Bautlxyys  playing  loud  music.  A  great  banquet  tared  in; 
F^avius  and  others  attending:  then  enter  Lord  Timox, 
Aecibiades,  Lords.  Senators,  and  Yextidiis.  Then 
comes,  dropping  after  a.'l,  Apemaxtus,  discontentedly,  like 
himself. 

Ven.  Most  honour'd  Timon, 
It  bath  pleased  the  gods  to  remember  my  father's  age, 
And  call  him  to  long  peace. 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  1ms  left  mo  rich : 
Then,  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  heart,  I  du  return  those  talents. 
Doubled  with  (hanks  and  service,  from  whose  help 
I  derived  liberty. 

Tim.  O,  by  no  means. 

Honest  Veutidius;  you  mistake  my  love: 
I  gave  it  freely  ever;  and  there's  none  10 

Can  truly  say  he  gives,  if  he  receives 
If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  must  not  dare 
To  imitate  them;  faults  that  are  rich  are  fair. 

Ven.  A  noble  spirit! 

Tim  Nay,  my  lords. 

[They  all  stand  eeremomove^f  looking  on  Timon. 
Ceremony  was  but  devised  at  first 
To  set  a  gloss  on  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 
Recanting  goodness,  sorry  ere  'tis  shown; 
But  where  Ihere  is  true  friendship,  there  needs  none. 
Pray,  sit;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes 
Than  my  fortunes  to  me.  [They  sit.     20 

First  Lord.  My  lord,  we  always  have  confess'd  it. 

Apem.  Ho,  ho,  confess'd  it!  hang'd  it,  have  you  not? 

Tim.  O,  Apemantus,  you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No ; 

You  shall  not  make  me  welcome: 
I  come  to  have  thee  thrust  me  out  of  doors. 

Tim.  Fie,  thou'rt  a  churl ;  ye've  got  a  humour  there 
Does  not  become  a  man ;  'tis  much  to  blame. 
They  say,  my  lords,  "ira  furor  brevis  est;"  but  yond  man 
is  ever  angry.     Go,  let  him  have  a  table  by  himself,  for  he 
does  neither  affect  company,  nor  is  he  fit  for't.  iudeed.     31 

Apem.  Let  me  stay  at  thine  apperil,  Timon :  I  come  to 
observe;  I  give  thee  warning  on't. 

Tun.  I  take  no  heed  of  thee;  thou'rt  an  Athenian,  there- 
fore welcome:  I  myself  would  have  no  power:  prith«e,  let 
mv  meat  makethee  silent. 
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Apcrn.  I  scorn  thy  meat;  'twould  choke  me,  for  I  should 
ne'er  flatter  thee.  O  you  gods,  what  a  number  of  men  eat 
Tiinon,  and  he  sees  'em  not!  It  grieves  me  .to  see  so  many 
dip  their  meat  in  one  man's  blood;  and  all  the  madness  is. 
he  cheers  them  up  too. 

I  wonder  men  dare  trust  themselves  with  men: 
Methinks  they  should  invite  them  'without  knives; 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  safer  for  their  lives. 
There's  much  example  for't;  the  fellow  that  sits  next  him 
now,  parts  bread  with  him,  pledges  the  breath  of  him  in  a 
divided  draught,  is  the  readiest  man  to  kill  him:  't  has  been 
proved.     If  I  were  a  huge  man,  I  should  fear  to  drink  at 
meals;  51 

Lest  they  should  spy  my  windpipe's  dangerous  notes: 
Great  men  should  drink  with  harness  on  their  throats. 

'rim.  My  lord,  in  heart;  and  let  the  health  go  round. 

Sec.  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 

Apem.  Flow  this  way!  A  brave  fellow!  he  keeps  his 
tides  well.  Those  healths  will  make  thee  and  thy  state 
look  ill,  Timon.  Here's  that  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  sin- 
ner, honest  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'  the  mire:  60 
This  and  my  food  are  equals;  there's  no  odds: 
Feasts  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  gods. 

Apemantws  grace* 

Immortal  gods,  I  crave  no  pelf; 
I  pray  for  no  man  but  myself: 
Grant  I  may  never  prove  so  fond, 
To  trust  a  man  on  his  oath  or  bond : 
Or  a  harlot,  for  her  weeping; 
Or  a  dog,  that  seems  a-sleeping; 
Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom ; 
Or  my  friends,  if  I  should  need  'em.  70 

Amen.     So  fall  to 't : 

Rich  men  sin,  and  I  eat  root.    [Eats  and  drinks. 
Much  good  fdich  thy  good  heart.  Apcmantus! 

Tim.  Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  field  now-. 
Alcib.  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  seryice,  my  lord. 
Tim.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfast  of  enemies  than 
a  dinner  of  friends.  75) 

Aleib.  So  they  were  bleeding-new,  my  lord,  there's  do 
meat  like  'em:  I  could  wish  my  best  friend  at  such  a  feast. 
Apem.  Would  all   those  flatterers  were   thine   enemies 
then,  that  then  thou  mightst  kill  'em  and  bid  me  to  'em! 

First  Lord.  Might  we  but  have  that  happiness,  my  lord, 
that  you  would  once  use  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might 
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express  some  part  of  our  zeals,  we  should  think  ourselves 
for  ever  perfect.  90 

Tim.  O,  uo  doubt,  uiy  good  friends,  but  the  gods  them- 
selves have  provided  that  I  shall  have  much  help  from 
you:  how  had  you  been  my  friends  else?  why  have  you 
that  charitable  title  from  thousands,  did  not  you  chiefly 
belong  to  my  heart?  I  have  told  more  of  you  to  myself 
than  you  can  with  modesty  speak  in  your  own  behalf;  and 
thus  far  I  confirm  you.  O  you  gods,  think  I,  what  need 
we  have  any  friends,  if  we  should  ne'er  have  need  of  'em? 
they  were  the  most  needless  creatures  living,  should  we 
ne'er  have  use  for  'em.  and  would  most  resemble  sweet  in- 
struments hungup  in  cases  that  keep  their  sounds  to  them- 
selves. Why,I  have  often  wished  myself  poorer,  that  I 
might  comenearer  to  you.  We  are  born  to  do  benefits, 
and  what  better  or  properer  can  we  call  our  own  than  the 
riches  of  our  friends?  O,  what  a  precious  comfort  'tis,  to 
have  so  many,  like  brothers,  commanding  one  another's 
fortunes!  O  jov,  e'en  made  away  ere't  can  be  born!  Mine 
eyes  cannot  holdout  water,  methinks:  to  forget  their  faults, 
I  drink  to  you. 

A]#>ii.  Thou  weepest  to  make  them  drink,  Timon. 

See.  Lord.  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes 
And  at  that  instant  like  a  babe  sprung  up. 

Axtem.  Ho.  ho!  I  laugh  to  think  that  babe  a  bastard. 

Third  Lord.  I  promise  you,  my  lord,  you  moved  me 
much. 

Apem.  Much!  [Tutket,  within. 

Tim.  What  means  that  trump? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now:  120 

Please  you,  my  lord,  there  are  certain  ladies  most 
desirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies!  what  are  their  wills? 
N  re.  There  comes  with  them  a  forerunner,  my  lord, 
which  l>ears  that  office,  to  signify  their  pleasures. 
Tin'.  I  pray,  let  them  be  admitted. 

Enter  Cl'PID. 

t'up.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon,  and  to  all 
That  of  his  bounties  taste!     The  five  best  senses 
Acknowledge  thee  their  patron;  and  come  freely 
To  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bosom:  th'  ear,  130 

Taste,  touch  and  smell,  pleased  from  thy  table  rise: 
They  oulv  now  com;;  but  to  feast  thine  ore*. 
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Tim.  They're  welcome  all;  let  'em  have  kiud   admit- 
tance : 
Music,  make  their  welcome!  [Exit  Cupid. 

First  Lord.  You  see,  my  lord,  how  ample  you're  beloved. 

Music.     Re-enter  Cupid,  with  a  mask  of  Ladies  as  Amazons, 
with  lutes  in  their  hands,  dancing  and  playing. 

Apem.  Hoy-day,  what  a  sweep  of  vanity  comes  this  way ! 
They  dance!  they  are  mad  women. 
Like  madness  is  the  glory  of  this  life, 
As  this  pomp  shows  to  a  little  oil  and  root.  140 

We  make  ourselves  fools,  to  disport  ourselves; 
And  spend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  those  men 
Upon  whose  age  we  void  it  up  again, 
With  poisonous  spite  and  envy. 
Who  lives  that's  not  depraved  or  depraves? 
Who  dies,  that  bears  not  one  spurn  to  their  graves 
Of  their  friends'  gift? 

I  should  fear  those  that  dance  before  me  now 
Would  one  day  stamp  upon  me:  't  has  been  done; 
Men  shut  their  doors  against  a  setting  sun.  150 

The  Lords  rise  from  table,  with  much  adoring  of  Timon  ; 
and  to  show  their  krves,  each  singles  out  an  Amazon,  and 
all  dance,  men  with  women,  a  lofty  strain  or  two  to  the 
hautboy 8,  and  cease. 

Tim.  You  have  done  our  pleasures  much  grace,  fair 
ladies, 
Set  a  fair  fashion  on  our  entertainment, 
Which  was  not  half  so  beautiful  and  kind; 
You  have  added  worth  unto't  and  lustre, 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device; 
I  am  to  thank  you  for't. 

First  Lady.  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  best. 

Apem.  'Faith,  for  the  worst  is  filthy ;  and  would  not  hold 
taking.  I  doubt  me. 

Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet  attends  you:      160 
Please  you  to  dispose  yourselves. 

All  Ladies.  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Cupid  and  Ladies. 

Tim.  Flavius! 

Flax.  My  lord? 

Tim.  The  little  casket  bring  me  hither. 

Flat.  Yes,  my  lord.     More  jewels  yet!  [Asul/. 

There  is  no  crossing  him  in's  humour; 
Else  I  should  tell  him, — well,  i'  faith,  I  should. 
When  all's  spent,  he'ld  be  cros*'d  then,  an  h«  could. 
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Ti»  pity  bouuty  had  not  eyes  behind. 

That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind.        [Exit. 

First  Lord.  Where  be  our  men?  171 

Serv.  Here,  my  lord,  in  readiness. 

Sec.  Lord.  Our  horses! 

R'  <  nkr  Flayies,  with  the  casket. 

2mm.  O  my  friends, 

I  have  one  word  to  say  to  you:  look  you,  my  good  lord, 
I  must  entreat  you,  honour  me  so  much 
As  to  advance  this  jewel;  accept  it  and  wear  it, 
Kind  my  lord. 

First  Lord.  I  am  so  far  already  in  your  gifts, — 

All.  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serr.  My  lord,  there  are  certain  nobles  of  the  senate  180 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  visit  you. 

Tim.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 

Flue.  I  beseech  your  honour, 

Vouchsafe  me  a  word ;  it  does  concern  you  near. 

Tim.  Near!  why  then,  another  time  I'll  hear  tljee: 
1  prithee,  let's  be  provided  to  show  them  entertainment. 

Flar.   [Aside]  I  scarce  know  how. 

Enter  a  second  Servant. 

Sec.  Serr.  May  it  please  your  honour.  Lord  Lucius, 
Out  of  his  free  love,  hath  presented  to  you 
Four  milk-white  horses,  trapp'd  in  silver. 

Tim.  I  shall  accept  them  fairly;  let  the  presents  190 
Be  worthily  entertain'd. 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 

How  now'  what  news? 

Third  Sere.  Please  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable  gentle- 
man, Lord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company  to-morrow  to 
hunt  with  him,  and  has  sent*  your  honour  two  brace  of 
greyhounds. 

Tim.  I'll  hunt  with  him;  and  let  them  be  received, 
Xot  without  fair  reward. 

Flar.  [A*i>ti]  What  will  this  come  to? 

He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifts, 
And  all  out  of  an  empty  coffer : 

Nor  will  he  know  his  purse,  or  yield  me  this,  200 

To  show  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  his, 
Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wishes  good: 
Hi>  promises  tiy  so  beyond  his  state 
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That  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt;  he  owes 

For  every  word:  he  is  so  kind  that  lie  now 

Pays  interest  for't;  his  land's  put  to  their  books. 

Well,  would  I  were  gently  put  out  of  office 

Before  I  were  forced  out! 

Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed 

Than  such  that  do  e'en  enemies  exceed.  210 

I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Tim.  You  do  yourselves 

.Much  wrong,  you  bate  too  much  of  your  own  merits: 
Here,  my  lord,  a  trifle  of  our  love. 

Sec.  Lord.  With  more  than  common  thanks  1  will  receive 
it. 

Third  Lord.  O,  he's  the  very  soul  of  bounty ! 

Tim.  And  now  I  remember,  my  lord,  you  gave 
Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courser 
I  rode  on:  it  is  yours,  because  you  liked  it. 

Sec.  Ljord.  O,  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  in 
that. 

Tim.  You  may  take  my  word,  my  lord;  I  know,  no  man 
Can  justly  praise  but  what  he  does  affect:  221 

I  weigh  n\>'  friend's  affection  with  mine  own ; 
I'll  tell  you  true.     Til  call  to  you. 

All  Lords.  O,  none  so  welcome. 

Tim.  I  take  all  and  your  several  visitations 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give ; 
Methinks.  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends, 
And  ne'^r  be  wyeary.     Alcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  soldier,  therefore  seldom  rich ; 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee:  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mougst  the  dead,  and  all  the  lands  thou  hast  230 

Lie  in  a  pitch'd  field. 

Alcib.  Ay,  defiled  land,  my  lord. 

First  Lord.  We  are  so  virtuously  bound — 

Tim.  And  so 

Am  I  to  you. 

Sec.  Lord.  So  infinitely  endear'd — 

Tim.  All  to  you.     Lights,  more  lights! 

First  Lord.  The  best  of  happiness, 

Honour  and  fortunes,  keep  with  you,  Lord  Timon ! 

Tim.  Ready  for  his  friends. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Apemantus  and  Timon. 

Apem.  What  a  coil's  here! 

Serving  of  bocks  and  jutting-out  of  bums! 
I  doubt  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  sums 
That  are  given  for  'em.     Friendship's  full  of  dregs:        240 
Methinks,  false  hearts  should  never  have  sound  lees, 
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Thus  honest  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  court 'sic-. 

]",„.  Now,  Apeniantus,  if  thou  wert  not  sullen,  I  would 
be  •:  '"<t  to  thee. 

Aptm.  No.  I'll  nothing:  for  if  1  should  be  bribed  too. 
there  would  lie  none  left  to  rail  upon  thee,  and  then  thou 
wouldst  sin  the  faster.  Thougivest  so  long,  Tinion,  I  fear 
me  thou  wilt  giveaway  thyself~in  paper  shortly :  what  need 
these  feasts,  pomps  and  vain-glories?  249 

Tim.  Nay,  an  you  begin  to  rail  on  society  once,  I  am 
sworn  not  to  giveregard  to  you.  Farewell ;  and  come  with 
better  music.  [Ex.t- 

Ajkni.  So: 
Thou  wilt  not  hear  me  now;  thou  shalt  not  then: 
I'll  lock  thy  heaven  from  thee. 
G,  that  men's  ears  should  be 
To  counsel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery!  [Exit. 


ACT  II. 

BckhTjSE  I.    A  Senator?*  house. 

Enter  Senator,  with  peqierx  in  his  hand. 

Sen.  And  late,  five  thousand:  to  Yarro  and  to  Isidore 
He  owes  nine  thousand,  besides  my  former  sum, 
Which  makes  it  five  and  twenty.     Still  in  motion 
Of  raging  waste'.'     It  cannot  hold;  it  will  not. 
If  I  want  gold,  steal  but  a  beggar's  dog, 
And  give  ft  Titnon,  why,  the  dog  coins  gold. 
If  I  would  sell  my  horse,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  than  he,  why.  give  my  horse  to  Timon, 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me.  straight, 
And  able  horses.     No  porter  at  his  gate,  10 

But  rather  one  that  smiles  and  still  invites 
All  that  pass  by.     It  cannot  hold;  no  reason 
Can  found  his  state  in  safety.     Caphis,  ho! 
Caphis,  I  say! 

Enter  Caphis. 

('•iph.  Here,  sir;  what  is  your  pleasure? 

Sen.  Get  on  your  cloak,  and  haste  you  to  Lord  Timon; 
Importune  him  for  my  moneys;  be  not  ceased 
With  Blight  denial,  nor  then  silenced  when — 
"  Commend  me  to  your  master" — and  the  cap 
Plays  in  the  right  hand,  thus:  but  tell  him, 
My  u^es  cry  to  me,  I  must  serve  my  .turn  20 

Out  of  mine  own:  his  days  and  times  are  pa-t 
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And  my  reliance?  on  his  frncted  date? 

Have  smit  my  credit:  I  love  and  honour  him, 

But  must  not  break  my  back  to  heal  his  Anger; 

Immediate  are  my  needs,  and  my  relief 

-Must  not  be  toss'd  and  turu'd  tome  in  words, 

But  find  supply  immediate.     Get  you  gone: 

Put  on  a  most  importunate  aspect, 

A  visage  of  demand;  for,  I  do  fear, 

When  every  feather  sticks  in  his  own  wing,  30 

Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull, 

Which  fin  h«*s  now  a  phceuix.     Get  you  gone. 

Caph.  J  go.  sir. 

Sen.   "  I  go,  sir!" — Take  the  bonds  along  with  you, 
And  have  the  dates  in  compt. 

Caph.  I  will,  sir. 

Sen.  Go.  \Erevnf. 


Scene  II.     The  same.    A  hall  in  Ttmon'$  hcute. 
Enter  Flavius,  with  many  bilh  in  his  hand. 

FtaviuK.  No  care,  no  stop!  so  senseless  of  expense, 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it, 
Nor  cease  his  flow  of  riot:  takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him,  nor  resumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue:  never  mind 
Was  to  be  so  unwise,  to  be  so  kind. 
What  shall  be  done?  he  will  not  hear,  till  feel: 
I  must  be  round  with  him,  now  lie  comes  from  limiting. 
Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie! 

Enter  Caphis,  and  the  Servants  of  Isidore  <<n<i  Varbo. 

Caph.  Good  even,  Varro:  what, 

You  come  for  money? 

Var.  Serv.  Is't  not  your  business  too?  10 

Caph.  It  is:  and  yours  too,  Isidore? 

Isid.  Serv.  It  is  so. 

Caph.  Would  we  were  all  discharged! 

Var.  Serv.  T  fear  it. 

Caph.  Here  comes  the  lord. 

Enter  Timox,  Ai.cibiades,  and  Lords,  dr. 

Tim.  So  soon  as  dinner's  done,  we'll  forth  again, 
My  Alcibiades.     With  me?  what  is  your  will? 
Caph.  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 
Tim.  Dues!     Whence  are  you? 
Caph.  Of  Athens  here,  my  lord. 
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7V//i.  Go  to  my  steward. 

Capk.  Please  it  your  lordship,  he  hath  put  me  off 
To  the  succession  of  new  days  this  month:  30 

My  master  is  awaked  by  great  occasion 
To  call  upon  his  own,  and  humbly  prays  you 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you'll  suit 
In  living  him  his  right. 

Tim.  Mine  honest  friend, 

1  prithee,  but  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Caph.  Nay.  good  my  lord, — 

Tim.  Contain  thyself,  good  friend. 

Fimr.  9m.  One  Varro's  servant,  my  good  lord, — 

J*id.Strc.  From  Isidore; 

He  humbly  prays  your  speedy  payment. 

Caph.  If  you  did  know,  my  lord,  my  master's  wants — 

Y(ir.  Sere.  'Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  inv  lord,  six  weeks 
And  past.  31 

Imd.  Serr.  Your  steward  puts  me  off,  my  lord : 
And  I  am  sent  expressly  to  your  lordship. 

Tim.  Give  me  breath. 
I  do  beseech  you,  good  my  lords,  keep  on ; 
I'll  wait  upon  you  instantly. 

[Exeunt  Akiijt'ud'x  tntd  I/>rd*. 
[To  Fhi<:]  Come  hither:  pray  you. 
How  goes  the  world,  that  I  am  thus  eneounter'd 
With  clamorous  demands  of  date-broke  bonds, 
And  the  detention  of  long-since-due  debt*, 
Against  my  honour? 

Fhi,-.  Please  you,  gentlemen,  40 

The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  business: 
Your  importunacy  cease  till  after  dinner. 
That  I  may  make  his  lordship  understand 
"Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Ton.  Do  so.  mv  friend*.     See  them  well  entertain'd. 

[Mat. 

Flat.  Pray,  draw  near.  [Esit. 

Enter  Apemantis  and  Fool. 

C-iph.  Stay,  stay,  here  comes  the  fool  with  Apemantus 
let's  ha'  some  sport  with  'em. 

Var.  Sere.  Hang  him,  he'll  abuse  us. 

hid.  Serr.  A  plague  upon  him,  do?!  50 

Var  Serr.  How  "dost,  fool? 

Apem.  Dost  dialogue  with  thy  shadow? 

Var.  Serr.  I  *pr-nk  not  to  thee. 

Apem.  No.  'tis  to  thyself.     [T->  the  Pool\  Come  away. 

hid.  Serr.  There's  the  fool  hangs  on  your  back  already. 

SHAK.    III. i 
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.1  pern.  No,  thou  stand'st  single,  thou'rt  not  on  him  yet. 

Vapk.  Where's  the  fool  now? 

Apem.  He  last  asked  the  question.  Poor  rogues,  ami 
usurers'  men !  bawds  between  gold  and  want! 

All  Serv.  What  are  we,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Asses. 

All  Sere.  Why? 

Apem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do  not  know 
yourselves.     Speak  to  'em,  fool. 

Fool.  How  do  you,  gentlemen?  69 

All  Serv.  Gramercies,  good  fool :  how  does  your  mistress? 

Fool.  She's  e'en  setting  on  water  to  scald  snch  chi<  kens 
as  you  are.     Would  we  could  see  you  at  Corinth! 

Apem.  Good!  gramercy. 

Enter  Page. 

Fool.  Look  you,  here  comes  my  mistress'  page. 

Page.  [To  the  Fool]  Why,  how  now,  captain!  what  do 
you  in  this  wise  company?     How  dost  thou,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I  might 
answer  thee  profitably.  80 

Page.  Prithee,  Apemantus,  read  me  the  superscription 
of  these  letters:  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

Apem.  Canst  not  read? 

Page.  No. 

Apem.  There  will  little  learning  die  then,  that  day  thou 
art  hanged.  This  is  toLordTimon;  this  to  Alcibiades. 
Go;  thou  wast  born  a  bastard,  and  thou't  die  a  bawd.      89 

Page.  Thou  wast  whelped  a  dog,  and  thou  shall  famish 
a  dog's  death.     Answer  not;  I  am  gone.  [Exit. 

Apem.  E'en  so  thou  outrunnest  grace.  Fool.  1  will  go 
with  you  to  Lord  Timon's. 

Fool.   Will  you  leave  me  there? 

Apem.  If  Timon  stay  at  home.  You  three  serve  three 
usurers? 

All  Serv.  Ay;  would  they  served  us! 

Apem.  So  would  I, — as  good  a  trick  as  ever  hangman 
served  thief.  1.00 

Fool.  Are  you  three  usurers'  men? 

All  Serv.  Ay,  fool. 

Fool.  I  think  no  usurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  servant : 
my  mistress  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool.  When  men  come 
to  borrow  of  your  masters,  they  approach  sadly,  and  go 
away  merry;  but  they  enter  my  mistress'  house  merrily, 
and  go  away  sadly:  the  reason  of  this? 

Var.  Serv.  I  could  render  one.  J09 

Ajiiin.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  whore- 
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master  and  a  knave;  which  notwithstanding,  thou  ghalt 
be  no  less  esteemed. 

Far.  Sen.  What  is  a  whoremaster,  fool? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  something  like  thee. 
Tis  a  spirit:  sometime't  appears  like  a  lord;  sometime  like 
a  lawyer;  sometime  like  a  philosopher,  with  two  stones 
moe  than's  artificial  one:  he  is  very  often  like  a  knight: 
and,  generally,  in  all  shapes  that  man  goes  up  and  down 
in  from  fourscore  to  thirteen,  this  spirit  walks  in.  121 

Var.  Sen.  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 

F'X'l.  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wise  man:  as  much  foolery 
as  I  have,  so  much  wit  thou  lackest. 

Apem.  That  answer  might  have  become  Apemantus. 

A>!  Sen.  Aside,  aside;  here  comes  Lord  Timon. 

Re-enter  Timon  and  Flavil  s. 

Apem.  Come  with  me,  fool,  come. 

Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  lover,  elder  brother  and 
woman;  sometime  the  philosopher.  131 

[Exeunt  Apenuintii*  and  Fbol. 

F'av.  Pray  you,  walk  near;  I'll  speak  with  you  anon. 

[Exeunt  Servant*. 

Tim.  You  make  me  marvel:  wherefore  ere  this  time 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  state  before  me, 
That  I  might  so  have  rated  my  expense, 
As  I  had  leave  of  means? 

Flu-.  You  would  not  hear  me, 

At  many  leisures  I  proposed. 

Tim.  Goto: 

Perchance  some  single  vantages  you  took, 
When  my  indisposition  put  you  back; 
And  that  unaptness  made  your  minister,  140 

Thus  to  excuse  yourself. 

Fhir.  O  mj* good  lord, 

At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accounts. 
Laid  them  before  you;  you  woald  throw  them  off, 
Ami  say.  you  found  them  in  mine  honesty. 
When,  for  some  trifling  present,  you  have  bid  me 
Return  so  much.  I  have  shook  my  head  and  wept; 
Yea,  gainst  the  authority  of  manners,  pray'd  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more"  close:  I  did  endure 
Not  seldom,  nor  no  slight  cheeks,  when  I  have 
Prompted  you  in  the  ebb  of  your  estate  150 

And  your  great  flow  of  debts*     My  loved  lord. 
fThough  you  hear  now,  too  late — yet  now's  a  time — 
The  greatest  of  your  having  lacks. a  half 
T<,  pay  your  present  debts. 
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Tim.  Let  all  my  land  be  sold. 

Flat.  Tis  all  engaged,  some  forfeited  and  gone; 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  stop  the  mouth 
Of  present  dues:  the  future  comes  apace: 
What  shall  defend  the  interim?  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckoning? 

Tim.  To  Lacedaemon  did  my  land  extend.  160 

Flav.  O  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  word: 
Were  it  all  yours  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  quickly  were  it  gone! 

Tim.  You  tell  me  true. 

Flav.  If  you  suspect  my  husbandry  or  falsehood, 
Call  me  before  the  exactest  auditors 
And  set  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  gods  bless  me, 
When  all  our  offices  have  been  oppress'd 
With  riotous  feeders,  when  our  vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  spilth  of  wine,  when  every  room 
Hath  blazed  with  lights  and  bray'd  with  minstrelsy,      170 
I  have  retired  me  to  a  wasteful  cock, 
And  set  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

Tim.  Prithee,  no  more. 

Flav.  Heavens,  have  I  said,  the  bounty  of  this  lord! 
How  many  prodigal  bits  have  slaves  and  peasants 
This  night  englutted!    Who  is  not  Timon's? 
What  heart,  head,  sword,  force,  means,  but  is  Lord  Ti- 
mon's? 
Great  Timon,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon! 
Ah,  when  the  means  are  gone  that  buy  this  praise, 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  made: 
Feast-won,  fast-lost;  one  cloud  of  winter  showers, 
These  flies  are  couch'd. 

Tim.  Come,  sermon  me  no  further: 

No  villanous  bounty  yet  hath  pass'd  my  heart ; 
Unwisely,  not  ignobly,  have  I  given. 
Why  dost  thou  weep?    Canst  thou  the  conscience  lack, 
To  think  I  shall  lack  friends?     Secure  thy  heart; 
If  I  would  broach  the  vessels  of  my  love. 
And  try  the  argument  of  hearts  by  borrowing, 
Men  and  men's  fortunes  could  I  frankly  use 
As  I  can  bid  thee  speak. 

Flav.  Assurance  bless  your  thoughts! 

Tim.  And,  in  some  sort,  these  wants  of  mine  arecrown'd, 
That  I  account  them  blessings;  for  by  these  191 

Shall  I  try  friends:  you  shall  perceive  how  you 
Mistake  my  fortunes;  I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. 
Within  there!     Flaminius!  Servilius! 

Enter  Flamtnius,  Servimus,  a nil  other  Servants. 
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Servants.  My  lord?  my  lord? 

Tim.  I  will  dispatch  you  severally:  you  to  Lord  Lucius; 
to  Lord  Lucullus  you:  I  hunted  with  his  honour  to-day: 
you,  to  Sempronius:  commend  me  to  their  loves,  and.  1 
am  proud,  say,  that  my  occasions  have  found  time  to  use 
em  toward  a  supply  of  money,  let  the  request  lie  fifty 
talent-;. 

Flam.  As  you  have  .-aid,  my  lord. 

Flav.  {Aside]  Lord  Lucius  and  Lucullus?  hum! 

Tim.  Go  you,  sir.  to  the  senators— 
Of  whom,  even  to  the  state's  best  health.  I  have 
Deserved  this  hearing — bid  'eta  send  o'  the  instant 
A  thousand  talents  to  me. 

Flav.  I  have  l>cen  bold — 

For  that  I  knew  it  the  most  general  way — 
To  them  to  u<e  your  signet  and  your  name;  210 

But  they  do  -hake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is't  true?  can't  be? 

Fl'ir.  They  answer,  in  a  joint  and  corporate  voice, 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  treasure,  caunot 
Do  what  they  would:  are  sorry — you  are  honourable, — 
But  yet  they  could  have  wish'd — they  know  not — 
Something  hath  been  amiss — a  noble  nature 
May  catch  a  wrench — would  all  were  well — 'tis  pity;- 
And  so.  intending  other  serious  matters. 
After  distasteful  looks  and  these  hard  fractions,  220 

With  certain  half-caps  and  cold-moving  nods 
They  froze  me  into  silence. 

Tim.  You  gods,  reward  them'. 

Prithee,  man,  look  cheerly.     These  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary: 
Their  blood  is  caked,  'tis  cold,  it  seldom  "flows; 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth  they  are  not  kind; 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth, 
Is  fashion'd  for  the  journey,  dull  and  heavy. 
[T>  a  Serr.]  Go  to  Ventidiiis.     [To  Flav.]  "Prithee   ta  not 

sad, 
Thou  art  true  and  honest;  ingeniously  I  speak.  230 

No  blame  belongs  to  thee.     [ThAr.]    Ventidius  1%0-Ty 
Buried  his  father;  by  whose  death  he's  stepp'd 
Into  a  great  estate:  when  he  was  poor, 
Imprison'd  and  in  scarcity  of  friends, 
I  clear'd  him  with  rive  talents:  greet  him  from  me; 
Bid  him  suppose  some  good  necessity 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  rememberd 
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Wilh  those  live  talents  [Exit  Ser.]  [To  Flan.]    That  had. 

give't  these  fellows 
To  whom  'tis  instant  due.     Ne'er  speak,  or  think, 
That  Titnon's  fortunes  'tnong  his  friends  cau  sink. 

Flar.  I  would   I   could  not  think  it:    that  thought   is 

bounty's  foe; 
Being  free  itself,  it  thinks  all  others  so.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 
Scene  I.     A  room  in  LvcuUut?  Jumae. 
Flaminius  icaitlng.     Enter  a  Servant  to  him. 
Sere.  I  have  told  my  lord  of  you;  he  is  coming  down  to 

you. 

Flam.     I  thank  you,  sir. 

Eater  Lucttli/is. 

Sen.  Here's  my  lord. 

Lac  id.  \  Aside]  One  of  Lord  Timon's  men?  a  gift,  I  war- 
rant. Why,  this  hits  right;  I  dreamt  of  a  silver  basin  and 
ewer  to-night,  Flaminius,  honest  Flaminius;  you  are. 
very  respectively  welcome,  sir.  Fill  me  some  wine. 
[Exit  Servant.]  And  how  does  that  honourable,  complete, 
free-hearted  gentleman  of  Athens,  thy  very  bountiful  good 
lord  and  master?  11 

Flam.  His  health  is  well.  sir. 

Land.  1  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well,  sir:  and 
what  hast  thou  there  under  thy  cloak,  pretty  Flaminius? 

Flam.  'Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  sir;  which,  in 
my  lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  entreat  your  honour  to  sup- 
ply; who,  having  great  and  instant  occasion  to  use  fifty 
talents,  hath  sent  to  your  lordship  to  furnish  him,  nothing 
doubting  jour  present  assistance  therein.  21 

Lucul.  La,  la,  la,  la!  "nothing  doubting,"  says  he? 
Alas,  good  lord!  a  noble  gentleman  'tis,  if  he  would  not 
keep  so  good  a  house.  Many  a  time  and  often  I  ha'  dined 
with  him,  and  told  him  on't,  and  come  again  to  supper  to 
him,  of  purpose  to  have  him  spend  less,  and  yet  he  would 
embrace  no  counsel,  take  no  warning  by  my  coming. 
Every  man  lias  his  fault,  and  honesty  is  his:  I  ha'  tojd  him 
on't,  but  I  could  ne'er  get  him  from't.  31 

Re-enter  Servant,  -irfth  icinr. 


Srr.  Please  your  lordship,  here  is  the  wine. 
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'.  Flamiuius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wise.    Here's 
to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  lordship  speaks  your  pleasure. 

Lucid.  I  have  observed  thee  always  for  a  towardly 
prompt  spirit — give  thee  thy  due — aud  one  that  knows 
what  belongs  to  reason;  and*cau>t  use  the  time  well,  if  the 
time  use  thee  well:  good  parts  in  thee.  [To  .Srrr.]  Get  you 
gone,  sirrah  [ExitSen.\  Draw  ueaier,  honest  Flaminius 
Thy  lord's  a  bountiful  gentleman:  but  thou  art  wise;  and 
thou  kuowest  well  enough,  although  thou  comest  to  me, 
that  this  is  no  time  to  lend  money,  especially  upon  bare 
friendship,  without  security.  Here's  three  solidares  for 
thee:  good  boy,  wink  at  me,  and  say  thou  »west  me  not. 
Fare  thee  well. 

Flam.  Is't  possible  the  world  should  so  much  differ, 
Aud  we  alive  that  lived/     Fly,  damned  baseness, 
To  him  that  worships  thee!     [Throwing  the  money  back.  ~A 

Lucil.  Ha!  now  1  see  thou  art  a  fool,  and  fit  for  thy 
master.  [Exit. 

Flam.  May  these  add   to  the  number  that  may   scald 
thee! 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation. 
Thou  disease  of  a  friend,  and  not  himself! 
Ha?  friendship  such  a  faint  aud  milky  heart, 
It  turns  in  less  than  two  nights?  O  you  gods, 
I  feel  my  master's  passion!  this  slave. 
Unto  his  honour,  has  my  lord's  meat  in  him:  60 

Why  should  it  thrive  and  turn  to  nutriment, 
When  he  is  turn'd  to  poison? 
O.  may  diseases  only  work  upon't! 
And,  when  he's  sick  to  death,  let  not  that  part  of  nature 
"Which  my  lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  power 
To  expel  sickness,  but  prolong  his  hour !  [Exit. 


Scene  II.    -1  public  place. 
Enter  Lucres,  inth  three  Strangers. 

Luc  Who.  the  Lord  Timon?  he  is  my  very  good  friend, 
and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

First  Strom.  We  kuow  him  for  no  less,  though  we  are 
but  straugeis  to  him.  But  I  cau  tell  you  one  thing,  my 
lord,  and  which  I  hear  from  common  rumours:  now  Lord 
Timon's  happy  hours  are  done  and  past,  aud  his  estate 
>hriuks  from  him. 

Lu>:  Fie,  no,  do  not  believe  it;  he  cannot  want  for 
money.  10 
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Sec.  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that,  not  long 
ago,  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  Lord  Lucullus  to  borrow- 
so  many  talents,  nay,  urged  extremely  for't  and  showed 
what  necessity  belonged  to't,  and  yet  was  denied. 

Luc.    How! 

Sec.  Stran.  I  tell  you,  denied,  my  lord. 

Luc.  What  a  strange  case  was  that!  now,  before  the 
gods,  I  am  ashamed  on't.  Denied  that  honourable  man ! 
there  was  very  little  honour  showed  in't.  For  my  own 
part,  I  must  needs  confess,  I  have  received  some  small 
kindnesses  from  him,  as  money,  plate,  jewels  and  such- 
like trifles,  nothing  comparing  to  his;  jet,  had  he  mistook 
him  and  sent  to  me,  I  should  ne'er  have  denied  his  occa- 
sion so  many  talents. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Ser.  See,  by  good  hap,  yonder's  my  lord;  I  have  sweat 
to  see  his  honour.     My  honoured  lord, —  [To  Lucius. 

Luc.  Servilius!  you  are  kindly  met,  sir.  Fare  thee 
well:  commend  me  to  thy  honourable  virtuous  lord,  my 
very  exquisite  friend. 

Ser.  May  it  please  your  honour,  my  lord  hath  sent — 

Lac.  Ha!  what  hasr  he  sent?  1  am  so  much  endeared  to 
that  lord;  he's  ever  sending:  how  shall  1  thank  him,  think- 
est  thou?    And  what  has  he  sent  now? 

Ser.  Has  only  sent  his  present  occasion  now.  my  lord; 
requesting  your  lordship  to  supply  his  instant  use  with  so 
many  talents.  41 

Luc.  I  know  his  lordship  is  but  merry  with  me; 
fHe  cannot  want  fifty  five  hundred  talents. 

Ser.  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  less,  my  lord. 
If  his  occasion  were  not  virtuous, 
I  should  not  urge,  it  half  so  faithfully. 

Luc.  Dost  thou  speak  seriously,  Servilius? 

Ser.  Upon  my  soul,  "us  true,  sir. 

Luc.  What  a  wicked  beast  was  I  to  disfurnish  myself 
against  such  a  good  time,  when  I  might  ha'  shown  myself 
honourable!  how  unluckily  it  happened,  that  1  should  pur 
chase  the  day  before  for  a  little  part,  and  undo  a  great  deal 
of  honour!  Servilius,  now,  before  the  gods,  I  am  not  able 
to  do, — the  more  beast,  I  say :— I  Mas  sending  to  use  Lord 
Timon  myself,  these  gentlemen  can  witness:  tut  I  would 
jiot,  for  the  wealth  of  Athens,  I  had  done'1  cow.  Com- 
mend me  bountifully  to  hit  good  lorckhip;  and  I  hope  his 
honour  will  conceive  the  fairest  of  me,  because  I  have  no 
power  to  be  kind:  and  tell  him  this  from  me,  I  couut  it 
oue  of  my  greatest  afflictions,  say.  that  I  cannot  pleasure 
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such  an  honourable  gentleman.     Good  Servilius,  will  you 
befriend  me  so  far,  as  to  use  mine  own  words  to  him? 

Sar.  Yes,  sir,  I  shall. 

Luc.  I'll  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius. 

[Exit  Servilius. 
True,  as  you  said,  Timou  is  shrunk  indeed; 
And  he  that's  once  denied  will  hardly  speed.  [Exit. 

First  St?-an.  Do  you  observe  this,  Hostiiius? 

.  St  run.  Ay,  too  well.  70 

First  Btran.  Why,  this  is  the  world's  soul ;  and  just  of 
the  same  piece 
Is  every  flatterer's  spirit.     Who  can  call  him 
His  friend  that  dips  in  the  same  dish?  for,  in 
My  knowing,  Timon  has  been  this  lord's  father, 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purse, 
Supported  his  estate;  nay,  Timon's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages:  he  ne'er  drinks, 
But  Timon's  silver  treads  upon  his  lip; 
And  yet — O,  see  the  monstrousness  of  man 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape! —  80 

He  does  deny  him,  in  respect  of  his, 
What  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars. 

Third  Stran.  Religion  groans  at  it. 

First  Stran.  For  mine  own  part, 

I  never  tasted  Timon  in  my  life, 
Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me, 
To  mark  me  for  his  friend;  yet,  I  protest, 
For  his  right  noble  mind,  illustrious  virtue 
And  honourable  carriage, 
Had  his  necessity  made  use  of  me. 

I  would  have  put  my  wealth  iuto  donation,  90 

And  the  best  half  should  have  return'd  to  him, 
So  much  I  love  his  heart :  but,  I  perceive, 
Men  must  learn  now  with  pity  to  dispense; 
For  policy  sits  above  conscience.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     A  room  in  Sempronius"  house. 
Enter  Semfronics.  and  a  Servant  of  Timon's. 

Sem.  Must  he  needs  trouble  me  in't, — hum! — 'bove  all 
others? 
He  might  have  tried  Lord  Lucius  or  Lucullus ; 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too, 
Whom  he  redeem'd  from  prisou:  all  these 
owe  their  estates  unto  him. 

Mv  lord. 
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They  have  all  been  touch 'd  and  found  base  metal,  for 
They  have  all  denied  him. 

Sem.  How!  have  they  denied  him? 

Has  Ventidius  and  Lucullus  denied  him? 
And  does  he  send  to  me?     Three?  hum! 
It  shows  but  little  love  or  judgement  in  him :  10 

Must  I  be  his  last  refuge?     His  friends,  like  physicians, 
•j- Thrive,  give  him  over:  must  I  take  the  cure  upon  me? 
Has  much  disgraced  me  in't;  I'm  angry  at  him, 
That  might  have  known  my  place:  I  see  no  sense  for't, 
But  his  occasions  might  have  woo'd  me  first; 
For,  in  my  conscience,  I  was  the  first  man 
That  e'er  received  gift  from  him : 
And  does  he  think  so  backwardly  of  me  now, 
That  I'll  requite  it  last?     No: 

So  it  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter  20 

To  the  rest,  and  'mongst  lords  I  be  thought  a  fool. 
I'ld  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  sum, 
Had  sent  to  me  first,  but  for  my  mind's  sake; 
I'd  such  a  courage  to  do  him  good.     But  now  return, 
And  with  their  faint  reply  this  answer  join ; 
Who  bates  mine  honour  shall  not  know  my  coin         [Exit. 

Scn\  Excellent!  Your  lordship's  a  goodly  villain.  The 
devil  knew  not  what  he  did  when  he  made  man  politic;  he 
crossed  himself  by't:  and  I  cannot  think  but,  in  the  end, 
the  villainies  of  man  will  set  him  clear.  How  fairly  this  lord 
strives  to  appear  foul !  takes  virtuous  copies  tp  be  wicked, 
like  those  that  under  hot  ardent  zeal  would  set  whole 
realms  on  fire: 

Of  such  a  nature  is  his  politic  love. 
This  was  my  lord's  best  hope;  now  all  arc  fled, 
Save  only  the  gods:  now  his  friends  are  dead, 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  Avith  their  wards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,  must  be  employ 'd  40 

Now  to  guard  sure  their  master. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  course  allows; 
Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth  must  keep  his  house.      [Evil, 

Scene  IV.     The  same.     A  hall  in  Timon's  house. 

Enter  two  Servants  o^Varro,  and  the  Servant  o/Lpcits. 
meeting  Titus,  Hortensius,  and  other.  Servants  of 
Ttmon's  creditors,  waiting  his  coining  out. 

First  Yar.  Sen:  Well   met;    good    morrow,   Titus  and 

Horteusius. 
Tit.  The  like  to  yxra,  kind  Yarro. 
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Hor.  Lucius! 

What,  do  we  meet  together? 

L>u:  Sen.  Ay,  and  I  think 

One  business  does  command  us  all.  for  mine 
Is  money. 

Tit.  So  is  theirs  and  ours. 

Enter  Philotis. 
Luc.  Sen.  And  Sir  Philotus  too! 

Phi.  Good  day  at  once. 

Luc.  Sen*.  Welcome,  good  brother. 

What  do  vou  think  the  hour? 
Phi  Labouring  for  nine. 

L<w.  Sere.  So  much? 

phi  Is  not  my  lord  seen  yet? 

Luc.  Sere.  .         ^ot  vet-    1A 

Phi.  I  wonder  on't ;  he  was  wont  to  shine  at  seven,      lu 
Luc.  Serf.   Ay.  but  the  days  are  wax'd  shorter  with  him : 
You  must  consider  that  a  prodigal  course 
Is  like  the  sun's;  but  not,  like  his.  recoverable. 
I  fear  'tis  deepest  winter  in  Lord  Timon's  purse ; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi.  I  am  of  vour  fear  for  that. 
Tit.  I'll  show" you  how  to  observe  a  strange  event. 
Your  lord  sends  "now  for  money. 
j{or  Most  true,  he  does. 

Tit.  And  he  wears  jewels  now  of  Timon's  gift, 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 
Hor.  It  is  against  my  heart. 

Luc.  fi  Mark,  how  strange  it  shows, 

Tirnon  in  this  should  pav  more  than  he  owes: 
And  e'en  as  if  your  lord  "should  wear  rich  jewels, 
And  send  for  monev  for  'em. 

Hor.  I'm  weary  o"f  this  charge,  the  gods  can  witness: 
I  know  mv  lord  hath  spent  of  Timon's  wealth. 
And  now  "ingratitude  makes  it  worse  than  stealth. 

First  Vox.  Strr.   Yes,   mine's  three  thousand   crowns- 

what's  yours'.' 
Luc.  Sir.  Five  thousand  mine. 

Fir^t  Far.  Sere.   'Tis  much  deep:  and  it  should  seem  by 
the  sun.  «** 

Your  master's  confidence  was  above  mine: 
Else,  surely,  his  had  equall'd. 

Enter  Flamlmi- 

Tit.  One  of  Lord  Timon's  men. 
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Luc.  Sere.  Flamiuius!  Sir,  a  word:  pray,  is  my  lord 
ready  to  come  forth'? 

Flam.  No,  indeed,  be  is  not. 

Tit.  We  attend  his  lordship;  pray,  signify  so  much. 

Flam.  I  need  not  tell  him  that;  he  knows  you  are  too 
diligent.  [Exit.    40 

Eater  Flavius  in  a  cloak,  muffled. 

Luc.  Serv.  Ha!  is  not  that  his  steward  muffled  so? 
He  goes  away  in  a  cloud :  call  him,  call  him. 

Tit.  Do  you  hear,  sir? 

Sec.  Var.  Sere.   By  your  leave,  sir, — 

Flae.  What  do  ye  ask  of  me,  my  friend? 

Tit.  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  sir. 

Flae.  Ay, 

If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twere  sure  enough. 

Why  then  preferr'd  you  not  your  sums  and  bills, 
When  your  false  masters  eat  of  my  lord's  meat?  50 

Then  thev  could  smile  and  fawn  upon  his  debts 
And  take"  down  the  iuterest  into  their  gluttonous  maws. 
You  do  yourselves  but  wrong  to  stir  me  up; 
Let  me  pass  quietly: 

Believe't,  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end; 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  spend. 

Luc.  Serv.  Ay,  but  this  answer  will  not  serve. 

Flae.  If  'twiil  not  serve,  'tis  not  so  base  as  you ; 
For  you  serve  knaves.  [Enf. 

First  Var.  Serv.  How!  what  does  his  cashiered  worship 
mutter?  V 

See.  Var.  Sere.  No  matter  what;  he's  poor,  and  that  s 
revenge  enough.  Who  can  speak  broader  than  he  that 
has  no  house  to  put  his  head  in?  such  may  rail  against 
great  buildings. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Tit.  O,  here's  Servilius;  now  we  shall  know  some  an- 
swer. 

Ser.  If  I  might  beseech  you,  gentlemen,  to  repair  some 
other  hour,  I  should  derive  much  from't;  for,  take't  of  my 
soul,  my  lord  leans  wondrously  to  discontent:  his  com- 
fortable temper  has  forsook  him;  he's  much  out  of  health, 
and  keeps  his  chamber. 

Lvc  Sere.  Many  do  keep  their  chambers  are  not  sick; 
And,  if  it  be  so  far  beyond  his  health, 
Methinks  he  should  the  sooner  pay  his  debts, 
And  make  a  clew  way  to  the  gods. 

Sr,  Good  §ods! 
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Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  answer,  sir. 

Flam.    [Within]  Servilius.  help!    My  lord!  my  lord! 

Enter  Timon",  in  a  rage;  Fh\yny:ix:s  foliowing. 

Tim.  What,  are  my  doors  opposed  against  my  passage? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  must  my  house  81 

Be  my  retentive  enemy,  my  gaol? 
The  place  which  I  have  feasted,  does  it  now, 
Like  all  mankind,  show  me  an  iron  heart? 

L>i<-.  Sen.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit.  My  lord,  here  is  my  bill. 

L>ic.  Sere.   Here's  mine. 

Hor.  And  mine,  vay  lord. 

Both  Far.  &r».   And  ours,  mv  lord. 

Phi.  All  our  bills.  90 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  'em:  cleave  me  to  the  girdle. 

Luc.  Sen.  Alas,  my  lord, — 

Tim.  Cut  mv  heart  in  sums. 

Tit.  Mine,  fiftv  talents. 

Tim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Luc.  Sere.  Five  "thousand  crowns,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Five  thousand  drops  pays  that.     What  yours? — 
and  yours? 

First  Par.  Hen.  My  lord,— 

Sec.  Var.  Sen.   My  lord, — 

Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  upon  you!  100 

[Exit. 

Hor.  'Faith,  I  perceive  our  masters  may  throw  their 
caps  at  their  money:  these  debts  may  well  be  called  des- 
perate ones,  for  a  madman  owes  em."  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Timox  and  Flavius. 

Tim.  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me,  the  slaves. 
Creditors?  devils! 

Flat.  My  dear  lord, — 

Tim.  What  if  it  should  be  so? 

Flav.  My  lord,— 

Tim.  I'll  have  it  so.     My  steward! 

Flat.  Here,  my  lord.  110 

Tim.  So  fitly?    Go,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Lu  cull  us,  and  Sempronius: 
All,  sirrah,  all: 
I'll  once  more  feast  the  rascals. 

Flav.  O  my  lord, 

You  only  speak  from  your  distracted  soul; 
There  is"  not  so  much  left,  to  furnish  out 
A  moderate  table, 
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Tim.  Be't  not  in  thy  care;  go, 

1  charge  thee,  invite  them  all:  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more;  my  cook,  and  I'll  provide.  [Exeunt, 


Scene  V.     The  same.     The  Senate-house. 
The  Senate  sitting. 

First  Sen.  My  lord,  you  have  my  voice  to  it;  the  fault's 
Bloody;  'tis  necessary  he  should  die: 
Nothing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  mercy. 

Sec.  Sen.  Most  true;  the  law  shall  bruise  him. 

Enter  Alcibiades,  with  Attendants. 

Alcib.  Honour,  health,  and  compassion  to  the  senate! 

First  Sen.  Now,  captain? 

Alcib.  I  am  an  humble  suitor  to  your  virtues; 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law, 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly. 

It  pleases  time  and  fortune  to  lie  heavy  10 

Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood, 
Hath  stepp'd  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 
To  those  that,  without  heed,  do  plunge  into't. 
He  is  a  man,  setting  his  fate  aside, 
Of  comely  virtues: 

Nor  did  he  soil  the  fact  with  cowardice — 
An  honour  in  him  which  buys  out  his  fault — 
But  with  a  noble  fury  and  fair  spirit, 
Seeing  his  reputation  touch'd  to  death, 
He  did  oppose  his  foe:  20 

And  with  such  sober  and  unnoted  passion 
He  did  behave  his  anger,  ere  'twas  spent, 
As  if  he  had  but  proved  an  argument. 

First  Sen.  You  uudergo  too  strict  a  paradox, 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair: 
Your  words  have  took  such  pains  as  if  they  labour'd 
To  bring  manslaughter  into  form  and  set  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valour;  which  indeed 
Is  valour  misbegot  and  came  into  the  world 
When  sects  and  factions  were  newly  born :  30 

He's  truly  valiant  that  can  wisely  suffer 
The  worst  that  man  can  breathe,  and  make  his  wrongs 
His  outside?,  to  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  carelessh  . 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart. 
To  bring  it  into  dauger. 
II'  wrongs  be  evils  and  enforce  us  kill. 
What  folly  'tis  to  hazard  life  for  ill! 
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Alt*.  My  lord,— 

First  Sen.  You  cannot  make  gross  sins  look  clear: 

To  revenge  is  no  valour,  but  to  bear. 

Aldb.  5ly  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon  me,  40 

If  I  speak  like  a  captain. 

Wiiv  do  fond  men  expose  themselves  to  battle, 
And  not  endure  all  threats'  sleep  upon't, 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats, 
Without  repugnancy?  If  there  be 
Such  valour  in  the  bearing;  what  make  we 
Abroad?  why  then,  women  are  more  valiant 
That  stay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it. 
And  the  ass  more  captain  than  the  lion,  the  felon 
Loaden  with  irons  wiser  than  the  judge.  50 

It  wisdom  be  in  suffering.     O  my  lord*. 
As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good : 
Who  cannot  condemn  rashness  in  cold  blood? 
To  kill,  I  grant,  is  sin's  extremest  gu<t ; 
But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'tis  most  just. 
To  be  in  anger  is  impiety ; 
But  who  is  man  that  is  not  angry? 
Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 
Sen.  You  breathe  in  vain. 

Alclb.  In  vain!  his  service  done 

At  Lacedsmon  and  Byzantium  60 

Were  a  sufficient  briber  for  his  life. 

Pint  Sen.  What's  that? 

Aldb.  I  say,  my  lords,  he  has  done  fair  service. 
And  slain  in  fight  many  of  your  enemies: 
How  full  of  valour  did  he  bear  himself 
In  tiie  last  conflict,  and  made  plenteous  wounds! 

He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  'em; 
He's  a  sworn  rioter:  he  has  a  sin  that  often 
Drowns  him,  and  takes  his  valour  prisoner: 
If  there  were  no  foes,  that  were  enough  70 

To  overcome  him:  in  that  beastly  fury 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages, 
And  cherish  factions:  'tis  inferr'd  to  us. 
His  days  are  foul  and  his  drink  dangerous. 

First  Sin.  He  dies. 

Akib.  Hard  fate!  he  might  have  died  in  war. 
My  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him — 
Though  his  right  arm  might  purchase  his  own  time 
And  be  in  debt  to  none — yet.  more  to  move  you, 
Take  my  deserts  to  his.  and  join  'em  both: 
And.  for  I  know  your  reverend  ages  love  80 

Security,  I'll  pawn  my  victories,  all 
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My  honours  to  you,  upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life, 
Why,  let  the  war  receive't  in  valiant  gore; 
For  law  is  strict,  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

First  Sen.  We  are  for  law:  he  dies;  urge  it  no  more, 
On  height  of  our  displeasure:  friend  or  brother. 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood  that  spills  another. 

Alcib.  Must  it  be  so?  it  must  not  be.     My  lords, 
I  do  beseech  you,  know  me.  90 

Sec.  Sen.  How! 

Alcib.  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 

Third  Sen.  What! 

Alcib.  I  cannot  think  but  your  age  has  forgot  me; 
It  could  not  else  be,  I  should  prove  so  base, 
To  sue,  and  be  denied  such  common  grace: 
My  wounds  ache  at  you. 

First  Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  anger? 

'Tis  in  few  words,  but  spacious  in  effect ; 
We  banish  thee  for  ever. 

Alcib.  Banish  me! 

Banish  your  dotage;  banish  usury, 
That  makes  the  senate  ugly.  100 

First  Sen.  If,  after  two  days'  shine,  Athens  contain  thee. 
Attend  our  weightier  judgement.     And,  not  to  swell  our 

spirit, 
He  shall  be  executed  presently.  [Exeunt  Senator*. 

Alcib.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  old  enough ;  that  you  may 
live 
Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you! 
I'm  worse  than  mad :  I  have  kept  back  their  foes, 
While  they  have  told  their  money  and  let  out 
Their  coin  upon  large  interest,  I  myself 
Rich  only  in  large  hurts.     All  those  for  this? 
Is  this  the  balsam  that  the  usuring  senate  11C 

Pours  into  captains'  wounds?    Banishment! 
It  comes  not  ill;  I  hate  not  to  be  banish 'd; 
It  is  a  cause  worthy  my  spleen  and  fury, 
That  I  may  strike  at  Athens.     I'll  cheer  up 
My  discontented  troops,  and  lay  for  hearts. 
'Tis  honour  with  most  lands  to  be  at  odds; 
Soldiers  should  brook  as  little  wrongs  as  gods  [Exit. 
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Scene  VI.   The  Same.    Abanqueting-room  in  Timon's house. 

Jkfasic.      Tables  set  out:    Servants  athndiig.      Enter  Ultra 
Lords,  Senators  and  others,  at  metal  don*. 

First  L«rJ.  The  good  time  of  day  to  you,  sir. 

See,  Lord.  I  also  wish  it  to  you.  *  I  think  this  honourable 
lord  did  but  trv  us  this  other  day. 

First  Lord.  t*pon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring,  when  we 
encountered:  I  hope  it  is  not  so  low  with  him  as  he  made 
it  seem  in  the  trial  of  his  several  friends. 

Sec.  Lord.  It  should  not  be,  by  the  persuasion  of  his  new 
feasting.  9 

Fir."t  L<>rd.  I  should  think  so :  he  hath  sent  me  an  earnest 
inviting,  which  many  my  near  occasions  did  urge  me  to 
put  off;  but  he  hath  conjured  me  beyond  them,  and  I  must 
needs  appear. 

Sec.  Lord.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my  importu- 
nate business,  but  he  would  not  hear  my  excuse.  I  am 
sorry,  when  he  sent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my  provision  was 
out. 

First  Lord.  I  am  sick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  understand 
how  all  things  go.  20 

See  Lord.  Every  man  here's  so.  What  would  he  have 
borrowed  of  you? 

First  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces. 

Sec.  Lx>rd.  A  thousand  pieces! 

First  Lord.  What  of  you? 

JSec.  Lord.  He  sent  to  me,  sir, — Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Timox  and  Attendants. 

Tim.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen  both;  and  how  fare 
you  ? 

First  Lord.  Ever  at  the  best,  hearing  well  of  vour  lord- 
ship. 30 

Sec.  Lord.  The  swallow  follows  not  summer  more  will- 
ing than  we  your  lordship. 

Tim.  [Aside]  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  winter;  such 
summer-birds  are  men.  Gentlemen,  our  dinner  will  not 
recompense  this  lone  stay:  feast  your  ears  with  the  music 
awhile,  if  they  will  fare  so  harshly  o'  the  trumpet's  sound; 
we  shall  to't  presently. 

First  Lord.  I  hope  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  your 
lordship  that  I  returned  you  an  empty  messenger.        "   41 

Tim.  O,  sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

Sec.  Lord.  My  noble  lord, — 

Thn.  Ah,  my  good  friend,  what  cheer? 
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Sec  Lord.  My  most  honourable  lord,  I  am  e'en  sick  of 
shame,  that,  when  your  lordship  this  other  day  sent  to  uie, 
1  was  so  unfortunate  a  beggar. 

Tim.  Think  not  on't,  sir. 

See.  Lord.  If  you  had  sent  but  two  hours  before, —      51 

Tim.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance.  [The 
banquet  brought  iu.]     Come,  bring  in  all  together. 

Sec.  Lord.  All  covered  dishes! 

First  Lord.  Royal  cheer,  1  warrant  you. 

Third  Lord.  Doubt  not  that,  if  money  and  the  season  can 
yield  it. 

First  Lord.  How  do  you?  What's  the  news? 

1  hird  Lord.  Alcibiades  is  banished:  hear  you  of  it?     (il 

First  and  Sec  Lord.  Alcibiades  banished! 

j hird  Lord.  Tis  so,  be  sure  of  it. 

First  Lord.  How!  how! 

See.  Lord.  I  pray  you,  upon  what? 

Tim.  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near? 

Third  Lord.  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  noble 
feast  toward. 

See.  Lord.  This  is  the  old  man  still. 

Third  Lord.  Will*  hold?  will't  hold?  70 

See.  Lord.  It  does:  but  time  will — and  so — 

Third  Lord.  I  do  conceive. 

Tim.  Each  man  to  his  stool,  with  that  spur  as  he  would 
to  the  lip  of  Ins  mistress:  your  diet  shall  be  in  all  places 
alike.  Make  not  a  city  feast  of  it,  to  let  the  meat  cool  ere 
we  can  agree  upon  the  first  place:  sit,  sit.  The  <:<>(\< 
require  our  thanks. 

You  great  benefactors,  sprinkle  our  society  with  thank- 
fulness. For  your  own  gifts,  make  yourselves  praised  :  but 
reserve  still  to  give,  lest  your  deities  be  despised.  Lend  to 
each  man  enough,  that  one  need  not  lend  to  another;  for. 
were  your  godheads  to  borrow  of  men.  men  would  forsake 
the  gods.  Make  the  meat  be  beloved  more  than  the  man 
that  gives  it.  Let  no  assembly  of  twenty  be  without  a 
score  of  villains:  if  there  sit  twelve  women  at  the  table,  let . 
a  dozen  of  them  be — as  they  are.  fThe  rest  of  your  lees, 
O  gods — the  senators  of  Athens,  together  with  the  common 
lag  of  people — what  is  amiss  in  them,  you  gods,  make  suit  - 
able  for  destruction.  For  these  my  present  friends,  as  they 
are  to  me  nothing,  so  in  nothing  bless  them,  and  to  nothing, 
are  they  welcome.     " 

Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap. 

[The  dishes  are  uneoa  red  and  m.  n  /<>  Ik  fuUofvwrm  iraUr. 
'ibme  speak.  What  does  his  lordship  mean? 
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8om*  "tin  r.   I  know  not. 

Ton.  May  you  a  better  feast  never  behold, 
You  knot  of  mouth  friends!  smoke  and  luke-warm  water 
Is  your  perfection.     This  is  Timon's  last;  100 

Who.  «tuck  and  spangled  with  your  flatteries, 
Washes  it  off.  and  sprinkles  in  your  faces 
Your  reeking  villany. 

[Throwing  the  \mter  in  their  faces. 
Live  loathed  and  long, 
Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites, 
Courteous  destroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bears. 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time's  flies, 
Cap  and  knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks! 
Of  man  and  beast  the  infinite  malady 
Crust  you  quite  o'er!     What,  dost  thou  go? 
Soft!  take  thy  physic  first — thou  too — and  thou; —         110 
Stay.  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. 

[Throws  tke  dishes  at  them,  and  drives  them  out. 
What,  all  in  motion?     Henceforth  be  no  feast. 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  guest. 
Burn,  house!  sink,  Athens!  henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon  man  and  all  humanity!  [Brit. 

Re-enter  the  Lords,  Senators,  d-c. 

Firxt  L>rd.  How  now,  my  lords! 

Sec.  Lord.  Know  yen  the  quality  of  lord  Timon's  fury! 

Third  Lord.  Push!  did  you  see  my  cap? 

Fourth  Lord.  I  have  lost  my  gown.  120 

First  Lard.  He's  but  ■  mad 'lord,  and  nought  but  humour 
sways  him.  He  gave  me  a  jewel  th'  other  day,  and  now  he 
lias  heat  it  out  of  my  hat:  did  you  see  my  jewel? 

Third  Lord.  Did  you  see  my  cap? 
Lord.  Here  'tis. 

Fourth  Ford.   Here  lies  my  gown. 

First  Lord.  Let's  make  no  stay. 

Sec.  Lord.  Lord  Timon's  mad. 

Third  Lord.  1  feel't  upon  my  bones.  130 

Fourth  Lord,  One  day  he  gives  us  diamonds,  next  day 
stones.  [EreHvt. 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.      Without  the  trails  of  Athens. 
Enter  Timox. 

Tim.  Let  me  look  back  upon  thee.     O  thou  wall, 
That  girdlest  in  those  wolves,  dive  in  the  earth, 
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And  fence  not  Athens!     Matrons,  turn  incontinent! 

Obedience  fail  in  children!  slaves  and  fools, 

Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  senate  from  the  bench, 

And  minister  in  their  steads!  to  general  filths 

Convert  o'  the  instant,  green  virginity, 

Do't  in  your  parents'  eyes!  bankrupts,  hold  fast; 

Rather  than  render  back,  out  with  your  knives, 

And  cut  your  trusters'  throats!  bound  servants,  steal! 

Large-handed  robbers  your  grave  masters  are,  11 

And  pill  by  iaw.     Maid,  to  thy  master's  bed; 

Thy  mistress  is  o'  the  brothel!     Son  of  sixteen, 

Pluck  the  lined  crutch  from  thy  old  limping  sire, 

With  it  beat  out  his  brains!    Piety,  and  fear, 

Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  justice,  truth, 

Domestic  awe,  night-rest,  and  neighborhood, 

Instruction,  manners,  mysteries,  and  trades, 

Degrees,  observances,  customs,  and  laws, 

Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries,  2C 

And  let  confusion  live!     Plagues,  incident  to  men, 

Your  potent  and  infectious  fevers  heap 

On  Athens,  ripe  for  stroke!    Thou  cold  sciatica, 

Cripple  our  senators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 

As  lamely  as  their  manners!     Lust  and  liberty 

Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth, 

That  'gainst  the  stream  of  virtue  they  may  strive, 

And  drown  themselves  in  riot!     Itches,  blains, 

Sow  all  the  Athenian  bosoms;  and  their  crop 

Be  general  leprosy!     Breath  infect  breath,  30 

That  their  society,  as  their  friendship,  may 

Be  merely  poison !     Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee, 

But  nakedness,  thou  detestable  town! 

Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  bans! 

Timon  will  to  the  woods;  where  he  shall  find 

The  unkindest  beast  more  kinder  than  mankind. 

The  gods  confound — hear  me,  you  good  gods  all — 

The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall! 

And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 

To  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  high  and  low!  4?1 

Amen.  [Exit. 


Scene  II.     Athens.     A  room  in  Timon's  house. 

Enter  Flavius,  with  two  or  three  Servants. 

First  Sen.  Hear  you,  master  steward,  Where's  our  mas- 
ter? 
Are  we  undone?  cast  off?  nothing  remaining? 


J 
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Flat.  Alack,  my  fellows,  what  should  I  say  to  you? 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

Firtt  Sere.  Such  a  house  broke! 

So  nohle  a  master  fall'n!     All  gone!  and  not 
One  friend  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm, 
And  go  along  with  him! 

Sec.  Strc.  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

From  our  companion  thrown  into  his  grave. 
So  his  familiars  to  his  biiried  fortunes  10 

Slink  all  away,  leave  their  false  vows  with  him, 
Like  empty  purses  piek'd ;  and  his  poor  self, 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 
With  his  disease  of  all  shunn'd  poverty. 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone.     More  of  our  fellows. 

Enter  other  Servants. 

Flav.  All  broken  implements  of  a  ruin'd  house. 
Third  Serv.  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon's  livery; 
That  see  I  by  our  faces;  we  are  fellows  still, 
Serving  alike  in  sorrow:  leak'd  is  our  bark. 
And  we,  poor  mates,  stand  on  the  dying  deck,  20 

Hearing  the  surges  threat:  we  must  all  part 
Into  this  sea  of  air. 

Good  fellows  all, 
The  latest  of  my  wealth  I'll  share  amongst  you. 
Wherever  we  shall  meet,  for  Timon's  sake, 
Let's  yet  be  fellows;  let's  shake  our  heads,  and  say, 
As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  master's  fortunes, 
'■  We  have  seen  better  days."     Let  each  take  some; 
Nay.  put  out  all  your  hands.     Not  one  word  more: 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  sorrow,  parting  poor. 

[s  rr,t,,ti  ( mbnta .  and  ptirt  tmeral  way*. 
O.  the  fierce  wretchedness  that  glory  brings  us!  30 

Who  would  not  wish  to  l>e  from  wealth  exempt, 
Since  riches  point  to  misery  and  contempt".' 
Who  would  be  so  mock'd  with  glory?  or  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship? 
To  have  his  pomp  and  all  what  state  compounds 
But  only  painted,  like  his  varnish'd  friends? 
Poor  honest  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart, 
Undone  by  goodness!     Strange,  unusual  blood, 
When  man's  worst  sin  is,  he  does  too  much  good  ! 
Who,  then,  dares  to  be  half  so  kind  again !  40 

For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  still  mar  men. 
My  dearest  lord,  bless'd,  to  be  most  accursed, 
Rich,  only  to  be  wretched,  thy  great  fortunes 
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Arc  made  thy  chief  afflictions.     Alas,  kind  lord! 

He's  flung  in  rage  from  this,  ingrateful  seat 

Of  monstrous  friends,  nor  has  he  with  him  to 

Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it. 

I'll  follow  and  inquire  him  out: 

I'll  ever  serve  his  mind  with  my  best  will; 

Whilst  I  have  gold,  I'll  he  his  steward  still.  [Exit.     50 


Scene  III.     Woods  and  cave,  near  the  sea-shore. 
Enter  Timon,  from  the  cave. 

Tim.  O  blessed  breeding  sun,  draw  from  the  earth 
Rotten  humidity;  below  thy  sister's  orb 
Infect  the  air!    Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, 
Whose  procreation,  residence,  and  birth, 
Scarce  is  dividant,  touch  them  with  several  fortunes; 
The  greater  scorns  the  lesser:  not  nature, 
To  whom  all  sores  lay  siege,  can  bear  great  fortune, 
But  by  contempt  of  nature. 
Raise  me  this  beggar,  and  deny't  that  lord; 
The  senator  shall  bear  contempt  hereditary,  10 

The  beggar  native  honour. 
It  is  the  pasture  lards  the  rother's  sides. 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean.     Who  dares,  who  dares, 
In  purity  of  manhood  stand  upright, 
And  say  "  This  man's  n  flatterer"?  if  one  be, 
So  are  they  all;  for  ever}'  grise  of  fortune 
Is  smooth d  by  that  below:  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  all  is  oblique, 
There's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures, 
But  direct  villainy.     Therefore,  be  abhorr'd  20 

All  feasts,  societies,  and  Huongs  of  men! 
His  semblable,  yea,  himself,  Timou  disdains: 
Destruction  fang  mankind!     Earth,  yield  me  roots! 

[Digging. 
Who  seeks  for  better  of  thee,  sauce  his  palate 
With  thy  most  operant  poison]     What  is  here? 
Gold?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold?    No,  gods, 
I  am  no  idle  votarist:  roots,  yon  clear  heavens! 
Thus  much  of  this  will  make  black  white,  foul  fair, 
Wrong  right,  base  noble,  old  young,  coward  valiant. 
Ha,  you  gods!  why  this?  what  this,  ye  gods?  Why,  this  30 
Will  lug  your  priests  and  servants  from  your  sides. 
Pluck  stout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads. 
This  yellow  slave 
Will  knit  and  break  religions,  bless  the  accursed, 
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Make  the  hoar  leprosy  adored,  place  thieves 

And  give  them  title,  knee  and  approbation 

With  senators  on  the  bench:  this  is  it 

That  makes  the  wappen'd  widow  wed  again; 

She.  whom  the  spital-hou^e  aud  ulcerous  sores 

Would  cast  the  gorge  at,  th's  embalms  and  spices  40 

To  the  April  day  again.     Come,  damned  earth. 

Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  put'st  odds 

Among  the  rout  of  nations.  I  will  make  thee 

Do  thy  right   nature.     [March  afar  off.]     Ha:   a  drum? 

Thourt  quick. 
But  yet  I'll  bury  thee:  thou'lt  go.  strong  thief, 
When  gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  stand. 
Nay.  stay  thou  out  for  earnest.  [Keeping  mmc  gold. 

Enter  Alcibiades.  with  oVmn  aoJff'.  in  warlike  «/" 

PHRYMA  Hi''!  TlMANDRA. 

Akib.   What  art  thou  there":  speak. 

Tint.  A  beast,  as  thou  art.     The  canker  gnaw  thy  heart. 
For  showing  me  again  the  eyes  of  man!  50 

Alcib.  What  is  thy  name":     Is  man  so  hateful  to  thee, 
That  art  thyself  a  man? 

Tien.  I  am  Misanthropos.  and  hate  mankind. 
For  thy  part.  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  something. 

Alcib.  ""  I  know  thee  well; 

But  in  thy  fortunes  am  uulearn'd  and  strange. 

Tim.  I  know  thee  too;  and  more  than  that  I  know  thee, 
I  not  desire  to  know.     Follow  thy  drum; 
With  man's  blood  paint  the  ground,  gules,  gules: 
Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel;  60 

Then  what  should  war  be?    This  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  destruction  than  thy  sword, 
For  all  her  cherubin  look. 

Phry.  Thy  lips  rot  off! 

Tien.  I  will  not  kiss  thee:  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 

Akib.  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change? 

Tim.  As  the  moon  does,  by  wauting  light  to  give: 
But  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  moon; 
There  were  no  suns  to  borrow  of. 

Akib.  Noble  Timon, 

What  friendship  may  I  do  thee? 

Tim.  None,  but  to  7G 

Maintain  mv  opiuiou. 

Aldb.  What  is  it.  Timou? 

Promise  mo  friendship,  but  perform  none: 
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if  thou  wilt  not  promise,  the  gods  plague  thee,  for  thou  art 
a  man!  if  thou  dost  perform,  confound  thee,  for  thou  art  a 
man ! 

Alcib.  I  have  heard  in  some  sort  of  thy  miseries. 

Tim.  Thou  saw'st  them,  when  I  had  prosperity. 

Alcib.   I  see  them  now;  then  was  a  blessed  time. 

Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  harlots. 

Timan.  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion,  whom  the  world 
Voiced  so  regardfully?  8i 

Tim.  Art  thou  Timandra? 

Timan.  Yes. 

Tim.  Be  a  whore  still:  they  love  thee  not  that  use  thee; 
Give  them  diseases,  leaving  with  thee  their  lust. 
Make  use  of  thy  salt  hours :  season  the  slaves 
For  tubs  and  baths;  bring  down  rose-cheeked  youth 
To  the  tub-fast  and  the  diet. 

Timan.  Hang  thee,  monster! 

Alcib.  Pardon  him,  sweet  Timandra;  for  his  wits 
Are  drown'd  and  lost  in  his  calamities. 
I  have  but  little  gold  of  late,  brave  Timon,  90 

The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  penurious  band:  I  have  heard,  and  grieved, 
How  cursed  Athens,  mindless  of  thy  worth, 
Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour  states, 
But  for  thy  sword  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them, — 
•  Tim.  I  prithee,  beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 

Alcib.  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon. 

Tim.  How  dost  thou  pity  him  whom  thou  dost  trouble? 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alcib.  Why,  fare  thee  well : 

Here  is  some  gold  for  thee. 

Tim.  Keep  it,  I  cannot  eat  it.  100 

Alcib.  When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap, — 
Tim.  Warr'st  thou  'gainst  Athens? 

Alcib.  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  cause. 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  in  thy  conquest; 
And  thee  after,  when  thou  hast  conquer'd! 

Alcib.  Why  me,  Timon? 

Tim.  That,  by  killing  of  villains, 

Thou  wast  born  to  conquer  my  country. 
Put  up  thy  gold:  go  on, — here's  gold, — go  on; 
Be  as  a  planetary  plague,  when  Jove 
Will  o'er  some  high-viced  city  hang  his  poison 
In  the  sick  air:  let  not  thy  sword  skip  one:  110 

Pity  not  honour'd  age  for  his  white  beard; 
He  is  an  usurer:  strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron; 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honest, 
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Herself*  a  bawd:  let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Make  soft  thy  trenchant  sword;  for  those  milk-paps, 
That  through  the  window-bars  bore  at  men's  eyes, 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ. 
But  set  them  down  horrible  traitors:  spare  not  the  bal>e. 
Whose  dimpled  >miles  from  fool?  exhaust  their  mercy; 
Think  it  a  bastard,  whom  the  oracle  120 

Hath  doubtfully  pronounced  thy  throat  shall  cut. 
And  mince  it  sans  remorse:  swear  against  objects: 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears  and  on  thine  eyes; 
"Whose  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor  babes, 
Nor  sijrht  of  priests  in  holy  vestments  bleeding. 
Shall  pierce  a  jot.     There's  gold  to  pay  thy  soldier- : 
Make  large  confusion:  and,  thy  fury  spent. 
Confounded  be  thyself     Speak  not.  be  gone. 
AkSb.  Hast  thou  gold  yet?  I'll  take  the  gold  thou  givest 
me, 
Not  all  thy  counsel.  130 

Tim.  Dost  thou,  or  dost  thou  not,  heaven's  curse  upon 

thee! 
Phr.  and  Timan.  Give  us  some  gold,  good  Timou:  bast 

thou  more V 
Tint.  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forswear  her  trade, 
•(■And  to  make  whores,  a  bawd.     Hold  up.  you  sluts. 
Your  aprons  mouutant:  you  are  not  oathable. — 
Although,  I  know,  you'll  swear,  terribly  swear 
Into  strong  shudders  and  to  heaven  agues 
The  immortal  gods  that  hear  you. — spare  your  oath-, 
I'll  trust  to  your  conditions:  be  whores  still; 
And  he  whose  pious  breath  seeks  to  convert  you,  140 

Be  .strong  in  whore;  allure  him,  burn  him  up; 
Let  your  close  fire  predominate  his  smoke. 
And"  be  no  turncoats:  yet  may  your  pains,  six  mouths, 
Be  quite  contrary:  and  thatch  your  poor  thin  roofs 
With  burthens  of  the  dead;— some  that  were  haug'd, 
No  matter: — wear  them,  betray  with  them:  whore  still; 
Paint  till  a  horse  may  mire  upon  your  face. 
A  pox  of  wrinkles! 

Phr.  and  Tinian.   Well,  more  gold:  what  then? 
Believe't,  that  we'll  do  any  thing  for  gold.  150 

Tim.  Consumptions  sow- 
In  hollow  bones  of  man ;  strike  their  sharp  shins, 
And  mar  men's  spurring.     Crack  the  lawyer's  voice. 
That  he  may  never  more  false  title  plead. 
Xor  sound  ins  quillets  shrilly:  hoar  the  flameu, 
That  scold>  against  the  quality  of  rle>h. 
And  not  believes  himself:  dowu  with  the  nose, 
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Down  with  it  flat:  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him  that,  his  particular  to  foresee, 
Smells  from  the  general   weal :    make  cuiTd-pate  ruffians 
bald;  -         160 

And  let  the  unscarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  some  pain  from  you:  plague  all: 
That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 
The  source  of  all  erection.     There's  more  gold :  V 

Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you, 
And  ditches  grave  you  all! 

Phr.  and  Timan.  More  counsel  with  more  money,  boun- 
teous Timon. 

Tim .  More  whore,  more  mischief  first ;  I  have  given  you 
earnest. 

Alcib.  Strike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens!   Farewell, 
Timon : 
If  I  thrive  well,  Til  visit  thee  again.  170 

Tim.  If  I  hope  well,  I'll  never  see  thee  more. 

Alcib.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 

Tim.  Yes,  thou  spokest  well  of  me. 

Alcib.  Call'st  thou  that  harm  ? 

Tim.  Men  daily  find  it.     Get  thee  away,  and  take 
Thy  beagles  with  thee. 

Alcib.  We  but  offend  him.     Strike! 

[Brum  beat*.     Exeunt  Alcibiades,  Phrgnin, 
and  Timamhii. 

Tim.  That  nature,  being  sick  of  man's  unkindness, 
Should  yet  be  hungry !  Common  mother,  thou,     [Digging. 
Whose  womb  unmeasurable,  and  infinite  breast, 
Teems,  and  feeds  all ;  whose  self-same  mettle, 
Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  puff'd, 
Engenders  the  black  toad  and  adder  blue, 
The  gilded  newt  and  eyeless  venom'd  worm, 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crisp  heaven 
Whereon  Hyperion's  quickening  fire  doth  shine ; 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  sons  doth  hate, 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bosom,  one  poor  root! 
Eusear  thy  fertile  and  conceptions  womb, 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingratef  ul  man ! 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears ; 
Teem  with  new  monsters,  whom  thy  upward  face  VJ( 

Hath  to  the  marbled  mansion  all  above 
Never  presented! — O,  a  root, — dear  thanks! — 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas; 
Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorish  draughts 
And  morsels  unctuous,  greases  his  pure  miud, 
That  from  it  all  consideration  slips! 
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L'ute r  Apemantis. 

More  man?  plague,  plague! 

Apem.  I  was  directed  hither:  nieu  report 
Thou  dost  affect  nvy  manners,  and  dost  use  them. 

Tim.  Tis,  then,  because  thou  dost  not  keep  a  dog,     200 
"Whom  I  would  imitate:  consumption  catch  theel 

Apt  id.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  infected; 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy  sprung 
From  change  of  fortune.     Why  this  spade?  this  place? 
This  slave-like  habit?  and  these  looks  of  care? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie  soft; 
Hug  their  diseased  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.     Shame  not  these  woods, 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive  210 

By  that  which  has  undone  thee:  hinge  thy  knee, 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'Tt  observe. 
Blow  off  thy  cap:  pause  his  most  vicious  strain, 
And  call  it  excellent:  thou  wast  told  thus; 
Thou  gavest  thine  ears  like  tapsters  that  bid  welcome 
To  knaves  and  all  approachers:  'tis  most  just 
That  thou  turn  rascal;  hadst  thou  wealth  again, 
Rascals  should  havet.     Do  not  assume  my  likeness. 

Tim.  Were  I  like  thee,  I*ld  throw  away  myself. 

Aptm,  Thou  hast  cast  away  thyself,  being  like  thyself: 
A  madman  so  long,  now  a  fool.     What,  think'st  SSI 

That  the  bleak  air.  thy  boisterous  chamberlain, 
Will  put  thy  shirt  on  warm?  will  these  moss'd  trees. 
That  have  outlived  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels. 
And  skip  where  thou  point'st  out?  will  the  cold  brook, 
Candied  with  ice.  caudle  thy  morning  taste. 
To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  surfeit?  Call  the  creatures 
Whose  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  spite 
Of  wreakful  heaven,  whose  bare  unhoused  trunks, 
To  the  conflicting  elements  exposed.  230 

Answere  mere  nature;  bid  them  flatter  thee; 
O,  thou  shalt  find — 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee :  depart. 

Ape m.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 

Tim.  I  hate  thee  worse. 

Aixm.  Why? 

Tim.  '    Thou  flatter\t  misery. 

.  1/f  m.   1  flatter  not:  but  say  thou  art  a  caitiff. 

Tim.  Why  uo^t  thou  seek  roe  out? 

Apfm.  To  vex  thee. 
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Tim.  Always  a  villain's  office  or  a  fool's. 
Dost  please  thyself  in't? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  What:  a  knave  too? 

Apem.  If  thou  didst  put  this  sour-cold  habit  on 
To  castigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well:  but  thou  240 

Dost  it  enforcedly;  thou'ldst  courtier  be  agaiu, 
Wert  thou  not  beggar.     Willing  misery 
Outlives  incertain  pomp,  is  crowu'd  before: 
The  one  is  filling  still,  never  complete; 
The  other,  at  high  wish:   best  state,  contentless, 
Hath  a  distracted  and  most  wretched  being, 
Worse  than  the  worst,  content. 
Thou  shouldst  desire  to  die,  being  miserable. 

Tim.  Not  by  this  breath  that  is  more  miserable. 
Thou  art  a  slave,  whom  Fortune's  tender  arm  250 

With  favour  never  clasp'd ;  but  bred  a  dog. 
Hadst  thou,  like  us  from  our  first  swath,  proceeded 
The  sweet  degrees  that  this  brief  World  affords 
To  such  as  may  the  passive  drugs  of  it 
Freely  command,  thou  wouldst  have  plunged  thyself 
In  general  riot;  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  different  beds  of  lust;  and  never  learn'd 
The  icy  precepts  of  respect,  but  follow'd 
The  sugar'd  game  before  thee.     But  myself, 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary,  260 

The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes  aud  hearts  of  men 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment, 
That  numberless  upon  me  stuck  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak,  have  with  one  winter's  brush 
Fell  from  their  boughs  and  left  me  open,  bare 
For  every  storm  that  blows:  I,  to  bear  this, 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  burden: 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  sufferance,  time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.     Why  shouldst  thou  hate  men? 
They  never  flatter'd  thee :  what  hast  thou  given?  270 

If  thou  wilt  curse,  thy  father,  that  poor  rag, 
Must  be  thy  subject,  who  in  spite  put  stuff 
To  some  she  beggar  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  rogue  hereditary.     Hence,  be  gone! 
If  thou  hadst  not  been  born  the  worst  of  men, 
Thou  hadst  been  a  knave  and  flatterer. 

Apem.  Art  thou  proud  yet  * 

Tim.  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Apem.   *  I,  that  I  was 

No  prodigal. 

Tim.  I,  that  I  am  one  now: 
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"Were  all  the  wealth  I  have  shut  up  in  thee, 

1*1*1  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.     Get  thee  gone.  280 

That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this! 

Thus  would  I  eat  it.  [Eating  a  root. 

An  Here,  I  will  mend  thy  feast. 

[Offering  him  a  not 

Tun.  First  mend  mv  company,  take  away  thyself. 

Apem.  So  I  shall  mend  mine  "own.  by  the  lack  of  thine. 

Tim.  'Tis  not  well  mended  so,  it  is  but  botch'd; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem.   What  wouldst  thou  have  to  Athens? 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  whirlwind.     If  thou  wilt, 
Tell  them  there  I  have  gold;  look,  so  I  have. 

Apem.  Here  is  no  use  for  gold. 

Tim.  The  best  and  truest;     290 

For  here  it  sleeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Apem.  Where  liest  o'  nights,  Timon? 

Tim.  Under  that's  above  me. 

Where  feed'st  thou  o'  days,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Where  my  stomach  finds  meat;  or,  rather,  where 
I  eat  it. 

Tim.  Would  poison  were  obedient  and  knew  my  mind: 

A}>em.  Where  wouldst  thou  send  it? 

Tim.  To  sauce  thy  dishes.  299 

■  .  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  knewest,  but 
the  extremity  of  both  ends:  when  thou  wast  in  thy  gilt 
and  thy  perfume  they  mocked  thee  for  too  much  curiosity ; 
in  thy  rags  thou  knowest  none,  but  art  despised  for  the 
contrary.     There's  a  medlar  for  thee,  eat  it. 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate  I  feed  not. 

Ap-  ni.   Dost  hate  a  medlar? 

Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Apem.  Au  thou  hadst  hated  meddlers  sooner,  thou 
shouldst  have  loved  thyself  better  now.  What  man  didst 
thou  ever  know  uuthrift  that  was  beloved  after  his  means? 
Ton.  Who.  without  those  means  thou  talkest  of,  didst 

iou  ever  know  beloved? 

Apem.  Myself. 

Tim.  I  understand  thee;  thou  hadst  some  means  to  keep 

dog. 

Apem.  What  things   in   the   world  canst  tbou  nearest 
compare  to  thy  flatterers?  319 

Tim.  Women  nearest;    but   men,  men   are  the    things 

lemselves.     What  wouldst  thou  do  with  the  world,  Apr 

tantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power? 
Apt  m.   Give  it  the  beasts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 
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Tim.  Wouldst  thou  have  thyself  full  in  the  confusion  of 
meu,  and  remain  a  beast  with  the  beasts? 

Apem.  Ay,  Timon. 

Tim.  A  beastly  ambition,  which  the  gods  grant  thee  t' 
attain  to!  If  thou  wert  the  lion,  the  fox  would  beguile 
thee:  if  thou  wert  the  lamb,  the  fox  would  eat  thee:  if 
thou  wert  the  fox,  *he  lion  would  suspect  thee,  when  per 
adventure  thou  wert  accused  by  the  ass:  if  thou  wert  the 
ass,  thy  dulness  would  torment  thee,  and  still  thou  livedst 
but  as  a  breakfast  to  the  wolf:  if  thou  wert  the  wolf,  thy 
greediness  would  afflict  thee,  and  oft  thou  shouldst  iiazaid 
thy  life  for  thy  dinner:  wert  Ihcu  the  unicorn,  pride  and 
wrath  would  confound  thee  and  make  thine  own  self  the 
conquest  of  thy  fury :  wert  thou  a  bear,  thou  wouldst  te 
killed  by  the  horse,  wert  thou  a  horse,  thou  wouldst  be 
seized  by  the  leopard:  wert  thou  a  leopard,  thou  wert 
german  to  the  lion  and  the  spots  of  thy  kindred  were 
jurors  on  thy  life:  all  thy  safety  were  remotion  and  thy 
defence  absence.  What  beast  couldst  thou  be,  that  were 
not  subject  to  a  beast?  and  what  beast  art  thou  already, 
that  seest  not  thy  loss  in  transformation!  849 

Apem.  If  thou  couldst  please  me  with  speaking  to  me, 
thou  mightst  have  hit  upon  it  here:  the  commonwealth  of 
Athens  is  become  a  forest  of  beasts. 

Tim.  How  has  the  ass  broke  the  wall,  that  thou  art  out 
of  the  city? 

Apem.  Yonder  comes  a  poet  and  a  painter:  the  plague 
of  company  light  upon  thee!  I  will  fear  to  catch  it  and 
give  way:  when  I  know  not  what  else  to  do,  I'll  see  thee 
again.  359 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee,  thou  shalt 
be  welcome.  I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's  dog  than  Ape- 
mantus. 

Apem.  Thou  art  the  cap  of  all  the  fools  alive. 

Tim.  Would  thou  wert  clean  enough  to  spit  upon! 

Apem.  A  plague  on  thee!  thou  art  too  bad  to  curse. 

Tim.  All  villains  that  do  stand  by  thee  are  pure. 

Apem.  There  is  no  leprosy  but  what  thou  speak'st. 

Tim.  If  I  name  thee. 
I'll  beat  thee,  but  I  should  infect  my  hands. 

Apem.  I  would  my  tongue  could  rot  them  off! 

Tim.  Away,  thou  issue  of  a  mangy  dog!  oTl 

Choler  does  kill  me  that  thou  art  alive; 
I  swound  to  see  thee. 

Apem.  Would  thou  wouldst  burst! 

Tim-  Awav. 
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Tliou  tedious  rogue !  I  am  sorry  I  shall  lose 

A  stone  by  thee.  [Throics  m  stout  at  him. 

Apem.  Beast ! 

Tim.  Slave! 

Af**.  Toad! 

Tim.  Rogue,  rogue,  rogue! 

I  ara  sick  of  this  false  world,  and  will  love  nought 
But  even  the  mere  necessities  upon't. 
Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave: 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  the  sea" may  beat 
Tliv  gravestone  daily:  make  thine  epitaph,  380 

That  "death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 
[To  the  gold]  O  thou  sweet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 
Twist  natural  son  and  sire!     Thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Hymen's  purest  bed!  thou  valiant  Mars! 
Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  loved  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 
That  lies  on  Dian's  lap!  thou  visible  god, 
That  solder'st  close  impossibilities. 
And  makest  them  kiss!  that  speak'st  with  every  tongue, 
To  every  purpose !  O  thou  touch  of  hearts !  390 

Think,  thy  slave  man  rebels,  and  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 
May  have  the  world  iu  empire! 

AjKin.  Would  'twere  so! 

But  not  till  I  am  dead.     I'll  say  thou'st  gold: 
Thou  will  Ik?  throug'd  to  shortly. 

7  ///).  "Throng'dto! 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back.  I  prithee. 

Awm.  Live,  and  love  thy  misery. 

Tim.  Long  live  so,  and  so  die.    [Exit  Aj/emantu*.]    I  am 
quit. 
Moe  things  like  men  I     Eat.  Timon,  and  abhor  them. 

Banditti. 

First  Ri a.  Where  should  he  have  this  gold?  It  is  some 
poor  fragment,  some  slender  ort  of  his  remainder:  the 
mere  want  of  gold,  and  the  falling-from  of  his  friends, 
drove  him  into  this  melancholy. 

Boh.  It  is  noised  he  hath  a  mass  of  treasure. 

Third  Ru,.  Let  us  make  the  assay  upon  him:  if  he  care 
not  for't,  he  will  supply  us  easily;  if  he  covetously  reserve 
it.  how  shall's  get  it? 

Bnn.  True:  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him,  'tis  hid. 

tint  Ban.  Is  not  this  he?  410 

Banditti.  Where? 
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See.  Ban.  'Tis  his  description. 

Third  Ban.  He;  I  know  him. 

Banditti.  Save  thee,  Timon. 

Tim.   Now.  thieves? 

Banditti.   Soldiers,  not  thieves. 

Tim.  Both  too;  and  women's  sons. 

Banditti.  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men    that  much  do 
want. 

Tim.  Your  greatest  want  is,  jou  want  much  of  meat. 
Why  should  you  want?     Behold,  the  earth  hath  roots;  420 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  a  hundred  springs; 
The  oaks  bear  mast,  the  briars  scarlet  hips; 
The  bounteous  housewife,  nature,  on  each  bush 
Lays  her  full  mess  before  you.     Want?  why  want? 

First  Ban.  We  cannot  live  on  grass,  on  berries,  water, 
As  beasts  and  birds  and  fishes. 

Tim.  Nor  on  the  beasts  themselves,  the  birds,  and  fishes; 
You  must  eat  men.     Yet  thanks  I  must  you  con 
That  you  are  thieves  profess'd,  that  you  work  not 
In  holier  shapes:  for  there  is  boundless  theft  430 

In  limited  professions.      Rascal  thieves, 
Here's  gold.     Go,  suck  the  subtle  blood  o'  the  grape, 
Till  the  high  fever  seethe  your  blood  to  froth, 
And  so  'scape  hanging:  trust  not  the  physician; 
His  antidotes  are  poison,  and  he  slays 
Moe  than  you  rob:  take  wealth  and  lives  together; 
Do  villany,  do,  since  you  protest  to  do't, 
Like  workmen.     I'll  example  you  with  thievery: 
The  sun's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 
Bobs  the  vast  sea;  the  moon's  an  arrant  thief,  440 

And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  from  the  sun: 
The  sea's  a  thief,  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 
The  moou  into  salt  tears:  the  earth's  a  thief, 
That  feeds  and  breathes  by  a  composture  stolen 
From  general  excrement:  each  thing's  a  thief: 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 
Have  uncheck'd  theft.     Love  not  yourselves:  away. 
Bob  one  another.     There's  more  gold.     Cut  throats: 
All  that  you  meet  are  thieves:  to  Athens  go, 
Break  open  shops;  nothing  can  you  steal,  400 

But  thieves  do  lose  it:  steal  no  less  for  this 
I  give  you;  and  gold  confound  you  howsoe'er! 
Amen. 

Third  Ban.  Has  almost  charmed  me  from  my  profession, 
by  persuading  me  to  it. 

First  Ban.  'Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind  that  he  thus 
advises  us;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  mystery. 


kCKffl  in]  TIMoX  Of  ATHENS.  120 

See.  Bam.  I'll  believe  him  as  an  enemy,  and  give  over  my 
trade.  460 

First  Ban.  let  us  first  sec  peace  in  Athens:    there  is  no 
time  so  miserable  but  a  man  ::.ay  be  true. 

[Exeunt  Rinditti. 
Enttr  Fi.AAirs. 

Fiar.  O  you  gods! 
Is  yond  despised  and  ruinous  man  my  lord! 

Full  of  decay  and  failing?     O  monument 

And  wonder  of  good  deeds  evilly  bestow  d! 

"What  an  alteration  of  houour 

Has  desperate  want  made: 

What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth  than  friends  470 

Who  can  bring  noblest  minds  to  basest  ends! 

How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guise, 

When  man  was  wished  to  love  his  enemies: 

Grant  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 

Those  that  "would  mischief  me  than  those  that  do! 

Has  caught  me  in  his  eye:  I  will  present 

My  honest  grief  unto  him:  and.  as  my  lord, 

Still  serve  him  with  my  life.     My  dearest  master: 

Tim.  Away:  what  art  thou? 

Flac.  Have  you  forgot  me,  sir? 

Tim.  Why  dost  ask  that?  I  have  forgot  all  men;        480 
Then,  if  thou  granl'st  thou'rt  a  man,  I  have  forgot  thee. 

Flue.  An  honest  poor  servant  of  yours. 

Tim.  Then  I  know  thee  not: 
I  never  had  honest  man  about  me,  I;  all 
I  kept  were  knaves,  to  serve  in  meat  to  villains. 

Plat.  The  gods  are  witness. 
Ne'er  did  poor  steward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord  than  mine  eyes  for  you. 

Tim.     What,  do*t  thou  weep?     Come  nearer.     Then  I 
love  thee, 
Because  thou  art  a  woman,  and  disclaim'.-t  490 

Flinty  mankind;  whose  eyes  do  never  give 
But  through  lust  and  laughter.     Pity's  sleeping: 
Strange  times,  that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with  weeping'. 

Flat.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  lord, 
To  accept  my  grief  and  whilst  this  poor  wealth  lasts 
To  entertain* me  as  your  steward  still. 

Tim.  Had  I  a  steward 
So  true,  so  just,  and  now  so  comfortable? 
It  almost  turns  my  dangerous  nature  mild. 
Let  me  behold  thy  face.     Surely,  this  man  500 

Shak.  in— 5 
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Was  horn  of  woman. 

Forgive  my  general  and  acceplless  rashness, 

You  perpetual-sober  gods!    I  do  proclaim 

One  honest  man — mistake  me  not — but  one; 

No  more,  I  pray, — and  he's  a  steward. 

How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind! 

And  thou  redeem'st  thyself:  but  all,  save  thee, 

I  fell  with  curses. 

i\Iethinks  thou  art  more  honest  now  than  wise; 

For,  by  oppressing  and  betraying  me,  510 

Thou  mightst  have  sooner  got  another  service : 

For  many  so  arrive  at  second  masters, 

Upon  their  first  lord's  neck.     But  tell  me  true — 

For  I  must  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  so  sure — 

Is  not  thy  kindness  subtle,  covetous, 

If  not  a  usuring  kindness,  and,  as  rich  men  deal  gifts. 

Expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one? 

Flov.  No,  my  most  worthy  master;  in  whose  breast 
Doubt  and  suspect,  alas,  are  placed  too  late: 
You  should  have  fear'd  false  times  when  you  did  feast: 
Suspect  still  comes  where  an  estate  is  least.  521 

That  which  I  show,  heaven  knows,  is  merely  love, 
Duty  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind, 
Care  of  your  food  and  living;  and,  believe  it, 
My  most  honour'd  lord, 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me, 
Either  in  hope  or  present,  l'ld  exchange 
For  this  one  wish,  that  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yourself. 

Tim.  Look  thee,  'tis  so!     Thou  singly  honest  man,     530 
Here,  take:  the  gods  out  of  my  misery 
Have  sent  thee  treasure.     Go,  live  rich  and  happy: 
But  thus  conditional:  thou  shall  build  from  men; 
Hate  all,  curse  all,  show  charily  to  none, 
But  let  the  famish'd  flesh  slide  from  the  bone. 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar;  give  to  clogs 
What  thou  deny'st  to  men;  let  prisons  swallow  'em, 
Debts  wither  'em  to  nothing; 
Be  men  like  blasted  woods," 
And  may  diseases  lick  up  their  false  bloods! 
And  so  farewell  and  thrive. 

Flar.  0,  let  me  stay,  -T>40 

And  comfort  you,  my  master. 

Tun.  If  thou  hatest  curses, 

Stay  uot;  fly,  whilst  thou  art  blest  and  free: 
Ne'er  see  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  see  thee. 

\Krit  Fhn-ius.     Thntm  retires  to  his  raw. 
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ACT  V. 

Scexe  I.     The  tooodl.     Before  Timon's  cave. 
Enter  Poet  and  Painter:  Timon  /catching  them  from  his  cave. 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be  far  where 
lie  abides. 

Poet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him?  does  the  rumour 
hold  for  true,  that  he's  so  full  of  gold? 

Pain.  Certain:  Aleibiades  reports  it;  Phryuia  and  Tim- 
andra  had  gold  of  him:  he  likewise  enriched  poor  strag- 
gling soldiers  with  great  quantity:  'tis  said  he  gave  unto 
his  steward  a  mighty  sum. 

P>et.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a  try  for 
his  friends. 

Pain.  Nothing  else:  you  shall  see  him  a  palm  in  Athen* 
again,  and  flourish  with  the  highest.  Therefore  'tis  not 
amiss  we  tender  our  loves  to  him,  in  this  supposed  distress 
of  his:  it  will  show  honestly  in  us:  and  is  very  likely  to 
load  our  purposes  with  what  they  travail  for.  if  it  be  a  just 
and  true  report  that  goes  of  his  having. 

P>tt.  What  have  you  now  to  present  unto  him? 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  visitation:  only  I  will 
promise  him  an  excellent  piece.  21 

Poet.  I  must  servo  him  so  too,  tell  him  of  an  intent  that's 
coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Good  as  the  best.  Promising  is  the  very  air  o'  the 
time:  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation:  performance  is  ever 
the  duller  for  his  act;  and.  but  in  the  plainer  and  simpler 
kind  of  people,  the  deed  of  saying  is  quite  out  of  use.  To 
promise  is  most  courtly  and  fashionable :  performance  i*  a 
kind  of  will  or  testament  which  argues  a  great  sickness  in 
his  judgement  that  makes  it. 

[Timon  comes  from  his  care,  be/kind 

Tim.  [Aside]  Excellent  workman!  thou  canst  not  paint 
h  man  so  bad  as  is  thyself. 

Pott.  I  am  thinking  what  I  shall  say  I  have  provided  for 
him:  it  must  be  a  personating  of  himself;  a  satire  against 
the  softness  of  prosperity,  with  a  discovery  of  the  infinite 
flatteries  that  follow  youth  and  opulency. 

Tdi.  [Atide]  Must  thou  needs  stand  for  a  villain  in  thine 
Own  work?  wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in  other 
men?     Do  so.  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

P»t.   Nay.  let's  seek  him- 
Then  do  we  >in  against  our  own  estalf, 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 
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Pain.  True; 
When  the  day  serves,  before  black-corner'd  night. 
Find  what  thou  want'st  by  free  and  offer'd  light. 
Come. 

Tim.  [A*ide\  I'll  meet  you  at  the  turn.     What  a  god's 
gold,  CO 

That  he  is  worshipp'd  in  a  baser  temple 
Than  where  swine  feed! 

'Tis  thou  that  rigg'st  the  bark  and  plough'st  the  foam, 
Settlest  admired  reverence  in  a  slave : 
To  thee  be  worship!  and  thy  saints  for  aye 
I  e  crown'd  with  plagues  that  thee  alone  obey! 
Fit  I  meet  them.  [Coming  forward. 

Poet.  Hail,  worthy  Timon ! 

Pain.  Our  late  noble  master! 

Tim.  Have  I  once  lived  to  see  two  honest  men? 

Poet.  Sir,  60 

Having  often  of  your  open  bounty  tasted, 
Hearing  you  were  retired,  your  friends  fall'n  off, 
Whose  thankless  natures — O  abhorred  spirits! — 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heaven  are  large  enough : 
What!  to  you, 

Whose  star-like  nobleness  gave  life  and  influence 
To  their  whole  being!     I  am  rapt  and  cannot  cover 
The  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  size  of  words. 

Tim.  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  see't  the  better:  70 

You  that  are  honest,  by  being  what  you  are, 
Make  them  best  seen  and  known. 

Pain.  He  and  myself 

Have  travail'd  in  the  great  shower  of  your  gifts, 
And  sweetly  felt  it. 

Tim.  Ay,  you  are  honest  men. 

Pain.  We  are  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  service. 

Tim.  Most  honest  men !     Why,  how  shall  I  requite  you? 
Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water?  no. 

Both.  What  we  can  do,  we'll  do,  to  do  you  service. 

Tim.  Ye're  honest  men:  ye've  heard  that  I  have  gold; 
I  am  sure  you  have:  speak  truth;  ye're  honest  men.        80 

Pain.  So  it  is  said,  my  noble  lord ;  but  therefore 
Came  not  my  friend  nor  I. 

Tim.  Good  honest  men!     Thou  draw'st  a  counterfeit 
Best  in  all  Athens:  thou'rt,  indeed,  the  best; 
Thou  counterfeit'st  most  lively. 

Pain.  So,  so,  my  lord. 

Tim,.  E'en  so,  sir,  as  I  say.     And,  for  thy  fiction, 
Why,  thy  verse  swells  with  stuff  so  fine  and  smooth 
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That  thou  art  oven  natural  in  thine  art. 

But,  for  all  this,  my  honest-natured  friends. 

I  must  needs  say  you  have  a  little  fault:  90 

Marry,  'tis  not  monstrous  in  you.  neither  wish  I 

You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Beseech  your  honour 

To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tim.  You'll  take  it  ill. 

Both.  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Will  you.  indeed? 

Both,   Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 

Tim.  There's  never  a  one  of  you  but  trusts  a  knave, 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 

Both.  Do  we.  my  lord? 

Tim.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  cog.  see  him  dissemble. 
Know  his  gross  patchery,  love  him.  feed  him, 
Keep  in  your  bosom :  yet  remain  assured  100 

That  he's  a  made-up  villain. 

Fain.  I  know  none  such,  mv  lord. 

Poet  Nor  I. 

Tint    Look  you.  I  love  you  well:  I'll  give  you  gold, 
Rid  me  these  villains  from  your  companies: 
Hang  them  or  stab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught, 
Confound  them  by  some  course,  and  come  to  me, 
I'll  give  you  gold  enough. 

Both.  Name  them,  my  lord,  let's  know  them. 

Tim.  You  that  way  and  you  this,  but  two  in  companv: 
Each  man  apart,  all  single  "and  alone,  110 

Yet  an  arch-villain  keeps  him  company. 
If  where  thou  art  two  villains  shall  not  be, 
Come  not  near  him.     If  thou  wouldst  not  reside 
But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. 
Hence,  pack!  there's  gold;  you  came  for  gold,  ye  slaves: 
{To  PainUr]  You  have  work'd  for  me;  there's  payment  for 

you    hence! 
[  T>  Poet]  You  are  an  alchemist ;  make  gold  of  that. 
>ut,  rascal  dogs!  [Beat*  them  out.  and  then  retire*  to 

hi*  rare. 
Enter  Fi.Avirs  and  tiro  Senators. 

Flar.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  speak  with  Timon : 
For  he  is  set  so  only  to  himself  120 

That  nothing  but  himself  which  looks  like  man 
I?  friendly  with  him. 

Firxt  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  cave: 

It  is  our  part  and  promise  to  the  Athenians 
To  speak  with  Timon. 
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See.  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  still  the  same:  'twas  time  and  griefs 
That  framed  him  thus:  time,  with  his  fairer  hand, 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days. 
The  former  man  may  make  him.     Bring  us  to  him, 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Flav.  Here  is  his  cave. 

Peace  and  content  be  here !     Lord  Timon!  Timon!        130 
Look  out,  and  speak  to  friends:  the  Athenians, 
By  two  of  their  most  reverend  senate,  greet  thee: 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon. 

Timon  comes  from  his  cave. 

Tim.  Thou  sun,  that  comfort'st,  burn!     Speak,  and  be 
hang'd : 
For  each  true  word,  a  blister!  and  each  false 
Be  as  a  cauterizing  to  the  root  o'  the  tongue, 
Consuming  it  with  speaking! 

First  Sen.  Worthy  Timon, — 

Tim.  Of  none  but  such  as  you,  and  you  of  Timon. 

First  Sen.  The  senators  of  Athens  greet  thee,  Timon 

Tim.  I  thank   them;    and  would  send  them  back   the 
plague,  140 

Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

First  Sen.  O,  forget 

What  we  are  sorry  for  ourselves  in  thee. 
The  senators  with  one  consent  of  love 
Entreat  thee  back  to  Athens;  who  have  thought 
On  special  dignities,  which  vacant  lie 
For  thy  best  use  and  wearing. 

Sec.  Sen.  They  confess 

Toward  thee  forgetfulness  too  general,  gross: 
Which  now  the  public  body,  which  doth  seldom 
Play  the  recanter,  feeling  in  itself 

A  lack  of  Timon's  aid,  hath  sense  withal  150 

Of  its  own  fail,  restraining  aid  to  Timon; 
And  send  forth  us,  to  make  their  sorrow'd  render, 
Together  with  a  recompense  more  fruitful 
Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram; 
A)r,  even  such  heaps  and  sums  of  love  and  wealth 
As  shall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  theirs 
And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  love, 
Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it: 

Surprise  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears: 
Lend  me  a  fool's  heart  and  a  woman's  eyes,  160 

A.nd  I'll  bewecp  these  com  foils,  worthy  senators, 
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/•',",-</  .S//.  Therefore,  so  please  thee  to  return  with  us 
And  of  our  Athens,  thine  and  ours,  to  take 
The  captainship,  thou  shalt  be  met  with  thanks. 
Allow'd  with  absolute  power  and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority:  so  soou  we  shall  drive  back 
Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild, 
WIki.  like  a  boar  too  savage,  doth  root  up 
His  country's  peace. 

See.  Sen.'  And  shakes  his  threatening  sword 
Asrainst  the  walls  of  Athens. 

lint  Sen.  Therefore.  Timon,—  170 

Tim.  Well,  sir,  I  will;  therefore.  I  will,  sir;  thus: 
If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countrymen, 
Lit  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
That  Timon  cares  not.     But  if  he  sack  fair  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  by  the  beards, 
Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  stain 
Of  contumelious,  beastly,  mad-brain'd  war, 
Then  let  him  know,  and  tell  him  Timon  speaks  it, 
In  pity  of  our  aged  and  our  youth. 

I  cannot  choose  but  tell  him,  that  I  care  not.  180 

And  let  him  take't  at  worst;  for  their  knives  care  not, 
While  you  have  throats  to  answer:  for  myself, 
There's  not  a  whittle  iu  the  unruly  camp 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  love  before 
The  reverend*st  throat  in  Athens.     So  I  leave  you 
To  the  protection  of  the  prosperous  gods. 
As  thieves  to  keepers. 

Flat.  Stay  not,  all's  in  vain. 

Tim.  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph: 
It  will  be  seen  to-morrow:  my  long  sickness 
Of  health  and  living  now  begins  to  mend.  190 

And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.     Go,  live  still; 
Be  Alcibiades  your  plague,  you  his. 
And  last  so  long  enough! 

tint  -  We  speak  in  vain. 

Tim.   But  yet  I  love  my  country,  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck. 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

Fir*t  flfen.  That's  well  spoke. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  countrymen. — 

First  St'/t.  These  words  "become  your  lips  as  they  pass 
through  them. 

8fe».  And  euter  in  our  ears  like  great  triumphers 
In  their  applauding  ga 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them,  800 

And  tell  them  that,  to  ease  them  of  their  griefs, 
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Their  fears  of  hostile  strokes,  their  aches,  losses, 

Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes 

That  nature's  fragile  vessel  doth  sustain 

In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  some  kindness  do  them: 

I'll  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alcibiades'  wrath. 

First  Sen.  I  like  this  well;  he  will  return  again. 

Tim.  I  have  a  tree,  which  grows  here  in  my  close, 
That  mine  own  use  invites  me  to  cut  down, 
And  shortly  must  I  fell  it:  tell  my  friends,  210 

Tell  Athens,  in  the  sequence  of  degree 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whoso  please 
To  stop  affliction,  let  him  take  his  haste, 
Come  hither,  ere  my  tree  hath  felt  the  axe, 
And  hang  himself.     I  pray  you,  do  my  greeting. 

Flat.  Trouble  him  no  further;  thus  you  still  shall  find 
him. 

Tim.  Come  not  to  me  again:  but  say  to  Athens, 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  salt  flood ; 
Who  once  a  day  with  his  embossed  froth  220 

The  turbulent  surge  shall  cover:  thither  come, 
And  let  my  grave-stone  be  your  oracle. 
Lips,  let  tour  words  go  by  and  language  end: 
What  is  amiss  plague  and  infection  mend! 
Graves  only  be  men's  works  and  deatli  their  gain! 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams!  Timon  hath  done  his  reign. 

[Retires  to  his  cam. 

First  Sen.  His  discontents  are  unremovably 
Coupled  to  nature. 

Sec.  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead:  let  us  return, 
And  strain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us  230 

In  our  dear  peril. 

First  Sen.  It  requires  swift  foot.  [E.reunt. 

Scene  II.     Before  the  walls  of  Athens. 
Enter  two  Senators  and  a  Messenger. 

First  Sen.  Thou  bast  painfully  discoyer'd:<  are  his  files 
As  full  as  they  report? 

Mess.  I  have  spoke  the  least: 

Besides,  his  expedition  promises 
Present  approach. 

Sec.  Sen.  We  stand  much  hazard,  if  they  bring  not  Timon, 

Mess.  I  met  u  courier,  one  mine  aueieut  friend: 
Whom,  though  in  general  part  we  were  opposed, 
|  Vet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force 
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And  made  us  speak  like  friends: — this  man  was  riding 
From  Aleibiades  to  Timou's  cave.  10 

With  letters  of  entreaty,  which  imported 
His  fellowship  i'  the  cause  against  your  city, 
In  part  for  his  sake  moved. 
Firnt  Sen.  Here  come  our  brothers. 

Enter  the  Senators  from  Timox. 

Third  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timou.  nothing  of  him  expect, 
The  enemies'  drum  is  heard,  and  fearfuF scouring 
Doth  choke  the  air  with  dust:  in.  and  prepare: 
Ours  is  the  fall.  I  fear;  our  foes  the  snare.  [Exeunt. 


Scexe  III.    The  woods.    Timon's  cure,  and  a  rude  tombseen. 
Enter  a  Soldier,  seeking  Timox. 

&M.  By  all  description  this  should  be  the  place. 
Who's  here?  speak,  ho!     No  answer!     What  is  this? 
Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  outstretch'd  his  span: 
Some  beast  rear'd  this:  there  does  not  live  a  man. 
Dead,  sure;  and  this  his  grave.     What's  on  this  tomb 
I  cannot  read:  the  character  I'll  take  with  wax: 
Our  captain  hath  in  every  figure  skill. 
An  aged  interpreter,  though  young  in  days: 
Before  proud  Athens  he's  set  down  by  this, 
Whose  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  [Exit.     10 

Scexe  IV.     Before  the  wails  of  Athens. 

Trumpets  sound.     Enter  Alcibiades  with  his  powers. 

Alcib.  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lascivious  town 
Our  terrible  approach.  [A  parley  sounded. 

Enter  Senators  on  the  walls. 

Till  now  you  have  gone  on  and  fill'd  the  time 

With  all  licentious  measure,  making  your  wills 

The  scope  of  justice:  till  now  myself  and  such 

As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power 

Have  wander'd  with  our  traversed  arms  and  breathed 

Our  sufferance  vainly:  now  the  time  is  flush. 

When  crouching  marrow  iu  the  bearer  strong 

Cries  of  itself    "No  more."  now  breathless  wrong  10 

Shall  sit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  ease, 

And  pursy  insolence  shall  break  his  wind 

With  fear  and  horrid  flight?' 
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First  Sen.  Noble  and  young, 

When  thy  first  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit, 
Ere  thou  had'st  power  or  we  had  cause  of  fear, 
We  sent  to  thee,  to  give  thy  rages  balm, 
To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude  with  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

Sec.  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 

Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love 
By  humble  message  and  by  promised  means :  20 

We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deserve 
The  common  stroke  of  war. 

First  Sen.  These  walls  of  ours 

Were  not  erected  by  their  hands  from  whom 
You  have  received  your  griefs;  nor  are  they  such 
That  these  great  towers,  trophies  and  schools  should  fall 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

Sec.  Sen.  Nor  are  they  living 

Who  were  the  motives  that  you  first  went  out; 
Shame  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excess 
Hath  broke  their  hearts.     March,  noble  lord, 
Into  our  city  with  thy  banners  spread:  30 

By  decimation,  and  a  tithed  death — 
If  thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food 
Which  nature  loathes — take  thou  the  destined  tenth, 
And  by  the  hazard  of  the  spotted  die 
Let  die  the  spotted. 

First  Sen.  All  have  not  offended ; 

For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  square  to  take 
On  those  that  are,  revenges:  crimes,  like  lands, 
Are  not  inherited.     Then,  dear  countrymen, 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage: 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle  and  those  kin  40 

Which  in  the  bluster  of  thy  wrath  must  fall 
With  those  that  have  offended :  like  a  shepherd, 
Approach  the  fold  and  cull  the  infected  forth, 
But  kill  not  all  together. 

Sec.  Sen.  What  thou  wilt, 

Thou  rather  shalt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile 
Than  hew  to't  with  thy  sword. 

First  Seii.  Set  but  thy  foot 

Against  our  rampired  gates,  and  they  shall  ope; 
So  thou  wilt  send  thy  gentle  heart  before. 
To  say  thou'lt  enter  friendly. 

Sec-.  Sen.  Throw  thy  glove. 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  else,  50 

That  thou  wilt  use  the  wars  as  thy  redress 
And  not  as  our  confusion,  nil  thy  powers 


KSBS  iv]  TLMON  OF  ATHENS.  !» 

Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  town,  till  we 
Have  seal'd  thy  full  desire. 

Alcib.  Theu  there's  my  glove; 

Descend,  and  open  your  uncharged  prats: 
Those  enemies  of  Timon's  and  mine  own 
Whom  you  yourselves  shall  set  out  for  reproof 
Fall  and  no  more :  and,  to  atone  your  fears 
With  my  more  noble  meaning,  not  a  man 
Shall  pass  this  quarter,  or  offend  the  stream  <W 

Of  regular  justice  in  your  city's  bounds, 
But  shall  be  render'dto  your  public  laws 
At  heaviest  answer. 

Both.  'Tis  most  nobly  spoken. 

Alcib.  Descend,  and  keep  your  words. 

[The  Senators  descend,  and  ojkii  the  gate*. 

Enter  Soldier. 

9old.  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead; 
Kntomb'd'upon  the  very  hem  o'  the  sea; 
And  on  his  grave-stone  this  insculpture,  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away,  whose  soft  impression 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 
Alcib.   [Bead*  tin  epitaph]  "Here  lies  a  wretched  corse, 

of  wretched  soul  bereft :  70 

Seek  not  my  name:  a  plague  consume  vou  wicked  caitiffs 

left! 
Here  lie  I,  Timon;  who,  alive,  all  living  men  did  hate: 
Pass  by  and  curse  thy  fill,  but  pass  and  stay  not  here  thy 

gait." 
These  well  express  in  thee  thy  latter  spirits : 
Though  thou  abhorr'dst  in  us  our  human  griefs, 
Scorn'dst  our  brain's  flow  and  those  our  droplets  which 
From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 
Taught  thee  to  make  vast  Neptune  weep  for  aye 
On  thy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.     Dead 
Is  noble  Timon :  of  whose  memory  SO 

Hereafter  more.     Bring  me  into  your  city, 
And  I  will  use  the  olive  with  my  sword, 
Make  war  breed  peace,  make  peace  stint  war,  make  each 
Prescribe  to  other  as  each  other's  leech. 
Let  our  drums  strike.  [Exeunt 
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ACT  I. 


Scene  I.     Rome.     A  street. 
Enter  Flavius,  Marullus,  and  certain  Commoners. 

Flav.  Hence!  home,  you  idle  creatures,  get  you  home: 
Is  this  a  holiday?  what!  know  you  not. 
Being  mechaukal,  you  ought  not  walk 
Upou  a  labouring  day  without  the  sign 
Ot  your  profession?     Speak,  what  trade  art  thou? 

First  Coin.  Why,  sir,  a  carpenter. 

\[<n\  Whore  Is  thy  leather  apron  and  thy  rule? 
(140) 
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What  dost  thou  with  thy  best  apparel  on? 
You,  sir,  what  trade  are  you  V 

'  '<>/><.  Truly,  sir,  in  respect  of  a  line  workman,  I  am 
but,  as  you  would  say,  a  cobbler.  11 

Mar.  But  what  trade  art  thou?  answer  me  directly. 

ftc  Com.  A  trade,  sir,  that.  I  hope,  I  may  use  with  a  safe 
conscience:  which  is,  indeed,  sir,  a  mender  of  bad  soles. 

Mar.  What  trade,  thou  knave?  thou  naughty  knave, 
what  trade? 

'"»/.  Nay.  I  beseech  you,  sir.  be  not  out  with  me: 
vet,  if  you  be  out,  sir,  I  can  ineud  you. 

Mar.  What  meanest  thou  bv  that"?  mend  me,  thou  saucv 
fellow!  21 

Sec.  Com.  Why,  sir,  cobble  you. 

F!ar.  Thou  art  a  cobbler,  art  thou? 

Sec  Oam.  Truly,  sir,  all  that  I  live  by  is  with  the  awl:  I 
meddle  with  no  tradesman's  matters,  nor  women's  matters, 
but  with  awl.  I  am,  indeed,  sir,  a  surgeon  to  old  shoes; 
when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  recover  them.  As  proper 
men  as  ever  trod  upon  neat's  leather  have  gone  upon  my 
handiwork.  30 

Fl.ar.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  shop  to-day? 
Why  dost  thou  lead  these  men  about  the  street?? 

Sec.  Com.  Truly,  sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to  get  my- 
self into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  sir,  we  make  holiday, 
to  see  Caesar  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mo  r.  Wherefore  rejoice  ?  What  conquest  brings  he  home? 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot-wheels? 
You  blocks,  you  stones,  you  worse  than  senseless  things '. 
O  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome,  41 

Knew  you  not  Pompey?     Many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements. 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney-tops, 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  sat 
The  live-long  day,  w  ith  patient  expectation. 
To  set  great  Pompey  pass  the  streets  of  Rome: 
And  when  you  saw  his  chariot  but  appear, 
Have  you  not  made  an  universal  shout, 
That  Tiber  trembled  underneath  her  banks,  50 

To  hear  the  replication  of  your  sounds 
Made  iu  her  concave  shores? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  best  attire? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday? 
And  do  you  now  strew  Sowers  iu  his  w»y 
That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pouipe\ 
Be  gone! 
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Run  to  your  houses,  fall  upon  your  knees. 

Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  plague 

That  needs  must  light  on  this  ingratitude.  60 

Flat.  Go,  go,  good  country  men,  and,  lor  this  fault, 
Assemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  sort: 
Draw  them  to  Tiber  banks,  and  Aveep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  till  the  lowest  stream 
Do  kiss  the  most  exalted  shores  of  all. 

[Exetmt  all  the  Commoner*- 
See,  whether  their  basest  metal  be  not  moved; 
They  vanish  tongue-tied  in  their  guiltiness. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol; 
This  way  will  I:  disrobe  the  images, 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  ceremonies.  "" 

Mar.  May  we  do  so? 
You  know  it  is  the  feast  of  Lupercal. 

Flav.  It  is  no  matter;  let  no  images 
Be  hung  with  Cesar's  trophies.     I'll  about, 
And  drive  away  the  vulgar  from  the  streets: 
So  do  you  too.  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
These  growing  feathers  pluck  d  from  Caesar's  wing 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch, 
Who  else  would  soar  above  the  view  of  men 
And  keep  us  all  in  servile  fearfulness.  [Met  unl.     >.'■< 

Scene  II.     A  public  place, 

FUmrieh.  Enter  Cesar  ;  Antony,  for  the  eourae;  Calpttb 
ma,  Portia,  Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  Cassius,  and 
Casca;  a  gnat  crated  following,  among  them  a  Soothsayer. 

Gas.  Calpurnia! 

Casca.  Peace,  ho!  Caesar  speaks. 

Cm.  Calpurnia! 

Oal.  Here,  my  lord. 

Gees.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius'  way, 
When  he  doth  run  his  course.     Antonius! 

Ant.  Caesar,  my  lord? 

Cm,  Forget  not.  in  your  speed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calpurnia;  for  our  elders  say, 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chase. 
Shake  off  their  sterile  curse. 

.1''/.  I  shall  remember: 

When  Caesar  says  "  do  this,"  it  is  perform'd.  10 

Ore,  Set  on;  and  leave  no  ceremony  out,         [FfaufMt, 

Sooth.  Caesarl 

Ha!  "ho  calls? 
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tea.   Bid  every  noise  be  still:  peace  yet  again! 
Who  is  it  in  the  press  that  calls  on  me? 
1  hear  a  tongue,  shriller  than  all  the  music, 
Cry  "  Cesar!"     Speak;  Caesar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cas.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Bru.  A  soothsayer  bids  you  beware  the  ides  of  March. 
Set  him  before  me:*  let  me  see  Ins  face.  20 

Oat,  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng;  look  upon  Caesar. 
What  say'st  thou  to  me  now?  speak  once  again. 

Booth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Oat  lie  is  a  dreamer;  let  us  leave  him:  pass. 

[Sennet.     Ext >iiit  all  except  Bruttu  ami  Camus. 

Cas.  Will  you  go  see  the  order  of  the  course? 

Bru.  Xot  I. 

I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  gamesome:  I  do  lack  some  part 
Of  that  quick  spirit  that  is  in  Antony. 
Let  me  not  hinder,  Cassius,  your  desires;  30 

I'll  leave  you. 

Oat.  Brutus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  late: 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness 
And  show  of  love  as  I  was  wont  to  have: 
You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru.  Capitis. 

Be  not  deceived:  if  I  have  veil'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myself.     Vexed  I  am 

Of  late  with  passions  of  some  difference,  40 

Conceptions  only  proper  to  myself, 
Which  give  some  soil  perhaps  to  my  behaviours; 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  grieved — 
Among  which  number.  Cassius,  be  you  one — 
Nor  construe  any  further  my  neglect, 
Thau  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war. 
Forgets  the  shows  of  love  to  other  men. 

Then,  Brutus,  I  have  much  mistook  your  pas-inn  ; 
By  means  whereof  this  breast  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitations.  58 

Tell  me.  nood  Brutus,  can  you  see  your  face? 

Bru.   No,  Cassius;  for  the  eye  sees  not  itself, 
But  by  reflection,  by  some  other  thing-. 

Cas.  'Tis  just : 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus. 
That  you  have  no  such  mirrors  as  wdl  turn 
Your  hidden  worthiness  into  your  eye, 
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That  you  might  sec  your  shadow.     1  have  heard, 

Where  mauy  of  the  best  respect  in  Rome, 

Except  immortal  Csesar,  speaking  of  Brutus  *ST 

And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke, 

Have  wish'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bra.  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me.  Cassius 
That  you  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me? 

Cas.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepared  to  hear: 
And  since  you  know  you  cannot  see  yourself 
So  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  glass" 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 

That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  of.  70 

And  be  not  jealous  on  me,  gentle  Brutus: 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  did  use 
To  stale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  protester;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men  and  hug  them  hard 
Ami  after  scandal  them,  or  if  you  know 
That  I  profess  myself  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

{Flourish,  uml  xlmiit. 

Bru.  What  means  this  shouting?  1  do  fear  the  people 
Choose  Ca'sar  for  their  king. 

Cas.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it?  so 

Then  must  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  so. 

Bru.  I  would  not,  Cassius;  yet  I  love  him  well. 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  so  long? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good, 
Set  honour  in  one  eye  and  death  i'  the  other, 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently, 
For  let  the  gods  so  speed  me  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Cas.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus,  90 

As  well  as  I  do  know  jour  outward  favour. 
Well,  honour  is  the  subject  of  my  story. 
I  cannot  tell  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life;  but,  for  my  single  self, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  such  a  thing  as  I  myself. 
I  was  born  free  as  Ctesar;  so  were  you: 
We  both  have  fed  as  well,  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold  as  well  as  he: 
For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gusty  day,  100 

The  troubled  Tiber  chafing  with  her  shores, 
Caesar  said  to  me  "  Barest  tnou,  Cassius,  now 
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Leap  IB  with  mc  into  this  angry  Hood, 

And  swim  to  yonder  point?"     Upon  the  word, 

Accoutred  a*  1  was.  I  plunged  in 

And  bade  him  follow;  so  indeed  he  did. 

The  torrent  roar'd,  and  we  did  buffet  it 

With  lusty  sinews,  throwing  it  aside 

And  stemming  it  with  hearts  of  controversy; 

But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  proposed,  110 

Cesar  cried  "  Help  me,  Cassius,  or  I  sink!" 

I,  as  ..-Eneas,  our  great  ancestor, 

Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  shoulder 

The  old  Anchises  bear,  so  from  the  waves  of  Tiber 

Did  I  the  tired  Caesar.     And  this  man 

Is  now  become  a  god,  and  Cassius  is 

A  wretched  creature  and  must  bend  his  body, 

If  Caesar  carelessly  but  nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 

And  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark  120 

How  lie  did  shake  :  'tis  true,  this  god  did  shake: 

His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly. 

And  that  same  eye  whose  l>end  doth  awe  the  world 

Did  lose  Ids  lustre:  I  did  hear  him  groan: 

Ay.  and  that  tongue  of  his  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him  and  write  his  speeches  in  their  books. 

Alas,  it  cried  "  Give  me  some  drink,  Titinius," 

As  a  sick  girl.     Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me 

A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  should 

So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world  130 

And  bear  the  palm  alone.  [Shout.     Flourish. 

Bru.  Another  general  shout ! 
I  do  believe  that  these  applauses  are 
For  some  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Caesar. 

Can.   Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world 
Like  a  Colossus,  and  we  petty  men 
"Walk  under  his  huge  legs  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 
Men  at  some' time  are  masters  of  their  fates: 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars,  14(. 

But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus  and  Caesar:  what  should  be  in  that  "  Caesar"? 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than  yours? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name;  " 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy;  conjure  with  'em, 
Brutus  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Caesar. 
Now.  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once. 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Caesar  feed, 
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That  he  is  grown  so  great?    Age,  thou  art  shamed]       150 

Rome,  thou  has  lost  the  breed  of  noble  bloods! 

When  went  there  by  an  age,  since  the  great  flood. 

But  it  was  famed  with  more  than  with  one  man? 

When  could  they  say  till  now,  that  talk'd  of  Rome, 

That  her  wide  walls  encompass'd  but  one  man? 

Now  is  it  Rome  indeed  and  room  enough, 

When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 

O,  you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  say, 

There  was  a  Brutus  once  that  would  have  brook'd 

The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  state  in  Rome  160 

As  easily  as  a  king. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous; 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  some  aim: 
How  I  have  thought  of  this  and  of  these  times, 
I  shall  recount  hereafter ;  for  this  present, 
I  would  not,  so  with  love  I  might  entreat  you, 
Be  any  further  moved.     What  you  iiave  said 
I  will  consider;  what  you  have  to  say 
I  will  witli  patience  hear,  and  find  a  "time 
Both  meet  to  hear  and  answer  such  high  things.  170 

Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this: 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager 
Than  to  repute  himself  a  son  of  Rome 
Under  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Ts  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Can.  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Have  struck  but  thus  much  show  of  fire  from  Brutus. 

Bru.  The  games  are  done  and  Ca?sar  is  returning. 

Cas.  As  they  pass  by,  pluck  Casca  by  the  sleeve; 
And  he  will,  after  his  sour  fashion,  ttll  you  180 

What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to-day. 

Re-enter  Cesar  and  /it's  Train. 

Bru.  I  will  do  so.     But,  look  you,  Cassius, 
The  angry  spot  doth  glow  on  Caesar's  brow, 
And  all  the  rest  look  like  a  chidden  train: 
Calpurnia's  cheek  is  pale;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  such  ferret  and  such  fiery  eves 
As  we  have  seen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  cross'd  in  conference  by  some  senators. 

Cas.  Casca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

Cass,  Antonius!  1% 

Ant.  Caesar? 

Cm.  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat: 
Sleek-headed  men  and  such  as  sleep  o*  night* • 
Yond  Cassius  has  a  leau  and  hungry  look: 
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He  thiuks  too  much :  such  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  C*sar;  he's  not  dangerous; 
He  is  a  noble  Roman  and  well  given. 

O.*.  Would  he  were  fatter!    But  I  fear  him  not: 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 

I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid  200 

So  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius.     He  reads  much; 
He  is  a  great  observer  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men;  he  loves  no  plays, 
As  thou  do*t,  Antony:  he  hears  no  music; 
Seldom  he  smile*,  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself  and  scorn *d  his  spirit 
That  could  be  moved  to  smile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease 
While*  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves, 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous.  21  ) 

1  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd 
Than  what  I  fear,  for  always  I  am  Caesar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf, 
And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  think'st  of  him. 

[Sennet.     Bxeunt  Qemr  and  oil  Am  Train,  but  I 
CtjMtff.  You  pull'd  me  by  the  cloak;  would  you  apeak  with 
me? 

Bm.  Ay,  Casca;  tell  us  what  hath  chanced  to  day. 
That  Onsar  look*  so  mi. 

Cixivi.   Why,  you  were  with  him.  were  you  not? 

Bru.  I  should  not  than  a^k  Casca  what  had  chanced.  210 

Cawn.  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offered  him-  and  being 
offered  him.  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  hand,  thus, 
and  then  the  people  fell  a-shouting. 

Bm.  What  was  the  second  noise  for? 
-     Why.  for  that  too. 

Cb*  They  shouted  thrice    what  was  the  last  cry  for? 

Oatea.  Why.  for  that  too. 

Br".  Was  the  crown  offered  him  thrice? 

'  Ay.  marry,  wa&'t,  aud  he  put  it  by  thrice,  every 
time  gentler  than  other,  aud  at  every  putting-by  mine  hon- 
est neighbours  shouted. 

('<!*.  Who  offered  him  the  crown? 

Cisr.i.  Why.  Antony. 

Brn.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casca. 

i.  I  can  as  well  be  hanged  as  tell  the  manner  of  it: 
it  was  mere  foolery;  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  saw  Mark  An- 
tony offer  him  a  crown; — yet  'twas  not  a  crown  neither, 
'twas  one  of  these  coronets"; — and,  as  I  told  you.  he  put  it 
by  once  but,  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  he  would  fain 
have  had  it.     Then  he  offered  it  to  him  again;  then  he  put 
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it  by  again:  but,  to  ni}r  thinking,  he  was  very  loath  to  lat- 
his ringers  off  it.  And  then  he  offered  it  the  third  time;  he: 
put  it  the  third  time  by:  and  still  as  he  refused  it,  the  rab- 
blement  hooted  and  clapped  their  chapped  hands  and 
threw  up  their  sweaty  night-caps  and  uttered  such  a  deal  of 
stinking  breath  because  Caesar  refused  the  crown  that  it 
had  almost  choked  Ctesar;  for  he  swounded  and  fell  down 
at  it:  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  durst  not  laugh,  for  fear 
of  opening  my  lips  and  receiving  the  bad  air. 

Cas.  But,  soft,  I  pray  you:  what,  did  Ca?sar  swound? 

Casca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and  foamed  at 
mouth,  and  was  speechless. 

Bru.  Tis  very  like:  he  hath  the  falling  sickness. 

Cas.  No,  Caesar  hath  it  not;  but  you  and  I 
And  honest  Casca,  we  have  the  falling  sickness. 

Casca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ;  but,  I  am  sure, 
Caesar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people  did  not  clap  him 
and  hiss  him,  according  as  he  pleased  and  displeased 
them,  as  they  use  to  do  the  players  in  the  theatre,  I  am  no 
true  man. 

Bru.  What  said  he  when  he  came  unto  himself? 

Casca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceived 
the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refused  the  crown,  he  plucked 
me  ope  his  doublet  and  offered  them  his  throat  to  cut.  An 
I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupation,  if  1  would  not  have 
taken  him  at  a  word,  I  would  I  might  go  to  hell  among  the 
rogues.  And  so  he  fell.  When  became  to  himself  again, 
he  said,  If  he  had  done  or  said  any  thing  amiss,  lie  desired 
their  worships  to  think  it  was  his  infirmity.  Three  or  four 
wenches,  where  I  stood,  cried  "Alas,  good  soul!"  and 
forgave  him  with  all  their  hearts:  but  there's  no  heed  to  be 
taken  of  them;  if  Caesar  had  stabbed  their  mothers,  they 
would  have  done  no  less. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came,  thus  sad,  away? 

Casca.  Ay.  280 

Cas.  Did  Cicero  say  any  thing? 

Casca.  Ay,  lie  spoke  Greek. 

Cas.  To  what  effect? 

Casca.  Nay,  an  I  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'er  look  you  i'  the 
face  again:  but  those  that  understood  him  smiled  at  one 
another  and  shook  their  heads;  but,  for  mine  own  part,  it 
was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  news  too:  Marul- 
his  and  Flavius,  for  pulling  scarfs  off  Caesar's  images,  are 
put  to  silence.  Fare  you  well.  There  was  more  foolery 
yet,  if  I  could  remember  it.  291 

Cas.  Will  you  sup  with  me  to-night,  Casca? 

Casca.  No,  I  am  promised  forth. 
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Oat,   Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow? 

GixC'i.   Ay"  if  I  1m?  alive  and  your  mind  hold  and  your 
dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Cas.  Good:  I  will  expect  }-ou 

Casca.  Do  so.     Farewell,  hoth.  [Exit. 

Bru.  "What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be! 
He  was  quick  mettle  when  he  went  to  school.  800 

Ob*.   So  is  he  now  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprise. 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form. 
This  rudeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit, 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  so  it  is.     For  this  time  I  will  leave  you: 
To-morrow,  if  you  please  to  speak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you;  or,  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you.  310 

Cas.     I  will  do  so:  till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

[Exit  Brutus. 
Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble;  yet,  I  see, 
Thy  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  disposed    therefore  it  is  meet 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes; 
For  who  so  firm  that  cannot  be  seduced? 
Caesar  doth  bear  me  hard;  but  he  loves  Brutus: 
If  I  were  Brutus  now  and  he  were  Cassius. 
He  should  not  humour  me.     I  will  this  night. 
In  several  hands,  in  at  his  window  throw,  320 

Afl  if  they  came  from  several  citizens, 
Writings  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  Rome  holds  of  his  name,  wherein  obscurely 
Gv-ar's  ambition  shall  be  glanced  at: 
And  after  this  let  Caesar  seat  him  sure; 
For  we  will  shake  him,  or  worse  days  endure.  [Sett. 

Scexe  III.      Tht  hnm,     A  street. 

Thunder  oiid  Uyhtniioj.     Enter,  from  opposite  sides,  Casc a, 
icifh  hi* award  drawn,  and  Cicero. 

Cic.  Good  even,  Casca:  brought  you  Caesar  home'.' 
Why  are  you  breathless?  and  why  stare  you  so? 

Casca.  Are  not  you  moved,  when  all  the  sway  of  earth 
Shakes  like  a  thing  unfirm?    O  Cicero, 
I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Have  rived  the  knotty  oaks,  and  I  have  seen 
The  ambitious  ocean  swell  and  rage  and  foam, 
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To  be  exalted  with  the  threatening  clouds: 

But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now, 

Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire.  1<J 

Either  there  is  a  civil  strife  in  heaven, 

Or  else  the  world,  too  saucy  with  the  gods, 

Incenses  them  to  send  destruction.  _ 

Cic.  Why,  saw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful? 

Casea.  A  common  slave — you  know  him  well  by  sight- 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd,  and  yet  his  hand, 
Not  sensible  of  fire,  remain'd  unscorch'd. 
Besides — I  ha'  not  since  p\it  up  my  sword — 
Against  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion,  20 

Who  glared  upon  me,  and  went  surly  by, 
Without  annoying  me-  and  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghastly  women, 
Transformed  with  their  fear;  who  swore  they  saw. 
Men  all  in  fire  walk  up  and  down  the  streets. 
And  yesterday  the  bird  of  night  did  sit 
Even  at  noon-day  upon  the  market-place, 
Hooting  and  shrieking.     When  these  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  say 
"  These  are  their  reasons;  they  are  natural;"  30 

For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic.  Indeed,  it  is  a  strange-disposed  time: 
But  men  may  construe  things  after  their  fashion, 
Clean  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  themselves. 
Comes  Caesar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow? 

Casca.  He  doth;  for  he  did  bid  Antonius 
Send  word  to  you  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

Cic.  Good  night  then,  Casca:  this  disturbed  sky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Casca.  Farewell,  Cicero.  [Exit  Ciwro.    40 

Enter  Casstus. 

Cus.  Who's  there? 

Gatca.  A  Roman. 

('us.  Casca,  by  your  voice. 

Casca.  Your  ear  is  good.     Cassius,  what  night  is  this! 

Ca«.  A  very  pleasing  night  to  honest  men. 

Casca.   Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  so? 

Cos.  Those  that  have  known  the  earth  so  full  of  faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  streets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night, 
And,  thus  unbraced,  Casca.  as  you  sec, 
Have  bared  my  bostfm  to  the  thunder  stone; 
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Ami  wbea  the  cross  blue  lightning  seem'd  to  open  50 

The  breast  of  heaven.  I  did  present  myself 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flash  of  it. 
Gimi.  But  wherefore  "did  you  so  much  tempt  the  heav- 
ens ' 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble. 
When  the  most  mighty  gods  by  tokens  send 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  astonish  us. 

Oat.  You  are  dull,  Casca.  and  those  sparks  of  life 
That  should  be  iu  a  Roman  you  do  want. 
Or  else  you  use  not.     You  look  pale  and  gaze 
And  put  on  fear  and  cast  yourself  in  wonder.  60 

To  see  the  strange  impatience  of  the  heavens: 
But  if  you  would  consider  the  true  cause 
Why  all  these  tins,  why  all  these  gliding  ghosts. 
Why  birds  and  beasts  from  quality  aud  kind, 
Why  old  men  fool  and  children  calculate, 
Why  all  these  things  change  from  their  ordinance 
Their  natures  and  performed  faculties 
To  monstrous  quality. — why.  you  shall  find 
That  heaven  hath  infused  them  with  these  spirits, 
To  make  them  instruments  of  fear  aud  warning  TO 

Unto  some  monstrous  state. 
Now  could  I.  Oases,  name  to  thee  a  man 
Most  like  this  dreadful  night. 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roars 
As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol. 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thyself  or  me 
In  personal  action,  yet  prodigious  grown 
And  fearful,  as  these  strange  eruptions  are. 

Casco.  Tis  Etessr  that  you  mean;  is  it  not,  Cassius? 
Ccts.  Let  it  be  who  it  is.  for  Romans  now  80 

Have  thews  aud  limbs  like  to  their  aucestors ; 

But,  woe  the  while!  our  fathers'  minds  are  dead. 

And  we  are  govern'd  with  our  mothers'  spirit,-; 

Our  yoke  and  sufferance  show  us  womanish. 
Otuca.  Indeed,  they  say  the  senators  to-morrow 

Mean  to  establish  Cesar  as  a  king; 

Aud  he  shall  wear  his  crown  by  sea  and  land, 

In  every  place,  save  here  in  Italy. 

I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then; 

Cassius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Cassius:  90 

Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  most  strong; 

Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat: 

Xor  stony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brass, 

Xor  airless  dungeon,  nor  strong  links  of  iron, 

(.'an  be  retentive  to  the  strength  of  spirit; 
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But  life,  being  weary  of  these  worldly  bars, 

Never  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself. 

If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides, 

That  part  of  tyranny  that  I  do  bear 

I  can  shake  off  at  pleasure.  [ Thunder  still. 

Casca.  So  can  I.  100 

So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Cas.  And  why  should  Caesar  be  a  tyrant  then? 
Poor  man!  I  know  he  would  not  be  a  wolf, 
Hut  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep: 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Those  that  with  haste  will  make  a  mighty  fire 
Begin  it  with  weak  straws:  what  trash  is  Rome, 
What  rubbish  and  what  offal,  when  it  serves 
For  the  base  matter  to  illuminate  110 

So  vile  a  thing  as  Csesar!     But,  O  grief, 
Where  hast  thou  led  me?     I  perhaps  speak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman;  then  I  know" 
My  answer  must  be  made.     But  I  am  arm'd, 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Casca.  You  speak  to  Casca,  and  to  such  a  man 
That  is  no  fleering  tell-tale.     Hold,  my  hand: 
Be  factious  for  redress  of  all  these  griefs, 
And  I  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  as  far 
As  who  goes  farthest. 

Cas.  There's  a  bargain  made.  120 

Now  know  you,  Casca,  I  have  moved  already 
Some  certain  of  the  noblest-minded  Romans 
To  undergo  with  me  an  enterprise 
Of  honourable-dangerous  consequence; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this,  they  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch:  for  now,  this  fearful  night, 
There  is  no  stir  or  wralking  in  the  streets; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element 
In  favour's  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 
Most  bloody,  fiery,  and  most  terrible.  130 

Casca.  Stand  close  awhile,  for  here  comes  one  in  haste. 

Cas.  'Tis  Cinna;  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait; 
He  is  a  friend. 

Enter  Cinna. 

Cinna,  where  haste  you  so? 
Cin.  To  find  out  you.     Who's  that?    Metellus  Cimbei  ? 
Cm.  No,  it  is  Casca;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.     Am  I  not  stay'd  for.  Cinna? 
Chi..  I  am  glad  on't.     What  a  fearful  night  is  this! 
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There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  seen  strauge  iights. 
Cat.  Am  I  uot  stay'd  tor?  tell  me. 
On.  Yes;  you  are. 

0  Cassius,  if  you  could  140 
But  win  the  noble  Brutus  to  our  party — 

C'H.  Be  you  content:  good  Cinna,  take  this  paper, 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  pnetor's  chair. 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window;  set  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus'  statue:  all  this  done, 
Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  shall  find  us. 
Is  Decius  Brutus  and  Treboniu>  there? 

Ciii.  All  but  Metellus  Cimber;  and  he's  gone 
To  seek  you  at  your  house.     Well,  I  will  hie,  150 

And  so  bestow  these  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Oat.  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  theatre. 

\Erit  Cinna, 
Come,  Casca,  you  and  I  will  yet  ere  day 
See  Brutus  at  his  house:  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already,  and  the  man  entire 
Upon  the  next  encounter  yields  him  ours. 

Catca.  O,  he  sits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts: 
And  that  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alchemy. 
Will  change  to  virtue  and  to  wortnine--.  160 

C'js.  Him  and  his  worth  and  our  great  need  of  him 
You  have  right  well  conceited.     Let  us  go, 
For  it  is  after  midnight;  and  ere  day 
We  will  awake  him  and  be  sure  of  him.  [Ereunt. 

ACT  II. 
Scene  I.     Borne.     Bruttut$  orchard. 
Brutus. 

Brv.  What,  Lucius,  ho! 

1  cannot,  by  the  progress  of  the  stars, 

Give  guess  how  near  to  day.  Lucius.  I  say ! 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  sleep  so  soundly. 
When,  Lucius,  when?  awake,  I  say!  what," Lucius! 

Enter  Lucius. 

Lue.  Call'd  you,  my  lord? 
Brv.  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  study.  Lucius: 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  aud  call  ine  here. 
Ln.\  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit. 
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Br  a.  It  must  be  by  his  death:  and  for  my  part,  10 

I  know  no  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him, 
But  for  the  general.     He  would  be  crown'd: 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  question. 
It  is  the  bright  day  that  brings  forth  the  adder; 
And  that  craves  wary  walking.     Crown  him? — that; — 
And  then,  I  grant,  we  put  a  sting  in  him, 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abuse  of  greatness  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorse  from  power:  and,  to  speak  truth  of  Csesar, 
T  have  not  known  when  his  affections  sway'd  20 

More  than  his  reason.     But  'tis  a  common  proof, 
That  lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face; 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round, 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back. 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees 
By  which  he  did  ascend.     So  Caesar  may, 
Then,  lest  he  may,  prevent.     And,  since  the  quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour  for  the  thing  he  is, 
Fashion  is  thus;  that  what  he  is,  augmented,  30 

Would  run  to  these  and  these  extremities: 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  serpent's  egg 
Which,  hatch'd,  would,  as  his  kind,  grow  mischievous, 
And  kill  him  in  the  shell. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Lac.  The  taper  burnetii  in  your  closet,  sir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  seal'd  up;  and,  I  am  sure, 
It  did  not  lie  there  when  I  went  to  bed. 

[Gives  him  tfts  letter. 

Bru.  Get  you  to  bed  again ;  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March?  40 

Luc.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc.  I  will,  sir.  [h>i(. 

Bru.  The  exhalations  whizzing  in  the  air 
Give  so  much  light  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  letter  anil  mid*. 
"Brutus,  thou  sleep'st:  awake,  and  see  thyself. 
Shall  Rome,  &c.     Speak,  strike,  redress! 
Brutus,  thou  sleep'st:  awake!" 
Such  instigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 
Where  I  have  took  them  up.  59 

"  Shall  Rome,  &c."    Thus  must  I  piece  it  out: 
Shall  Rome  stand  under  one  man's  awe?    What,  Rome? 
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My  aueestors  did  from  the  streets  of  Rome 

The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 

•'Speak,  strike,  redress'-'     Am  I  entreated 

To  speak  and  strike?     O  Rome,  I  make  thee  promise; 

If  the  redress  will  follow,  thou  receivest 

Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus! 

Be-ruter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wasted  fourteen  days. 

[Knocking  within. 

Bru.  'Tis  good.     Go  to  the  gate;  somebody  knocks.     60 

[Exit  Lucius. 
Since  Cassius  first  did  whet  me  against  Ca?sar, 
I  have  not  slept. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma.  or  a  hideous  dream: 
The  Genius  and  the  mortal  instruments 
Are  then  in  council:  and  the  state  of  man, 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  insurrection. 

Re-enttr  Lucius. 

Lvc.   Sir.  'tis  your  brother  Cassius  at  the  door,  70 

"Who  doth  desire  to  see  you. 

Br>'.  Is  he  alone? 

L»c.  No,  sir,  there  are  moe  with  him. 

Bru.  Do  you  know  them/ 

Luc.  No,  sir;  their  hats  are  pluck'd  about  their  ears, 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks, 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

Bru.  Let  'em  enter.  [Exit  Lucius. 

They  are  the  faction.     O  conspiracy, 
Shamest  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night, 
When  evils  are  most  free?     O,  then  by  day 
"Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough  80 

To  mask  thy  monstrous  visage?    Seek  none,  conspiracy; 
Hide  it  in  smiles  and  affability: 
For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  semblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  itself  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  the  anupiratqn,  Cassius,  Casca.  Decius,  Crvm, 
Meteleus  Cimbeb,  and  Trebonius. 

Cat.  I  thiuk  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  rest: 
Good  morrow.  Brutus:  do  we  trouble  you? 
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Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour,  awake  all  night. 
Know  I  these  men  that  come  aloug  with  you? 

Cos.  Yes,  every  man  of  them,  and  no  man  here  90 

But  honours  you;  and  every  one  doth  wish 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourself 
Which  every  noble  Koman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cos.  This,  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Cos.  This,  Casca;  this,  Cinna;  and  this,  Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpose  themselves 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night? 

Cos.  Shall  I  entreat  a  word?  100 

[Brutus  and  Cassius  whisper. 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  east;  doth  not  the  day  break  here? 

Casca.  No. 

Cin.  O,  pardon,  sir,  it  doth;  and  yon  gray  lines 
That  fret  the  clouds  are  messengers  of  day. 

Casca.  You  shall  confess,  that  you  are  both  deceived. 
Here,  as  I  point  my  swrord,  the  sun  arises, 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  south, 
Weighing  the  youthful  season  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence  up  higher  toward  the  north 
He  first  presents  his  fire;  and  the  high  east  110 

Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Cos.  And  let  us  swear  our  resolution. 

Bru.     No,  not  an  oath :  if  not  the  face  of  men, 
The  sufferance  of  our  souls,  the  time's  abuse, — 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes, 
And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed; 
So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on, 
Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.     But  if  these, 
As  I  am  sure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough  120 

To  kindle  cowards  and  to  steel  with  valour 
The  melting  spirits  of  women,  then,  countrymen, 
What  need  we  any  spur  but  our  own  cause, 
To  prick  us  to  redress?  what  other  bond 
Than  secret  Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word, 
And  will  not  palter?  and  what  other  oath 
Than  honesty  to  honesty  engaged, 
That  this  shall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it? 
Swear  priests  and  cowards  and  men  cauteloua, 
Old  feeble  carrious  and  such  suffering  souls  loO 

That  welcome  wrongs;  unto  bad  causes  swear 
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Such  creatures  as  men  doubt;  but  do  not  stain 

The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprise. 

Nor  the  iusuppressive  mettle  of  our  spirits. 

To  think  that  or  our  cause  or  our  performance 

Did  need  an  oath;  when  even'  drop  of  blood 

That  every  Romau  bears,  and*  nobly  bears, 

Is  guilty  of  a  several  bastardy, 

If  he  do  break  the  smallest  particle 

Of  any  promise  that  hath  pass'd  from  him.  140 

Oat.  But  what  of  Cicero?  shall  we  sound  him? 
I  think  he  will  stand  very  strong  with  us. 

Casca.  Let  us  uot  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.  O,  let  us  have  him,  for  his  silver  hairs 
Will  purchase  us  a  good  opinion 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds: 
It  shall  be  said,  his  judgement  ruled  our  hands; 
Our  youths  and  wildness  shall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O,  name  him  not:  let  us  not  break  with  him;    150 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cas.  Then  leave  him  out. 

Cattca.  Indeed  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  else  be  touch'd  but  only  Caesar? 

Cos.  Decius,  well  urged:  I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  so  well  beloved  of  Caesar, 
Should  outlive  Caesar:  we  shall  hud  of  him 
A  shrewd  contriver;  and,  you  know,  his  means, 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  stretch  so  far 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  which  to  prevent,  160 

Let  Antony  and  Caesar  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  course  will  seem  too  bloody,  Caius  Cassius, 
To  out  the  head  off  and  then  hack  the  limbs, 
Like  wrath  in  death  and  envy  afterwards; 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Ca?sar: 
Let  us  be  sacriricers,  but  not  butchers,  Caius. 
We  all  stand  up  against  the  spirit  of  Caesar; 
And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood: 
O,  that  we  then  could  come  by  Caesar's  spirit, 
And  not  dismember  Caesar!     But,  alas,  1*0 

Cesar  must  bleed  for  it!     And.  gentle  friends, 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully; 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcass  fit  for  hounds: 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  subtle  masters  do, 
Stir  up  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage, 
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And  after  seem  to  chide  'em.     This  shall  make 

Our  purpose  necessary  and  not  envious: 

Which  so  appearing  to  the  common  eyes, 

We  shall  be  call'd  purgers,  not  murderers.  18ft 

And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him; 

For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Caesar's  arm 

When  Caesar's  head  is  off. 

Cas.  Yet  I  fear  him ; 

For  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Caesar — 

Br  a.  Alas,  good  Cassius,  do  not  think  of  him: 
If  he  loves  Caesar,  all  that  lie  can  do 
Is  to  himself,  take  thought  and  die  for  Caesar: 
And  that  were  much  he  should;  for  he  is  given 
To  sports,  to  wildness  and  much  company. 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him;  let  him  not  die;  194 

For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

[Clock  strike* 

Bru.  Peace!  count  the  clock. 

Cas.  The  clock  hath  stricken  three. 

Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part. 

Cas.  But  it  is  doubtful  vet, 

Whether  Caesar  will  come  forth  to-day,  or  no; 
For  he  is  superstitious  grown  of  late. 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantasy,  of  dreams  and  ceremonies: 
It  may  be,  these  apparent  prodigies, 
The  unaccustom'd  terror  of  this  night, 
And  the  persuasion  of  his  augurers,  200 

May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that:  if  he  be  so  resolved, 
I  can  o'ersway  him;  for  he  loves  to  hear 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  trees, 
And  bears  with  glasses,  elephants  with  holes, 
Lions  with  toils  and  men  with  flatterers; 
But  when  I  tell  him  he  hates  flatterers, 
He  says  he  does,  being  then  most  flattered. 
Let  me  work; 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent,  210 

And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cas.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour:  is  that  the  uttermost? 

Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermost,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met.  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Caesar  hard. 
Who  rated  him  for  speaking  well  of  Porapey: 
I  wonder  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Mete'.lus,  go  along  by  him: 
lie  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  reasons; 
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Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fashion  him.  HO 

('■ik.  The  morning  comes  upon's:  we'll  leave  you,  Bru 
tus. 

And.  friends,  disperse  yourselves;  but  all  remember 

What  you  have  said,  and  show  yourselves  true  Romans. 
Bru.  Good  gentlemen,  look  fresh  and  merrily; 

Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purposes, 

Hut  bear  it  as  our  Roman  actors  do, 

With  untired  spirits  and  formal  constancy: 

And  so  good  morrow  to  you  every  one. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Brutus. 

Boy!  Lucius!    Fast  asleep?     It  is  no  matter; 

Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber:  230 

Thou  hast  no  figures  nor  no  fantasies, 

Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men; 

Therefore  thou  sleep'st  so  sound. 

Enter  Portia. 

For.  Brutus,  my  lord ! 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you?  wherefore  rise  you  now? 
It  is  not  for  your  health  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw  cold  morning. 

Pur.  Nor  for  yours  neither.     You've  ungently,  Brutus. 
Stole  from  my  bed:  and  yesternight,  at  supper, 
You  suddenly  arose,  and  walk'd  about, 
Musing  and  sighing,  with  your  arms  hh  240 

And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was 
You  stared  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks; 
I  urged  you  further;  then  you  scratch 'd  your  head, 
And  too  impatiently  stamp'd  with  your  foot; 
Yet  I  insisted,  yet  you  answer 'd  not, 
But,  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand, 
Gave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you:  so  I  did; 
Fearing  to  strengthen  that  impatience 
Which  seem'd  too  much  enkindled,  and  withal 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  humour,  250 

Which  sometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  sleep", 
And  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  shape 
As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  condition, 
I  should  not  know  you,  Brutus.     Dear  my  lord, 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  cause  of  grief. 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 

Pur.  Brutus  is  wise,  and.  were  he  not  in  health, 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why,  so  I  do.     Good  Portia,  go  to  bed.  260 

1-  Brutus  sick?  and  is  it  physical 
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To  walk  unbraced  and  suck  up  the  humours 

Of  the  dank  morning?     What,  is  Brutus  sick, 

And  will  he  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed, 

To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night 

And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air 

To  add  unto  his  sickness?     No.  ray  Brutus; 

You  have  some  sick  offence  within  your  mind, 

Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place, 

I  ought  to  know  of:  and,  upon  my  knees,  270 

I  charm  you,  by  my  once-commended  beauty, 

By  all  your  vows  of  love  and  that  great  vow 

Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 

That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourself,  your  half, 

Why  you  are  heavy,  and  what  men  to-night 

Have  had  resort  to  you :  for  here  have  been 

Some  six  or  seven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 

Even  from  darkness. 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

For.  I  should  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus,  28C 

Is  it  excepted  I  should  know  no  secrets 
That  appertain  to  you?     Am  I  yourself 
But,  as  it  were,  in  sort  or  limitation, 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed, 
And  talk  to  you  sometimes?     Dwell  I  but  in  the  suburbs 
Of  your  good  pleasure?    If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife. 
As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart.  29C 

Poi'.  If  this  were  true,  then   should  I  know  this  secret. 
I  grant  I  am  a  ■woman ;  but  withal 
A  woman  that  Lord  Brutus  took  to  wife: 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman;  but  withal 
A  woman  well-reputed,  Cato's  daughter. 
Think  you  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex, 
Being  so  father'd  and  so  husbanded? 
Tell  me  your  counsels,  I  will  not  disclose  'em: 
I  have  made  strong  proof  of  my  constancy, 
Giving  myself  a  voluntary  wound  300 

Here,  in  the  thigh:  can  I  bear  that  with  patience, 
And  not  my  husband's  secrets? 

Bru.  O  ye  gods, 

Pender  me  worthy  of  this  noble  w'ife! 

[Knocking  within. 
Hark,  hark!  one  knocks:  Portia,  go  in  awhile; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  partake 
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The  secrets  of  my  heart. 
All  my  engagements  I  will  construe  to  thee, 
All  the  character}-  of  my  sad  brow? : 

Leave  me  with  haste.     [Krit  Portia.']     Lucius,  who's  that 
knocks? 

Re-enter  Lrcius  with  Ligarits. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  sick  man  that  would  speak  with  you.  31  ) 

Bra.  Cains  Ligarius.  that  Metellus  spake  of. 
Bov,  stand  aside.     Cains  Ligarius!  how? 

Lig.  Vouchsafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bin.  O.  what  a  time  have  you  chose  out,  brave  Cains. 
To  wear  a  kerchief!     Would  you  were  not  sick! 

Lig.  I  am  not  sick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Br".  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Lig.  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before,  320 

I  here  discard  my  sickness!    Soul  of  Rome! 
Brave  son,  derived  from  honourable  loins! 
Thou,  like  an  exorcist,  hast  conjured  up 
My  mortified  spirit.     Now  bid  me  run. 
And  I  will  strive  with  things  impossible; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.     What's  to  do? 

Br*.  A  piece  of  work  that  will  make  sick  men  whole. 

Lig.  But  are  not  some  whole  that  we  must  make  sick? 

Brit.  That  must  we  also.     What  it  is,  my  Cains. 
I  shall  unfold  to  thee,  a^  we  are  going  330 

To  whom  it  must  be  done. 

LJg.  Set  on  your  foot, 

And  with  a  heart  new-fired  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what:  but  it  sufliceth 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Br>i.  Follow  me,  then.  [Em/nt 

Sckxe  II.     Otftir's  houm. 

lhunder  and  lightning.    Enter  C«sar,  in  his  night-gown. 

Cos.  Nor  heaven  nor  earth  have  been  at  peace  to-night 
Thrice  hath  Calpurnia  in  her  sleep  cried  out, 
"  Help,  ho!  they  murder  Caesar!"    Who's  within? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Sere.  My  lord? 

Cos.  Go  bid  the  priests  do  present  sacrifice 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  succeed 

SHAK.    III.  —  6 
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Ser9,  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit 

Enter  Calpurnia. 

Chi.  What  mean  you,  Caesar?  think  you  to  walk  forth? 
You  shall  not  stir  out  of  your  house  to-day. 

Cm.  Caesar  shall  forth:  the  things  that  threaten'd  me  10 
Ne'er  look'd  hut  on  my  hack;  when  they  shall  see 
The  face  of  Caesar,  they  are  vanished. 

C'al.  Caesar,  I  never  stood  on  ceremonies, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.     There  is  one  within, 
Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen, 
Recounts  most  horrid  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 
A  lioness  hath  whelped  in  the  streets; 
And  graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead; 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fought  upon  the  clouds, 
In  ranks  and  squadrons  and  right  form  of  war,  20 

Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol; 
The  noise  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air, 
Horses  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan, 
And  ghosts  did  shriek  and  squeal  about  the  streets. 
O  Caesar!  these  things  are  beyond  all  use, 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

Goes.  What  can  be  avoided 

Whose  end  is  purposed  by  the  mighty  gods? 
Yet  Caesar  shall  go  forth ;  for  these  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general  as  to  Caesar. 

Gal.  When  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  see*  ;         30 
The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  juices. 

Cm.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths; 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 
It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  fear; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end, 
Will  come  when  it  will  come. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Whal  say  the  augurers? 

Strr.  They  would  not  have  you  to  stir  forth  to  -day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offeriug  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast,  40 

Cn's.  The  gods  do  (his  in  shame  of  cowardice: 
Ceesar  should  be  a  beast  without  a  heart, 
If  he  should  sta}r  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No,  Caesar  shall  not:  danger  knows  full  well 
That  Caesar  is  more  dangerous  than  he: 
We  are  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible: 
And  C*sar  shall  go  forth. 
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Cal.  Alas,  my  lord, 

Your  wisdom  is  consumed  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day:  call  it  my  fear  50 

That  keeps  you  in  the  house,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  send  Mark  Antony  to  the  senate lOtlpBj 
Aud  he  shall  say  you  are  not  well  to-day  i 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Gen.  Mark  Antony  shall  say  I  am  not  well; 
And,  for  thy  humour.  I  will  stay  at  home. 

Enter  De«  n  ■-. 

Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  shall  tell  them  so. 

Dtc  Caesar,  all  hail!  good  morrow,  worthy  Caesar: 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-house. 

Om.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time,  60 

To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  senators 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to-day : 
Cannot,  is  false,  and  that  I  dare  not.  falser: 
I  will  not  come  to-day :  tell  them  so.  Decius. 

Cal.  Say  he  is  sick. 

Om.  Shall  Caesar  send  a  lie? 

Have  I  in  conquest  strelch'd  mine  arm  so  far, 
To  be  afeard  to  tell  graybc-ards  the  truth".' 
Decius,  go  tell  them  Caesar  will  not  come. 

Dtc.  Most  mislay  Ca?sar,  let  me  know  some  cause. 
Lest  I  be  laugh'd  at  when  I  tell  them  so.  TO 

.   The  cause  is  iu  my  will:  I  will  not  come: 
That  is  enough  to  satisfy  the  senate 
But  for  your  private  satisfaction, 
Because  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know: 
Calpurnia  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home: 
She  dreamt  to-night  she  saw"  my  statua, 
Which,  like  a  fountain  with  anhundred  spouts, 
Did  run  pure  blood ;  and  many  lusty  Romans 
Came  smiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it: 
And  these  does  she  apply  for  warnings,  and  portents.      80 
And  evils  imminent:  and  on  her  kuee 
Hath  begg'd  that  I  will  stay  at  home  to-day. 

Dee.  This  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted"; 
It  was  a  vision  fair  and  fortunate: 
Your  statue  spouting  blood  in  many  pipes. 
In  which  so  many  smiting  Romans  bathed, 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Home  shall  suck 
Reviving  blood,  and  that  great  nun  shall  press 
For  tinctures,  stain-,  relies  ami  cognizance.     . 
This  by  Calpurnia's  dream  i*  signified.  9# 

And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 
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Dm*.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  say: 
And  know  it  now:  the  senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  day  a  crown  to  mighty  Caesar. 
If  you  shall  send  them  word  you  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  may  change.     Besides,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  render'd,  for  some  one  to  say 
"Break  up  the  senate  till  another  time, 
When  Caesar's  wife  shall  meet  with  better  dreams." 
If  Caesar  hide  himself,  shall  they  not  whisper  100 

"  Lo,  Caesar  is  afraid  "? 
Pardon  me,  Caesar;  for  my  dear  dear  love 
To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this; 
And  reason  to  my  love  is  liable. 

Cces.  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now,  Calpurnia! 
I  am  ashamed  I  did  yield  to  them. 
Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go. 

Enter  Publics,    Brtjtus,   Ligarius,  Metelltjs,  Casca, 
Trebonics,  and  Cinna. 

And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pub.  Good  morrow,  Caesar. 

Cces.  Welcome,  Publius. 

What,  Brutus,  are  you  stirr'd  so  early  too?  110 

Good  morrow,  Casca.     Caius  Ligarius, 
Cassar  was  ne'er  so  much  your  enemy 
As  that  same  ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. 
What  is't  o'clock? 

Bru.  Ca?sar,  'tis  strucken  eight. 

Cos.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtesy. 

Enter  Antony. 

See!  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'  nights, 

Is  notwithstanding  up.     Good  morrow,  Antony. 

Ant.  So  to  most  noble  Caesar. 

Co*.  Bid  them  prepare  within 

I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. 
Now,  Cinna:  now,  Metellus:  what,  Trebonius! 
1  have  an  hour's  talk  in  store  for  you; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day : 
Be  near  me,  that  1  may  remember  you. 

Trrb.  Caesar,  I  will :  [A»ide]  and  so  near  will  I  be, 
That  your  best  friends  shall  wish  I  had  been  further. 

Gets,  Good  friends,  go  in,  and  taste  some  wine  with  me: 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  straightway  go  together. 

Bru.  [A»;'de]  That  every  like  is  not  tne  same,  G  Caesar. 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon!  [Exeunt. 


r. 
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SODOI  III.     A  "trrtt  near  the  Capitol. 

Enter  Artemidorvs,  reading  a  paper. 

Art.  "  Csesar.  beware  of  Brutus:  take  heed  of  Cassiu<; 
come  not  near  Casea;  have  an  eye  to  Cinna;  trubt  not  Tre- 
bonius;  mark  well  Metellus  C'imber:  Decius  Brutus  loves 
thee  not:  thou  hast  wronged  Caius  Ligarius.     There  is  but 
one  mind  in  all  these  men,  and  it  is  bent  against  Oesar. 
If  thou  beest  not  immortal,  look  about  you:  security  gives 
way  to  conspiracy.     The  mighty  gods  defend  thee!     Tin- 
lover,  Artemidorvs. 
Here  will  I  stand  till  C:esar  pass  along.  11 
And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  him  this. 
My  heart  laments  that  Virtue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 
If  thou  read  this  Q  Ca?sar,  thou  mayst  live; 
If  not,  the  Fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.                    [JStft 


Scene  IV.     Another  part  of  tlte  same  street,  befor*  tlu  house 
ofBrut'i*. 

Enter  Portia  and  Lrcrus. 

Por.  I  prithee,  boy,  run  to  the  senate-house ; 
Stay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone : 
Why  dost  thou  stay? 

Luc.  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 

Por.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  again, 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  shouldst  do  there. 

0  constancy,  be  strong  upon  my  side, 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue! 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counsel ! 
Art  thou  here  yet? 

Luc.  Madam,  what  should  I  do?  \Q 

Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  else? 
And  so  return  to  you,  and  nothing  else? 

Por.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy.  if  thy  lord  look  well, 
For  he  went  sickly  forth:  and  take  good  note 
What  Csesar  doth"  what  suitors  press  to  him. 
Hark,  boy!  what  noise  is  that? 

Luc.  I  bear  none,  madam. 

P°r-  Prithee,  listen  well; 

I  heard  a  bustling  rumour,  like  a  frav. 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 
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Luc.  Booth,  madam,  1  hear  nothing.  20 

Enter  the  Soothsayer. 

Par.  Come  hither,  fellow:  -which  way  hast  thou  been? 

Sooth.  At  mine  own  house,  good  lady. 

For.  What  is't  o'clock? 

Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

Por.  Is  Caesar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol? 

Sooth.  Madam,  not  yet:  I  go  to  take  my  stand, 
To  see  him  pass  on  to  the  Capitol. 

Por.  Thou  hast  some  suit  to  Caesar,  hast  thou  not? 

Sooth.  That  I  have,  lady :  if  it  will  please  Caesar 
To  be  so  good  to  Caesar  as  to  hear  me, 
1  shall  beseech  him  to  befriend  himself.  30 

Por.  Why,  know'st  thou  anv  harm's  intended  towards 
him? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  1  fear  may 
chance. 
Good  morrow  to  you.      Here  t lie  street  is  narrow: 
The  throng  that  follows  Caesar  at  the  heels, 
Of  senators,  of  praetors,  common  suitors, 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almost  to  death: 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void   and  there 
Speak  to  great  Caesar  as  he  comes  along.  [Exit. 

Por.  I  must  go  in.     Ay  me,  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is!     O  Brutus,  40 

The  heavens  speed  thee  in  thine  enterprise! 
Sure,  the  boy  heard  me:  Brutus  hath  a  suit 
That  Caesar  will  not  grant.     O,  I  grow  faint. 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord; 
Say  I  am  merry:  come  to  me  again, 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  say  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  severally. 

ACT  III. 

Scene  I.      Home.      Before  the   Capitol;    tlie  Senate  sitting 
above. 

A  crowd  of  people;  among  them  Abtemipokcs  ami  the  Sooth 
saver.  '  Floxiruh.  Enter  C.esau,  Bbctcs,  Cassics. 
Casca,  Decics.  Metet.t.cs,  Trebonics.  Cixna. 
Antony.  Lepides,  Popilics,  Publics,  and  other*. 

('as.   [To  the  Soothsayer"]  The  ides  of  March  are  come. 
Sooth.  Ay,  Caesar;  but  not  gone. 
Art    Hail,  Ca'sar!  read  this  schedule. 
Dee.  Trebonius  doth  de-ire  you  to  o'er  read, 
At  your  best  leisure,  this  his  humble  suit. 
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Art.  O  Caesar,  read  mine  first;  for  mine's  a  suit 
That  touches  Caesar  nearer:  read  it,  great  Caesar. 

Cat.  What  touches  us  ourself  shall  be  last  served. 

Art.  Delay  not,  Caesar;  read  it  instantly. 

Cat.  What,  is  the  fellow  mud? 

Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place.  10 

Cat.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  street? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

Cesar  goes  tip  to  the  Sthf>te-Ho><*e,  the  rest  following. 

Pop.  I  wish  your  enterprise  to-day  may  thrive. 

( (w.  What  enterprise,  Popilius? 

Pi,p.  Fare  you  well. 

[Advances  to  Ccemr. 

Bru.  What  said  Popilius  Lena? 

He  wish'd  to-day  our  enterprise  might  thrive. 
I  fear  our  purpose  is  discovered. 

Bru.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Caesar:  mark  him. 
I.  Ca.-ca.  be  sudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. 
Brutus,  what  shall  be  done?     If  this  be  known.  20 

I  tannis  or  Caesar  never  shall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  slay  myself. 

Bru.  Cassias,  be  constant: 

Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purpose?; 
For.  look,  lie  smiles,  and  Caesar  doth  not  change. 

Cat,  Trebonius  knows  his  time;  for,  look  you,  Brutus. 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

<int  Antony  and  Trebonius. 

D<r.  Where  i<  Hetellus  Camber?    Let  him  go, 
And  presently  prefer  his  suit  to  C;esar. 

Br".  He  is  address'd:  prese  near  and  second  him. 
Casca,  you  are  the  first  that  rears  your  hand. 
Are  we  all  ready?     What  is  now  amiss 
That  Ca?sar  and  his  senate  must  redress? 

Mtt.  Most  high.  mo<t  mighty,  and  most  puissant  Caesar, 
Hetellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  seat 
An  humble  heart,—  [Kneeling. 

I  must  prevent  thee.  Cimber. 
These  combings  and  the^e  lowly  courtesies 
Might  tire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men. 
And  turn  pre  ordinauce  and  first  decree 
into  the  law  of  children.     Be  not  fond. 
To  think  that  Ciesar  bear-  such  rebel  blood  40 

That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  melteth  fool?:  I  mean. "sweet  words, 
Low  crooked  court'sies  and  base  spaniel  fa wains, 
Thv  brother  by  decree  h  banished; 
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If  thou  dost  bend  and  pray  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  spurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Caesar  doth  not  wrong,  nor  without  cause 
Will  he  be  satisfied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own, 
To  sound  more  sweetly  in  great  Caesar's  ear  50 

For  the  repealing  of  my  banish 'd  brother? 

Bru.  I  kiss  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Caesar; 
Desiring  thee  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

Cm.  What,  Brutus! 

Cos.  Pardon,  Caesar ;  Caesar,  pardon : 

As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cassius  fall, 
To  beg  enfranchisement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Cms.  I  could  be  well  moved,  if  I  were  as  you; 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me : 
But  I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star,  60 

Of  whose  true-fix'd  and  resting  quality 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament. 
The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumber'd  sparks, 
They  are  all  fire  and  every  one  doth  shine, 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place: 
So  in  the  world;  'tis  furnish'd  well  with  men, 
And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehensive; 
Yet  iu  the  number  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unassailable  holds  on  his  rank, 

Unshaked  of  motion :  and  that  I  am  he,  70 

Let  me  a  little  show  it,  even  in  this; 
That  I  was  constant  Cimber  should  be  banish'd, 
And  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Cin.  O  Caesar, — 

Cm.  Hence!  wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus? 

Dec.  Great  Caesar, — 

Cm.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootless  kneel? 

Lasca.  Speak,  hands,  for  me! 
[Casca  first,    then  the  other  Conspirators  and  Marcus 

Brutus  stab  Cmar. 

Cm.  Et  tu.  Brute!     Then  fall,  Caesar!  [Dies. 

Cin.  Liberty!  Freedom!  Tyranny  is  dead ! 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 

Cus.  Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  out  "  Liberty, 
freedom,  and  enfranchisement!"  81 

Bru.  People  and  senators,  bo  not  affrighted; 
Fly  not;  stand  still :  ambition's  debt  is-  paid. 

Casca.  Go  to  the  pulpit.  Brutus. 

Dec.  And  Cassius  too. 

Bm,  Where's  Publius? 
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Cix.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

Met.  Stand  fast  together,  lest  some  friend  of  Caesar'* 
Should  chance — 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  standing.     Publius,  good  cheer; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  person,  90 

Nor  to  no  Roman  else :  so  tell  them,  Publius. 

Ca*.  And  leave  us,  Publius:  lest  that  the  people, 
Rushing  on  us,  should  do  your  age  some  mischief. 

Bru.  Do  so:  and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed, 
But  we  the  doers. 

Re-enUr  Trebonius. 

Cos.  Where  is  Antony? 

Trt.  Fled  to  his  house  amazed : 
Men,  wives  and  children  stare,  cry  out  and  run 
As  it  were  doomsday. 

Bru.  Fates,  we  will  know  your  pleasures-. 

That  we  shall  die.  we  know  j  'tis  but  the  time 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon.  100 

Cos.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  feariug  death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit: 
So  are  we  Caesar's  friends,  that  have  abridged 
His  time  of  fearing  death.     Stoop,  Romans,  stoop, 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Caesar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  besmear  our  swords: 
Then  walk  we  forth,  even  to  the  market-place, 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads, 
Let's  all  cry  "Peace,  freedom  and  liberty:''  110 

Cas.  Stoop,  then,  and  wash.     How  many  ages  hence 
Shall  this  our  lofty  scene  be  acted  over 
In  states  unborn  and  accents  yet  unknown! 

Bru.  How  many  times  shall  Csesar  bleed  in  sport, 
That  now  on  Pompey's  basis  lies  along 
No  worthier  than  the  dust! 

Cas.  So  oft  as  that  shall  be. 

So  often  shall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  their  country  liberty. 

Dec  What,  shall  we  forth? 

Ca«.  Ay.  every  man  away: 

Brutus  shall  lead;  and  we  will  grace  his  heels  130 

With  the  mo;t  boldest  and  best  hearts  of  Rome. 

EoUr  a  Servant. 

B>'t.   Soft!  who  comes  here?     A  friend  of  Antony's. 
Serv.  Thus.  Brutus,  did  my  master  bid  me  kneel , 
Thus  did  Mark  Ante-nv  bid  me  fall  down 
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And,  being  prostrate,  thus  be  bade  me  say: 

Brutus  is  noble,  wise,  valiant,  and  honest; 

Cesar  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving: 

Say  1  love  Brutus,  and  1  honour  him: 

Say  I  fear'd  Caesar,  honour 'd  hi  in  and  loved  hinx 

If  Brutus  will  vouchsafe  that  Antony  130 

May  safely  come  to  him.  and  be  resolved 

How  Caesar  hath  deserved  to  lie  in  death 

Mark  Antony  shall  not  love  Caesar  dead 

So  well  as  Brutus  living;  but  will  follow 

The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus 

Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  uutrod  state 

With  all  true  faith.     So  says  my  master  Antony. 

Bru.  Thy  master  is  a  wise  and  valiant  Roman; 
I  never  thought  him  worse. 

Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place,  i'40 

He  shall  be  satisfied;  and,  by  my  honour, 
Depart  untouch 'd. 

berv.  I'll  fetch  him  presently.  [Exit. 

Bru.  I  know  that  we  shall  have  him  well  to  friend. 

C'as.  I  wish  we  may :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falls  shrewdly  to  the  purpose. 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony. 

He-enter  Antony. 

Welcome,  Mark  Antony 
Ant.  O  mighty  Caesar!  dost  thou  lie  so  low? 
Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure?    Fare  thee  well.  150 

I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend. 
Who  else  must  be  let  blood,  who  else  is  rank: 
If  I  myself,  there  is  no  hour  so  fit 
As  Caesar's  death  hour,  nor  no  instrument 
Of  half  that  worth  as  those  your  swords,  made  rich 
With  the  most  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 
I  do  beseech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 
Now,  whilst  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  smoke, 
Fulfil  your  pleasure.     Live  a  thousand  years, 
I  shall  not  find  myself  so  apt  to  die:  160 

No  place  will  please  me  so,  no  mean  of  death, 
iVs  here  by  Caesar,  and  by  you  cut  off, 
The  choice  and  master  spirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  O  Antouy,  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As,  by  our  hands  and  this  our  present  act, 
You  see  we  do,  vet  see  you  but  our  hands 
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And  this  the  bleeding  business  they  have  done 
Our  hearts  you  see  not;  they  are  pitiful; 
And  pity  to"  the  general  wrong  of  Rome —  170 

As  fire  drives  out  fire,  so  pity  pity- 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Caesar.     For  your  part. 
To  you  our  swords  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Antony: 
•fOur  arms,  no  strength  of  malice,  and  our  hearts 
Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  In 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Cos.  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dignities. 

Bru.  Only  be  patient  till  we  have  appeased 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear,  180 

And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  cause, 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Ctesar  when  I  struck  him, 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  wisdom. 

Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand : 
First,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you; 
Next.  Caius  Cassius.  do  I  take  your  hand; 
Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours;  now  yours,  Metellus; 
Yours,  Cinna:  and,  my  valiant  Casca,  yours; 
Though  last,  not  least  in  love,  yours,  good  Trebonius. 
Gentlemen  all. — alas,  what  shall  I  say?  190 

My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippery  ground. 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  must  conceit  me, 
Either  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. 
That  I  did  love  thee.  Caesar,  O.  'tis  true: 
If  then  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now, 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  than  th\-  death, 
To  see  thy  Antony  making  his  peace. 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 
Most  noble!  in  the  presence  of  thy  corse? 
Had  I  as  mauy  eyes  as  thou  hast  wounds,  300 

Weeping  as  fast  as  they  stream  forth  thy  blood, 
It  would  become  me  better  than  to  close 
In  terms  of  friendship  with  thine  enemies. 
Patdon  me,  Julius!     Here  wast  thou  bay'd,  brave  hart; 
Here  didst  thou  fall :  and  here  thy  hunters  stand, 
Sign'd  in  thy  spoil,  and  crimson'd  iu  thy  lethe. 
O  world,  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart; 
And  this,  indeed.  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee. . 
How  like  a  deer,  strucken  by  many  princes, 
Oom  thou  here  lie!  210 

Co*.   Mark  Antony. — 

.1/'/.  Pardon  me.  Caius  Cassius; 

The  enemies  of  ras.tr  shall  say  thU; 
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Theu,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cas.  I  blame  you  not  for  praising  Caesar  so; 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends; 
Or  shall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hauds,  but  was,  indeed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Caesar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all  and  love  you  all,  220 

Upon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  give  me  reasons 
Why  and  wherein  Caesar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle: 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  regard 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  son  of  Caesar, 
You  should  be  satisfied. 

Ant.  That's  all  I  seek: 

And  am  moreover  suitor  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend, 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral.  230 

Bru.  You  shall,  Mark  Antony. 

Cas.  Brutus,  a  word  with  you. 

[Aside  to  Bru.]  You  know  not  what  you  do:  do  not  con- 
sent 
That  Antony  speak  in  his  funeral: 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  moved 
By  that  which  he  will  utter? 

Bru.  By  your  pardon ; 

I  will  myself  into  the  pulpit  first, 
And  show  the  reason  of  our  Caesar's  death: 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  by  permission, 
A.nd  that  we  are  contented  Caesar  shall  240 

Have  all  true  rites  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  shall  advantage  more  than  do  us  wrong. 

Cas.  I  know  no*,  what  may  fall;  I  like  it  not, 

Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Caesar's  body. 
You  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us, 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  Caesar, 
And  say  you  do't  by  our  permission ; 
Else  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
A.bout  his  funeral :  and  you  shall  speak 
In  the  sam<*  pulpit  whereto  I  am  going,  250 

After  my  speech  is  ended. 

Ant  Be  it  so; 

[do  desire  no  more. 

Bn/.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  u*. 

[JZre>/vt  all  but  Antony. 
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Ant.  O,  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth, 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  shed  this  costly  blood! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophesy, —  259 

Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue — 
A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  f  limbs  "of  men; 
Domestic  fury  and  fierce  civil  strife 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy; 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use 
And  dreadful  objects  so  familiar 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter'd  with  the  hands  of  war; 
All  pity  choked  with  custom  of  fell  deeds: 
And  Caesar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge,  270 

With  Ate  by  his  side  come  hot  from  hell, 
Shall  in  these  confines  with  a  monarch's  voice 
Cry  "  Havoc,"  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war; 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

You  serve  Octavius  Caesar,  do  you  not? 

Sen-.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Caesar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome. 

ftm  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming; 
And  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth —  280 

0  Caesar!—  [Seeing  the  body. 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep. 
Passion,  I  see,  is  catching;  for  mine  eyes, 
Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 
Began  to  water.     Is  thy  master  coming? 

Serr.  He  lies  to-night  within  seven  leagues  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Post  back  with  speed,  and  tell  him  what  hath 
chanced : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet ;  289 

Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  so.     Yet,  stay  awhile; 
Thou  shalt  not  back  till  I  have  bornethis  corse 
Into  the  market-place :  there  shall  I  try, 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  issue  of  these  bloody  men: 
According  to  the  which,  thou  shalt  discourse 
To  young  Octavius  of  the  state  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.  [BxeuM  iritfr  Ckesaft  body. 
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Scene  II.     The  Forum. 
Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius,  and  a  throng  of  Citizens. 

Citizens.  We  will  be  satisfied;  let  us  be  satisfied. 

Bru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audience,  friends. 
Cassius,  go  you  into  the  other  street, 
And  part  the  numbers. 

Those  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  'em  stay  here; 
Those  that  will  follow  Cassius,  go  with  him; 
And  public  reasons  shall  be  rendered 
O  Caesar's  death. 

First  (Jit.  I  will  hear  Brutus  speak. 

Sec.  Cit.  I  will  hear  Cassius;  and  compare  their  reasons, 

When  severally  we  hear  them  rendered.  10 

[Exit  Cassius,  with  some  of  the  Citizen*.     'Brutus  goes 

into  the  pulpit. 

Third  Cit.  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended:  silence! 

Bru.  Be  patient  till  the  last. 
Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers!  hear  me  for  my  cause, 
and  be  silent,  that  you  may  hear:  believe  me  for  mine 
honour,  and  have  respect  to  mine  honour,  that  you  may 
believe:  censure  me  in  your  wisdom,  and  awake  your 
senses,  that  you  may  the  better  judge.  If  there  be  any  in 
this  assembly,  any  dear  friend  of  Caesar's,  to  him  I  sa\ \ 
that  Brutus'  love  to  Caesar  was  no  less  than  his.  If  then 
that  friend  demand  why  Brutus  rose  against  Caesar,  this  is 
my  answer: — Not  that  I  loved  Caesar  less,  but  that  I 
loved  Rome  more.  Had  you  rather  Caesar  were  living 
and  die  all  slaves,  than  that  Caesar  were  dead,  to  live  all 
free  men?  As  Caesar  loved  me,  I  weep  for  him ;  as  he  was 
fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  honour  him: 
but,  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew  him.  There  is  tears  for 
his  love;  joy  for  his  fortune;  honour  for  his  valour;  and 
death  for  his  ambition.  Who  is  here  so  base  that  would  be 
a  bondman?  If  any,  speak;  for  him  have  I  offended. 
Who  is  here  so  rude  that  would  not  be  a  Roman?  If  any, 
speak;  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  so  vile  thai 
will  uot  love  his  couutry?  If  any,  speak;  for  him  have  I 
offended.     I  pause  for  a  reply. 

Alt.  None,  Brutus,  none. 

Bru.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  no  more 
to  Caesar  than  you  shall  do  to  Brutus.  The  quest  ion  of  his 
death  is  enrolled  in  the  Capitol;  his  glory  not  extenuated, 
wherein  he  was  worthy,   nor    his    offences    enforced,    for 

which  lie  sqffWed.  death. 
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Enter  Antony  >md  others,  with  CjKsak's  Ijody. 

Here  comes  his  body,  mourned  by  Mark  Antony:  who, 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  shall  receive  the  bene 
fit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  commonwealth;  as  which  of 
you  shall  not?  With  this  I  depart, — that,  as  I  slew  my 
best  lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the  same  dagger 
for  myself,  when  it  shall  please  my  country  to  need  my 
death. 

All.  Live,  Brutus!  live,  live! 

First  Cit.   Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his  house. 

Set.  ('it.  Give  him  a  statue  with  his  ancestors. 

Third  Cit.  Let  him  be  Caesar. 

F<»irtk  Cit.  Caesar's  better  parts 

Shall  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

First  Cit.  We'll  bring  him  to  his  house 

With  shouts  and  clamours. 

Bru.  My  countrymen, — 

>"■.  Cit.  Peace,  silence!  Brutus  speaks. 

First  Cit.  Peace,  ho ! 

Bru.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone,  60 

And,  for  my  sake,  stay  nere  with  Antony: 
Do  grace  to  Caesar's  corpse,  and  grace  his  speech 
Tending  to  Caesar's  glories;  which  Mark  Antony, 
By  our  permission,  is  allow'd  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  spoke.  [Exit. 

First  Cit.  Stay,  ho!  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony. 

TMrd  <'it.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chair; 
We'll  hear  him.     Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

A  at.  For  Brutus'  sake,  I  am  beholding  to  you.  70 

[Goes  into  the  pulpit. 

Fourth  Cit.  What  does  he  say  of  Brutus? 

Third  ('it.  He  says,  for  Brutus'  sake, 

Tie  finds  himself  beholding  to  us  all. 

Fourth  Cit.  'Twere    best  he  speak  no  harm    of  Brutus 
here. 

First  Cit   This  Caesar  was  a  tyrant. 

Third  Git.  Nay.  that's  certain: 

We  are  blest  that  Rome  i-<  rid  of  him. 

''it.   Peace!  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  say. 

Ant.   You  gentle  Romans. — 

Citi:  Peace,  ho!  let  us  hear  hiin. 

Ant.  Friends,  Romans  countrymen,  lend  me  your  ears: 
I  come  to  bury  Caesar,  not  to  praise  him. 
The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them ;  80 

The  irood  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones; 
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So  let  it  be  with  Caesar.     The  tioble  Brutus 

Hath  told  you  Caesar  was  ambitious : 

If  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault, 

And  grievously  hath  Caesar  answer'd  it. 

Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus  and  the  rest — 

For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man ; 

So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men — 

Come  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's  funeral. 

He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  just  to  me:  90 

But  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious; 

And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 

He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 

Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill: 

Did  this  in  Caesar  seem  ambitious? 

When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caesar  hath  wept: 

Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff : 

Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious; 

And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 

You  all  did  see  that  on  the  Lupercal  100 

I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown, 

Which  he  did  thrice  refuse:  was  this  ambition? 

Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious; 

And,  sure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 

1  speak  not  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke, 

But  here  I  am  to  speak  what  I  do  know. 

You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  cause : 

What  cause  withholds  you  then,  to  mourn  for  him? 

0  judgement!  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts, 

And  men  have  lost  their  reason.     Bear  with  me;  110 

My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Caesar, 
And  I  must  pause  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

First  Cit.  Methinks  there  is  much  reason  in  his  sayings. 

Sec.  Cit.  If  thou  consider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
(Caesar  has  had  great  wrong. 

Third  Cit.  Has  he,  masters? 

1  fear  there  will  a  worse  come  in  his  place. 

Fourth  Cit.  Mark'd  ye  his  words?     He  would  not  take 
the  crown ; 
Therefore  'tis  certain  he  was  not  ambitious. 

First   Cit'.  If  it  be  found  so,  some  will  dear  abide  it. 

Sec.  Cit.  Poor  soul!  his  eyes  are  red  as  lire  with  weeping. 

Third  Cit.  There's  not  a   nobler   man    in    Rome    than 
Antony.  121 

Fourth  Cit.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  speak. 

Ant.  But  yesterday  the  word  of  Caesar  might 
Have  stood  against  the  world:  now  lies  he  there, 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 
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0  master*:,  if  I  were  disponed  to  stir 

Voui  tit-art-  tad  minds  t<<  mutiny  and  rape. 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassius  wrung, 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men: 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong;  I  rather  choose  130 

To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself  and  you. 

Than  I  will  wrong  such  honourable  men. 

But  here's  a  parchment  with  the  seal  of  Caesar; 

I  found  it  in  his  closet,  'tis  his  will : 

Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  testament — 

Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read — 

And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Caesar's  wounds 

And  dip"  their  napkins  in  his  sacred  blood, 

Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory, 

And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  wills,  140 

Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  legacy 

Unto  their  issue. 

Fourth  Cit.   We'll  hear  the  will:  read  it,  Mark  Antony. 

All.  The  will,  the  will!  we  will  hear  Ciesar's  will. 

Ant.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  must  not  read  it; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Caesar  loved  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men ; 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Caesar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad : 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs:  150 

For,  if  you  should,  O,  what  would  come  of  it! 

Fourth  Cit.  Read  the  will;  we'll  hear  it,  Antony; 
You  shall  read  us  the  will,  Caesar's  will. 

Ant.  Will  you  be  patient?  will  you  stay  awhile? 
I  have  o'ershot  myself  to  tell  you  of  it : 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  honourable  men 
Whose  daggers  have  stabbed  Caesar;  I  do  fear  it. 

Fourth  Cit.   They  were  traitors:  honourable  men! 

All.  The  will!  the  testament! 

See.  Cit.  Thev  were  villains,  murderers:  the  will!  read 
the  will.  160 

A /it.  You  will  compel  me,  then,  to  read  the  will? 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpse  of  Caesar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  I  descend?  and  will  you  give  me  leave? 

Several  Cit.  Come  down. 

See.  Cit.  Descend. 

Tfdrd  at.   You  shall  have  leave.        [Antony  come*  dnvm. 

Fourth  Ctt    A  ring:  stand  round. 

Fiw  Ctt.  Stand  from  the  hearse,  stand  from  the  body. 

Stc.  Cit.  Room  for  Antony,  most  noble  Antony.  170 

Ant    Nay   press  not  «<i  urlon  me;  stand  far  off. 
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Several  (Jit.  Slaud  back;  room;  bear  back. 

Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  shed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle:  I  remember 
The  first  time  ever  Caesar  put  it  on : 
'Twas  on  a  summer's  evening,  in  liis  tent. 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii: 
Look,  in  this  place  ran  Cassius'  dagger  through: 
See  what  a  rent  the  envious  Casca  made. 
Through  this  the  well-beloved  Brutus  stabb'd  ;  180 

And  as  he  pluck'd  his  cursed  steel  away, 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Ca?sar  follow'd  it, 
As  rushing  out  of  doors,  to  be  resolved 
If  Brutus  so  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no; 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Casar's  angel: 
Judge,  O  you  gods,  how  dearly  Ca>sar  loved  him! 
This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all; 
For  when  the  noble  Cesar  saw  him  stab, 
Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitors'  arms, 
Quite  vanquish 'd  him:  then  burst  his  mighty  heart-,       190 
And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face, 
Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey's  statua, 
Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  (  ;esar  fell. 
O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  1 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourish'd  over  us. 
O,  now  you  weep;  and,  I  perceive,  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pity:  these  arc  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  what,  weep  you  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Caesar's  vesture  wounded'.''     Look  you  here, 
Here  is  himself,  marr'd,  as  you  see,  with  traitors. 

First  Cit.  O  piteous  spectacle !      . 

See.  Cit.  O  noble  Cfes&rl 

Third  Cit.  O  woful  day! 

Fourth  Cit.  O  traitors,  villains! 

Fird  Cit,  ()  most  bloody  sight ! 

Sec.  Cit,  We  will  be  revenged. 

All,  Revenge!     About!     Seek!     Burn!     Fire  I 
Kill!     Slay!     Let  not  a  traitor  live! 

Ant.  Stay,  countrymen.  ~1*< 

Fird  Cit.  Peace  tliere!  hear  the  noble  Antony. 

See.  Cit.  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him.  we'll  die  with 
him. 

Ant.   Good  friends,  sweet  friends,  let  me  not  stir  you  up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They  that  have  done  this  deed  are  honourable: 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do  it:  they  are  wise  and  honourable, 
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And  will,  uu  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  you. 

I  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  your  heart-:  830 

I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is ; 

But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man, 

That  love  my  friend;  and  that  they  know  full  well 

That  gave  me  public  leave  to  speak  of  him: 

For  I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 

Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech, 

To  stir  men's  blood:  I  only  speak  right  on; 

I  tell  you  that  which  you  yourselves  do  know; 

Show  you  sweet  Caesar's  wounds,  poor  poor  dumb  mouths. 

And  bid  them  speak  for  me :  but  were  I  Brutus,  230 

And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Autony 

Would  ruffle  up  your  spirits  and  put  a  tongue 

In  every  wound  of  Csesaf  that  should  move 

The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 

AH.  We'll  mutiny. 

First  Cit.  We'll  burn  the  house  of  Brutus. 

Ihird  Cit.  Away,  then!  come,  seek  the  conspirators. 

Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  countrymen;  yet  hear  me  speak. 

AU.  Peace,  ho!     Hear  Antony.     Most  noble  Antony ! 

Ant.   Why.  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what: 
Wherein  hath  Caesar  thus  deserved  your  love-?  241 

Alas,  you  know  not:  I  must  tell  you,  then: 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  of. 

AU.  Most  true.     The  will!     Let's  stay  and  hear  the  will. 

Ant.  Here  is  the  will,  and  under  C;esar's  seal. 
To  every  Roman  citiz.en  he  give-. 
To  everv  several  man,  seventy-five  drachmas. 

Oit.  Most  noble  Caesar!    We'll  revenge  his  death. 

Third  Cit.  O  royal  Cfesar! 

Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience.  250 

AU.  Peace,  ho! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks, 
His  private  arbours,  and  new  planted  orchards, 
On  this  side  Tiber;  he  hath  left  them  you. 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever,  common  pleasures, 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourselves. 
Here  was  a  Caesar!  when  comes  such  another? 

Firxt  Cit.  Never,  never.     Come.  away,  away! 
We'll  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place, 
And  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  houses.  260 

Take  up  the  bodv. 

Set.  Cit.  Go  fetch  fire. 

Third  Cit.  Pluck  down  benches. 

/•'•//••//t  Cif.   Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  any  thing. 

\Exe>trit  Citizen*  mth  the  body. 
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A  nt.  Now  let  il  work.     Mischief,  thou  art  afoot, 
Take  thou  what  course  thou  will! 

Entei-  a  Servant. 

How  now,  fellow! 

Serv.  Sir,  Octavius  is  already  come  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Where  is  he? 

Serv.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Caesar's  house. 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  straight  to  visit  him:  270 

He  comes  upon  a  wish.    Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Sere.  I  heard  him  say,  Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike  they  had  some  notice  of  the  people, 
How  I  had  moved  them.    Bring  me  to  Octavius.   [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.    A  street. 

Enter  Cinna  the  poet. 

Cin.  I  dreamt  to-night  that  I  did  feast  with  Caesar, 
And  things  unlucky  charge  my  fantasy: 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors, 
Yet  something  leads  me  forth. 

Enter  Citizens. 

First  Cit.  What  is  your  name? 

Sec.  Cit.  Whither  are  you  going? 

Third  Cit.  Where  do  you  dwell? 

Fourth  Cit.  Are  you  a  married  man  or  a  hachelor? 

Sec.  Cit.  Answer  every  man  directly.  10 

First  Cit.  Ay,  and  briefly. 

Fourth  Cit.  Ay,  and  wisely. 

Third  Cit.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  best. 

Cin.  What  is  my  name?  Whither  am  I  going?  Where 
do  I  dwell?  Am  I  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor?  Then, 
to  answer  every  man  directly  and  briefly,  wisely  and  truly : 
wisely  I  say,  I  am  a  bachelor. 

See.  Cit.  That's  as  much  as  to  say,  they  are  fools  that, 
marry:  you'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  1  fear.  Proceed; 
directly.  21 

Cin.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Caesar's  funeral. 

First  Cit.  As  a  friend  or  an  enemy? 

Cin.  As  a  friend. 

See,  Cit.  That  matter  is  answered  directly. 

Fotirtk  Cit.  For  your  dwelling, — briefly. 

Cin.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 
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Thini  I  //.   Your  uaiue.  sir,  truly. 
.   Truly,  my  BUM  is  Cinna. 

Fi'rxt  Cit.  Tear  him  V  pieces;  he's  a  conspirator.  30 

L'iii.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

Fourth  Cit.  Tear  him  for  his  had  verses,  tear  him  for  his 
bad  verses. 

Cin.  I  am  not  Cinna  the  conspirator. 

Fourth  Cit.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cinna;  pluck  but 
his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

Third  Cit.  Tear  him,  tear  him!  Come,  biwids,  ho!  fire- 
brands: to  Brutus',  to  Cassius';  burn  all:  some  to  Decius 
house,  and  some  to  Casca's;  some  to  Ligarius':  away,  go! 

[Ext  a  nt. 

ACT   IV. 

SCE2TE  I.     ^1  house  in  Rome. 

Axtosy,  OcTAvrcs,  and  Lepidcs,  sealed  at  a  table. 

Ant.  These   many,    then,    shall   die;    their    names    are 
prick'd. 

Oct.  Your  brother  too  must  die;  consent  you,  Lepidus? 

Lep.  I  do  consent,  — 

Oct.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep.  Upon  condition  Publius  shall  not  live, 
Who  is  your  sister's  son,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  He  shall  not  live;  look,  with  a  spot  I  damn  him. 
But,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Caesar's  house; 
Fetch  the  will  hither,  and  we  shall  determine 
How  to  cut  off  some  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep.  What,  shall  I  find  you  here?  10 

Oct.  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.  [Exit  Lepidus. 

Ant.  This  is  a  slight  unmeritable  man, 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands:  is  it  tit, 
The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  should  stand 
One  of  the  three  to  share  it? 

Oct.  So  you  thought  him; 

And  took  his  voice  who  should  *be  prick'd  to  die, 
In  our  black  sentence  and  proscription. 

Ant.  Octavius,  I  have  seen  more  days  than  you: 
And  though  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  mau. 
To  ease  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads,  20 

He  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  a«s  bears  gold, 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business, 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way; 
And  having  brought  our  treasure  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  off, 
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Like  to  the  empty  ass,  to  shake  his  cars, 
And  graze  in  commons. 

Oct.  You  may  do  your  will; 

But  he's  a  tried  and  valiant  soldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  horse,  Octavius;  and  for  that 
I  do  appoint  him  store  of  provender:  30 

It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight. 
To  wind,  to  stop,  to  run  directly  on, 
His  corporal  motion  govem'd  by  my  spirit. 
And,  in  some  taste,  is  Lepidus  but  so; 
He  must  be  taught  and  train'd  and  bid  go  forth; 
A  barren-spirited  fellow;  one  that  feeds 
On  abjects,  orts  and  imitations, 
Which,  out  of  use  and  staled  by  other  men, 
Begin  his  fashion :  do  not  talk  of  him, 
But  as  a  property.     And  now,  Octavius,  40 

Listen  great  things: — Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  levying  powers:  we  must  straight  make  head: 
Therefore  let  our  alliance  be  combin'd, 
fOur  best  friends  made,  and  our  best  means  stretched  out; 
And  let  us  presently  go  sit  in  council, 
How  covert  matters  may  be  best  diselos'd, 
And  open  perils  surest  answered. 

Oct.  Let  us  do  so:  for  we  are  at  the  stake, 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies; 
And  some  that  smile  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear,  50 

Millions  of  mischiefs.  \Etevnt. 

Scene  II.     (Jump  near  8ardis.     Before  Brutus'a  tent. 

Drum..    Enter  Brutus,  Ltxilius,  Lucius,  and  Soldiers: 
TiTiMis  and  PiNn,\i:rs  meeting  'lam. 

Bru.   Stand,  ho! 

LucU,  Give  the  word,  ho!  and  stand. 

Bru.  What  now,  Lucilius!  is  Cassius  near? 

LucU.   He  is  at  hand;  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  salutation  from  his  master. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well.     Your  master,  Pindarus, 
In  his  own  cliauge,  or  by  ill  officers, 
Hath  given  me  some  worthv  cause  to  wish 
Things  done,  undone:  but,  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  shall  be  satisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt  10 

But  that  my  noble. master  will  appear 
Such  as  lie  is,  lull  of  regard  and  honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted.     A  word,  Lucilius; 
How  he  received  you,  let  me  be  resolved. 
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LtteU.   With  courtesy  and  with  respect  enough; 
But  not  with  such  familiar  instances. 
Nor  with  such  free  and  friendly  conference, 
As  he  hath  used  of  old. 

/;/•".  Thou  has  described 

A  hot  friend  cooling:  ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay,  20 

It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  faith; 
But  hollow  men,  like  horses  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  show  and  promise  of  their  mettle ;      • 
But  when  they  should  endure  the  bloody  spur, 
They  fall  their  crests,  and,  like  deceitful  jades. 
Sink  in  the  trial.     Comes  his  army  on? 

LueU.  They  mean  this  uigiir  inSardis  to  be  quarter'd; 
The  greater  part,  the  horse  in  general. 
Are  come  with  Cassius. 

Bru.  Hark!  he  is  arrived.  8ft 

\bjir  ma/r*ih  itiTkiiu 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Enter  Ca6Sii:s  and  hi*  po>rcr*. 

Gas.  Stand,  ho! 

Bru.  Stand,  ho!     Speak  the  word  along. 

Vtrti  S>>.  Stand! 

See.  Sal.  Stand! 

'third  Sol.  Staud'. 

Cat.  Most  noble  brother,  you  have  done  v.e  wrong. 

Bru.  Judge  me,  you  gods!  wrong  I  mine  enemies* 
\ud,  if  not  so,  how  should  I  wrong  a  brother .' 

Cm.  Brutus,  this  sober  form  of  yours  hides  wrongs/    4f 
And  when  "you  do  them — 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  content: 

Speak  your  griefs  softly:  I  do  know  you  well. 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  armies  here, 
Which  should  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us, 
Let  us  not  wrangle :  bid  them  move  away ; 
Then  iu  my  tent,  Cassius.  enlarge  your  griefs, 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Cas.  Pindarus, 

Bid  our  comraauders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru.  Lucilius.  do  you  the  like;  and  let  no  man  50 

Come  to  our  tent  till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  jv:c  door.  \£*eunf. 
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Scene  III.    Brutus's  tent. 
Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius. 

Cas.  That  you  Lave  wrong'd  me  doth  appear  in  this: 
You  have  eondemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Pella 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians; 
Wherein  my  letters,  praying  on  his  side, 
Because  I  knew  the  man,  were  slighted  off. 

Bru.  You  wrong'd  yourself  to  write  in  such  a  case. 

Out.   In  such  a  time  as  this  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence  should  bear  his  comment. 

Bru.  Let  me  tell  you,  Cassius,  you  yourself 
Are  much  eondemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm;  10 

To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 
To  undeservers. 

Cas.  I  an  itching  palm! 

You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  speak  this, 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  speech  were  else  your  last. 

Bru.  The  name  of  Cassius  honours  this  corruption, 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cas.  Chastisement! 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  ides  of  March  remember: 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  justice'  sake? 
What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  stab,  20 

And  not  for  justice?     What,  shall  one  of  us, 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world 
But  for  supporting  robbers,  shall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes, 
And  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  large  honours 
For  so  much  trash  as  may  be  grasped  thus? 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 
Tban  such  a  Roman. 

Cas.  Brutus,  bay  not  me; 

I'll  not  endure  it:  you  forget  yourself, 
To  hedge  me  in ;  I  am  a  soldier,  I,  80 

Older  in  practice,  abler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions. 

Bru.  Go  to;  you  are  not,  Cassius. 

Gas.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  say  you  are  not. 

Cas.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  shall  forget  myself; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  farther. 

Bru.  Away,  slight  man! 

Ots.  Is't  possible? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will 
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Must  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler? 

Shall  I  be  frighted  when  a  madman  stares?  40 

Ca-*.  O  ye  gods,  ye  gods:  must  I  endure  all  this? 

Bru.  All  this!  ay,  more:  tret  till  your  proud  heart  break; 
Go  show  your  slaves  how  choleric  you  are, 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.     Must  I  budge? 
Must  I  observe  you?  must  I  stand  and  crouch 
Under  your  testy  humour?     By  the  gods, 
You  shall  digest"  the  venom  of  your  spleen, 
Though  it  do  split  you;  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
I'll  use  you  for  my  "mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter, 
When  you  are  waspish. 

Cas.  Is  it  come  to  this?  50 

Bru.  You  say  you  are  a  better  soldier: 
Let  it  appear  so;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  shall  please  me  well:  for  mine  own  part, 
1  shall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Cas.   You  wrong  me  every  way ;  you  wrong  me,  Brutus ; 
I  said,  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better: 
Did  I  say  "  better"? 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Cas.  When  Caesar  lived,  he  durst  not  thus  have  moved 
me. 

Bru.  Peace,  peace!  you  durst  not  so  have  tempted  him. 

Cas.  I  durst  not!  60 

Bru.  No. 

Cas.  What,  durst  not  tempt  him! 

Bru.  For  your  life  you  durst  not. 

Cas.  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my  love; 
I  may  do  that  I  shall  be  sorry  for. 

Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  should  be  sorry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Cassius,  in  your  threats, 
For  I  am  ann'd  so  strong  in  honesty 
That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  wind, 
Which  I  respect  not.     I  did  send  to  you 
For  certain  sums  of  gold,  which  you  denied  me:  70 

For  I  can  raise  no  money  by  vile  means: 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart. 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trash 
By  any  indirection :  I  did  send 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions. 
Which  you  denied  me:  was  that  done  like  Cassius? 
Should  I  have  answer'd  Caius  Cassius  so? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous. 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends,  80 

Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts; 
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Dash  him  t»>  pieces! 

Cat.  I  denied  you  not. 

/>r>i.  You  did. 

Gq*.  I  did  not :  lie  was  but  a  fool  that  brought 
My  answer  back.     Brutus  hath  rived  my  heart. 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend's  infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bin.  I  do  not,  till  you  practise  them  on  me. 

Cos.  You  love  me  not. 

Jim.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Gets.  A  friendly  eye  could  never  see  such  faults.  90 

Bru.  A  flatterer's  would  not,  though  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Gas.  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Octavius,  come, 
Revenge  yourselves  alone  on  Cassius, 
For  Cassius  is  aweary  of  the  world; 
Hated  by  one  he  loves;  braved  by  his  brother; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman;  all  his  faults  observed, 
Set  in  a  note-book,  learn'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote, 
To  cast  into  my  teeth.     O,  I  could  weep 
My  spirit  from  mine  eyes!     There  is  my  dagger,  100 

And  here  my  naked  breast;  within,  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Plutus'  mine,  richer  than  gold : 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  Roman,  take  it  forth; 
I,  that  denied  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart: 
Strike,  as  thou  didst  at  Cresar;  for,  I  know, 
When  thou  didst  hate  him  worst,  thou  lovedst  him  better 
Than  ever  thou  lovedst  Cassius. 

Bru.  Sheathe  your  dagger: 

Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  shall  have  scope; 
Do  what  you  Avill,  dishonour  shall  be  humour. 
0  Cassius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb  110 

That  carries  auger  as  the  flint  bears  fire: 
Who,  much  enforced,  shows  a  hasty  spark, 
And  straight  is  cold  again. 

Gas.  Hath  Cassius  lived 

To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief,  and  blood  ill-temper'd.  vexeth  him? 

Bru.  When  I  spoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Gag.  Do  you  confess  so  much  ?     Give  mc  your  hand. 

Bru.  And  my  heart  too. 

Gas.  O  Brutus! 

Bru.  What's  the  matter? 

Gas.  Have  not  you  love  enough  to  bear  with  me. 
When  that  rash  liumour  which  my  mother  gave  me 
Makes  me  forgetful? 
Bru.  Yes,  Cassius;  and,  from  henceforth. 
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When  you  arc  over-earnest  with  your  Brutu-. 
He'll  think  your  mother  eludes,  and  leave  you  >o. 

Poet.  [Within]  Let  nie  go  in  to  see  the  general-; 
There  is  some  grudge  between  em.  ti<  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

LueS.  [Within]  You  shall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet.  [  Within]  Nothing  but  death  shall  stay  me. 

Enter  Poet,  feOovoed  by  Lrcn.irs,  Titinhs,  and  Lucics. 

Oaa.  How  now'  what's  the  matter? 

Poet.  For  shame,  you  generals!  what  do  you  mean?    130 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  such  men  should  be; 
For  I  have  seen  more  years,  I'm  sure,  than  ye. 

Gat.  Ha,  ha!  how  vilely  doth  this  cynic  rhyme! 

Bru.  Get  you  hence,  sirrah;  saucy  "fellow,  hence! 

Gat.  Bear  "with  him.  Brutus;  'tis  his  fashion. 

Bru.  I'll  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his  time: 
What  should  the  wars  do  with  these  jigging  fools"? 
Companion,  hence! 

(kit.  Away,  away,  be  gone!  [Exit  Poet. 

Bru.  Lucilius  aud  Titinias,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night.  140 

On.  And  come  yourselves,  and  bring  Messala  with  you 
Immediately  to  u<"  [Exeunt  LnciUus  and  TMmut. 

Bra.   Lucius,  a  bowl  of  wine!  [Exit  Lucius. 

Cbt.  I  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  so  angry. 

Bru.  O  Cassius,  I  am  sick  of  many  griefs. 

Gat.  Of  your  philosophy  you  make  no  use, 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

Bru.   Xo  man  hears  sorrow  better.     Portia  is  dead. 

Cum   Ha!  Portia: 

Bru.   She  is  dead. 

Cas.  How  'scaped  I  killing  when  I  cross'd  you  so?     150 
0  insupportable  and  touching  loss! 
Upon  what  sickness? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  absence, 

And  grief  that  young  Octavius  with  Mark  Antony 
"lave  made  themselves  so  strong: — for  with  her  death 
'hat  tidings  came; — with  this  she  fell  distract, 
md,  her  attendants  absent,  swallow'd  fire. 

Cos.  And  died  so? 

Bru.  Even  Bt>. 

i  '</■<.  O  ye  immortal  gods! 

Re-enter  Lucrrs,  in'th   irine  and  taper. 

Bru.   Speak  no  more  of  her.     Give  me  a  bowl  of  wiue. 
Lu  this  I  bury  all  unkiudness.  Cassius. 
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Cas.  My  heart  is  thirsty  for  that  noble  pledge.  160 

Fill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o'erswell  the  cup; 
I  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus'  love. 

Bru.  Come  in,  Titinius.'  [Exit  Lucius. 

Re-enter  Titikius,  with  Messala. 

Welcome,  good  Messala. 
Now  sit  we  close  about  this  taper  here, 
And  call  in  question  our  necessities! 

Cas.  Portia,  art  thou  gone? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you. 

Messala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
That  young  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power, 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Philippi.  170 

Mea.  Myself  have  letters  of  the  selfsame  tenour. 

Bru.   With  what  addition? 

Mes.  That  by  proscription  and  bills  of  outlawry, 
Octavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators  that  died 
By  their  proscriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Cos.  Cicero  one! 

Mes.  Cicero  is  dead, 

And  by  that  order  of  proscription.  180 

Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord? 

Bru.  No,  Messala. 

Mes.  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her? 

Bru.  Nothing,  Messala. 

Mes.  That,  methinks,  is  strange. 

Bru.  Why  ask  you?  hear  you  aught  of  her  in  jrours? 

Mes.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

Mes.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell: 
For  certain  she  is  dead,  and  by  strange  manner. 

Bru.  Why,  farewell,  Portia.     We  must  die,  Messala 
With  meditating  that  she  must  die  once,  191 

I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mes.  Even  so  great  men  great  losses  should  endure. 

Cas.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you, 
But  yet  ray  nature  could  not  bear  it  so. 

Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.     What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  presently? 

Cas.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru.  Your  reason? 

Cos.  Thi«  it  is: 
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Tis  better  that  the  euemy  seek  us: 

So  shall  he  waste  his  means,  weary  his  soldiers,  200 

Doing  himself  offence;  whilst  we,  lying  still. 

Are  full  of  rest,  defence,  and  nimbleness. 

Bra.  Good  reasons  must,  of  force,  give  place  to  better. 
The  people  'twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground 
Do  stand  but  in  a  forced  affection ; 
For  they  have  grudged  us  contribution : 
The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 
By  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 
Come  on  re  fresh 'd,  new-added,  and  encouraged; 
From  which  advautage  shall  we  cut  him  off,  210 

If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
These  people  at  our  back. 

flu.  Here  me,  good  brother. 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon.     You  must  note  beside, 
That  we  have  tried  the  utmost  of  our  friends, 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  cause  is  ripe; 
The  enemy  increaseth  every  day; 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men. 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune; 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life  220 

Is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miseries. 
On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves, 
Or  lose  our  ventures. 

Cos.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on; 

We'll  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk, 
And  nature  must  qbey  necessity ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say? 

Cos.  No  more.     Good  night: 

Early  to-morrow  will  we  rise,  and  hence.  230 

Bru.  Lucius!    [Enter  Lncivs.]  My  gown.   [Exit  L >/«*«*.] 
Farewell,  good  Messala: 
Good  night,  Titinius.     Noble,  noble  Cassius, 
Good  night,  and  good  repose. 

Cb*.  O  my  dear  brother! 

This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night : 
Never  oomc  such  division  'tween  our  souls! 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well. 

Cas.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Good  night,  good  brotker. 
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Tit.  Me*.  Good  night,  Lord  Brutus. 

Bin.  Farewell,  every  one. 

I  Kith iti  all  hut  Briitiix. 

Be-enter  Lucius,  w(th  the  gown. 

Give  me  the  gown.     Where  is  thy  instrument? 

Luc.  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bru.  Wliat,  thou  speak'st  drowsily?  240 

Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not ;  thou  art  o'erwatch'd. 
Call  Claudius  and  some  other  of  my  men; 
I'll  have  them  sleep  on  cushions  in  n.y  tent. 

Luc.  Varro  and  Claudius! 

Enter  Vakro  and  Claudius. 

Var.  Calls  my  lord? 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  sirs,  lie  in  my  tent  and  sleep; 
It  may  be  I  shall  raise  you  by  and  by 
On  business  to  my  brother  Cassius. 

Var.  So  please  you,  we  will  stand  and  watch  your  pleas- 
ure. 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  so:  lie  down,  good  sirs;  2.50 

It  may  be  I  shall  otherwise  bethink  me. 
Look,  Lucius,  here's  the  book  I  sought  for  so; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown.  [  Var.  and  Clau.  lie  down. 

Luc.  I  was  sure  your  lordship  did  not  give  it  me. 

Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  much  forgetful. 
Canst  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  awhile, 
And  touch  thy  instrument  a  strain  or  two? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  lord,  an't  please  you. 

Bru.  It  docs,  my  boy: 

I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

Luc.  It  is  my  duty,  sir.  260 

Bru.  I  should  not  urge  thy  duty  past  thy  might; 
I  know  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  rest. 

Luc.  I  have  slept,  my  lord,  already. 

Bru.  It  was  well  done ;  and  thou  shalt  sleep  again ; 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long:  if  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.  [Music  and  a  song. 

This  is  a  sleepy  tune.     O  murderous  slumber, 
Lay'st  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy, 
That  plays  thee  music?     Gentle  knave,  good  night; 
I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  wrong  to  wake  thee:  270 

If  thou  dost  nod,  thou  break'st  thy  instrument; 
I'll  take  it  from  thee;  and,  good  boy,  good  night. 
Let  me  see,  let  me  see;  is  not  the  leaf  turn'd  down 
Where  I  left  reuding?     Here  it  is,  I  think. 
Enter  the  tjhoxt  o/Cksar, 
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How  ill  this  taper  burns'     Ha!  who  comes  here! 

I  think  it  i<  the  weakness  of  mine  eyes 

That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 

It  tomes  upon  me.     Art  thou  any  thing? 

\-t  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil, 

That  makest  my  blood  cold  and  my  hair  to  stare?  280 

Speak  to  me  what  thou  art. 

Okott  Thy  evil  spirit,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  comest  thou? 

Ghost.  To"  tell  thee  thou  shalt  see  me  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  Well;  then  I  shall  see  thee  again? 

Ghost.  Ay,  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  see  thee  at  Philippi,  then.  [Exit  Ghost. 
Now  I  have  taken  heart  thou  vanishest: 
111  spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. 
Boy,  Lucius!  Yarro!  Claudius!     Sirs,  awake!  290 

Claudius! 

Luc.  The  strings,  my  lord,  are  false. 

Bru.   He  thinks  he  is  still  at  his  instrument. 
Lucius,  awake! 

Luc.  My  lord? 

Bru.  Didst   thou  dream,    Lucius,  that  thou  so  criedst 
out? 

Luc.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Bru.  Yes,  that  thou  didst:  didst  thou  see  any  thing? 

Luc.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Sleep  again.  Lucius.     Sirrah  Claudius!  300 

[To  Var.]  Fellow  thou,  awake! 

J"'/-.   My  lord? 

Gau.  My  lord? 

Bru.  Why  did  you  so  cry  out,  sir<.  in  your  sleep? 

Var.  Clou.  Did  we,  my  ford? 

Bm.  Ay:  say  you  any  thing? 

Vtcr.  No,  my  lord,  I  saw  nothing. 

Clam.  Nor  I.  ray  lord. 

Bru.  Go  and  commend  me  to  my  brother  Cassius; 
Bid  him  set  en  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Var.  Clav.  It  shall  be  done,  my  ,ord.  lEeui>t 

ACT  V 

BCEtre  I.     The  plains  of  Philippi.    . 

Enhr  Octavii  s.  Antony,  •(,hI  (heir  &r*\y 

Oct.  Now,  Antony,  our  hope?  are  f>n?w«red- 
You  said  the  enemy  would  i:oc  come  dowii, 
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But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions; 
It  proves  not  so:  their  battles  are  at  hand; 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here, 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  1  know 
Wherefore  they  doit:   they  could  be  content 
To  visit  other  places;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery,  thinking  by  this  face  10 

To  fasten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage; 
But  'tis  not  so. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Prepare  you,  generals: 

The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  show; 
Their  bloody  sign  of  battle  is  hung  out, 
And  something  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Octavius,  lead  your  battle  softly  on, 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Oct.  Upon  the  right  hand  I ;  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  this  exigent. 

Oct.  I  do  not  cross  you;  but  I  will  do  so.        [March.  20 
Drum.    Enter  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  their  Army ;  Luctlius, 
Titinius,  Messala,  and  others. 

Bru.  They  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 

Cas.  Stand  fast,  Titinius:  we  must  out  and  talk. 

Oct.  Mark  Antony,  shall  we  give  sign  of  battle? 

Ant.  No,  Caesar,  we  will  answer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth;  the  generals  would  have  some  words. 

Oct.  Stir  not  until  the  signal. 

Bru.  Words  before  blows:  is  it  so,  countrymen? 

Oct.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes,  Octavius. 

Ant.  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good  woids: 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Caesar's  heart,  31 

Crying  "Long  live!  hail,  Caesar!" 

Cas.  Antony, 

The  posture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown; 
But  for  3'our  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees, 
And  leave  them  honeyle'ss. 

Ant.  Not  stingless  too. 

Bru,  O,  yes,  and  soundless  too; 
For  you  have  stol'n  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And  very  wisely  threat  before  you  sting. 

Ant.  Villains,  you  did  not  so,  when  your  vile  daggers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Caesar:  40 

You  show'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn'd  like  hounds, 
And  bow'd  like  bondmen,  kissing  Caesar's  feet; 
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Whilst  damned  Cases,  like  a  cur,  behind 
Struck  Cmmi  on  the  neck.     O  you  flatterers! 

Ca*.  Flatterers!     Now,  Brutus,  tliank  yourself: 
This  tongue  had  not  offendeJ  so  lo-dsy, 
If  Cassius  might  have  ruled. 

Oct.  Come,  come,  the  cause:  if  arguing  make  us  sweat. 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drop-. 
Look;  50 

I  draw  a  sword  against  conspirators; 
When  think  you  that  the  sword  goes  up  again? 
Never,  till  Caesar's  three  and  thirty  wounds 
Be  well  avenged;  or  till  another  Caesar 
Have  added  slaughter  to  the  swurd  of  traitors. 

Bru.  Csesar.  thou  canst  not  die  by  traitors'  hands. 
Unless  thou  briug'st  them  with  thee. 

Oct.  So  I  hope ; 

I  was  not  born  to  die  on  Brutus'  sword. 

Bru.  O,  if  thou  wert  the  noblest  of  thy  strain, 
Young  man,  thou  couldst  not  die  more  honourable.  60 

Cos.  A  peevish  schoolboy,  worthless  of  such  honour, 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller! 

Ant.  Old  Cassius  still ! 

Oct.  Come,  Antony,  away! 

Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth: 
If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field; 
If  not,  when  you  have*  stomachs. 

[Exeunt  Oetenku,  Antony,  and  their  army. 

Cat.  Why,  now,  blow  wind,    swell   billow   and   swim 
bark! 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

Bi-ti.  Ho.  LocOios!  hark,  a  word  with  vou. 

L'i<-il.  [Standing  forth]  My  lord? 

[Briitui  and  LueQiu*  awmrn  apart 

Cas.  Messala! 

Mes.  [Standing  forth]  What  says  my  general?  70 

Cas.  Messala, 
This  is  my  birth-day ;  as  this  very  day 
Was  Cassius  born.  "  Give  me  thy  hand.  Messala: 
Be  thou  my  witness  that  against  my  will, 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compell'd  to"  set 
Upon  one  "battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong 
And  his  opinion :  now  I  change  my  mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  presage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former  ensign  80 

Two  mighty  eagles  fell,  and  there  they  perch'd, 
(gorging  and  feeding  from  our  soldiers'  hands; 

SHAK.    IU.— 7 
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Who  to  Philippi  here  consorted  us: 

This  morning  arc  they  fled  away  and  gone; 

And  in  their  steads  do  ravens,  crows  and  kites, 

Fly  o'er  our  heads  and  downward  look  on  us, 

As  we  were  sickly  prey :  their  shadows  seem 

A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  winch 

Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

Mes.  Believe  not  so. 

Cas.  I  but  believe  it  partly;  90 

For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit  and  resolved 
To  meet  all  perils  very  constantly. 

Bru.  Even  so,  Lucilius. 

Cas.  Now,  most  noble  Brutus, 

The  gods  to-day  stand  friendly,  that  we  may, 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age! 
But  since  the  affairs  of  men  rest  still  incertain, 
Let's  reason  with  the  worst  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lose  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together: 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do?  100 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philosophy 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himself,  I  know  not  how, 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life:  arming  myself  with  patience, 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  powers 
That  govern  us  below. 

Cos.  Then,  if  we  lose  this  battle, 

You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  streets  of  Rome?  110 

Bru.  No,  Cassius,  no:  think  not,  thou  noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome; 
He  tears  too  great  a  mind.     But  this  same  day 
Must  end  that  work  the  ides  of  March  begun; 
And  whether  we  shall  meet  again  I  know  not. 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take: 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  shall  smile; 
If  not,  why  then,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Cas.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus!  120 

If  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  smile  indeed; 
If  not,  'tis  true  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Why,  then,  lead  on.     O,  that  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this:;day's  business  ere  it  come! 
But  it  sufficeth  that  the  day  will  end, 
And  then  the  end  is  known.     Come,  ho!  away!       [Exeunt. 
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Scene  II.     Th< n * mm.     The  fuld  of  battle. 

Alarum.     Enter  Brutus  and  Messala. 

Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Messala,  ride,  and  give  these  bills 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side.  {Loud  alarum. 

Let  them  set  on  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Octavius'  wing, 
And  sudden  push  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  Messala:  let  them  all  come  down.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.    Another  part  of  tlie  .field. 
Alarums.     Enter  Cassius  and  Titinius. 

Om.  O,  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly! 
Myself  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  enemy: 
This  ensign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back ; 
1  slew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

Tit.  O  Cassius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early; 
Who,  having  some  advantage  on  Octavius, 
Took  it  too  eagerly:  his  soldiers  fell  to  spoil, 
Whilst  we  by  Antony  are  all  enclosed. 
Enter  PrNDARUS. 

Pin.  Fly  further  off.  my  lord,  fly  further  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  vour  tints,  my  lord:  10 

Fly,  therefore,  noble  Cassius,  fly  far  off. 

UK  This  hill  is  far  enough.  "Look,  look,  Titinius; 
Are  those  my  tents  where  I  perceive  the  fire? 

Tit.  They  are.  my  lord. 

Cos.  Titinius,  if  thou  lovest  me, 

Mount  thou  my  horse,  and  hide  thy  spurs  in  him, 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  10  yonder  troops. 
And  here  again;  that  I  may  rest  assured 
Whether  yond  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

Tit.   I  will  be  here  again,  even  wiih  a  thought.         [Sat. 

Cat.  Go,  Pindarus.  get  higher  on  that  hill;  20 

My  sight  wasever  thick:  regard  Titinius. 
And  iell  me  what  thou  latest  about  the  field. 

[Pindana  ateeruh  the  hill. 
This  day  I  breathed  Gist:  time  is  come  round, 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  shall  1  end. 
My  life  is  run  his  compass.     Sirrah,  what  news.' 

Pin.  [Above]  O  my  lord: 

Oat.   What  new-.- 

Piii.   [Abort-]  Titinius  i<  enclosed  round  about 
With  horsemen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  spur; 
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Yet  ho  spurs  on.     Now  they  are  almost  on  him.  30 

Now,  Titinius!    Now  some' light.    O,  he  lights  too. 
He's  ta'en.    [Shout.]  And,  hark!  they  shout  for  joy. 

Cas.  Come  down,  behold  no  more. 
O,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long, 
To  see  my  best  friend  ta'en  before  my  face ! 

Pindarus  descends. 
Come  hither,  sirrah : 
In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner; 
And  then  I  swore  thee,  saving  of  thy  life, 
That  whatsoever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 
Thou  shouldst  attempt  it.     Come  now,  keep  thine  oath; 
Now  be  a  freeman :  and  with  this  good  sword,  41 

That  ran  through  Caesar's  bowels,  search  this  bosom. 
Stand  not  to  answer:  here,  take  thou  the  hilts; 
And,  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now. 
Guide  thou  the  sword.  [Pindarus  stabs  him. 

Caesar,  thou  art  revenged, 
Even  with  the  sword  that  kill'd  thee.  [Dies. 

Pin.  So,  I  am  free ;  yet  would  not  so  have  been, 
Durst  I  have  done  my  will.     O  Cassius, 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  shall  run, 
Where  never  Roman  shall  take  note  of  him.  [Exit.  50 

Re-enter  Titinius  with  Messala. 

Mes.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius;  for  Octavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power, 
As  Cassius'  legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cassius. 

Mes.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  disconsolate, 

With  Pindarus  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he  that  lies  upon  the  ground? 

Tit.  He  lies  not  like  the  living.    O  my  heart! 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he? 

Tit.  No,  this  was  he,  Messala, 

But  Cassius  is  no  more.    O  setting  sun,  60 

As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  dost  sink  to-night, 
So  in  his  red  blood  Cassius'  day  is  set; 
The  sun  of  Rome  is  set!    Our  day  is  gone; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come;  our  deeds  are  done! 
Mistrust  of  my  success  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mes.  Mistrust  of  good  success  hath  done  this  deed. 
O  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child, 
Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
The  things  that  are  not?    O  error,  soon  conceived, 
Thou  never  oomest  unto  a  happy  birth,  70 
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But  killst  tlio  mother  that  engender' d  thee! 

Tit.  What.  Pindarus!  where  art  thou,  Piudarus? 

Mi *.   Seek  him,  Titinius,  whilst  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrusting  this  report 
Into  his  ears:  I  may  say.  thrusting  it: 
For  piercing  steel  and  darts  envenomed 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus 
As  tidings  of  this  sight. 

Tit.  Hie  you,  Messala, 

And  I  will  seek  for  Pindarus  the  while.  [Exit  Mesaakt. 

Why  didst  thou  send  me  forth,  bravo  Cassias?  80 

Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends?  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory. 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee?  Didst  thou  not  hear  their  shouts? 
Alas,  thou  hast  misconstrued  every  thing! 
But,  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow; 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding.     Brutus,  come  apace. 
And  see  how  I  regarded  Caius  Cassius. 
By  your  leave,  gods: — this  is  a  Roman's  part: 
Come.  Cassius'  sword,  and  rind  Titinius'  heart.  90 

[Kill*  hi i uft if. 

Alarum.     Re-enter  Messai.a.    witA  Brutus,  young  Cato, 
Strato.  Von  mnics,  <md  Lucii-irs. 

Bin.  Where,  where,  Messala,  doth  his  body  lie? 

Mr*.  Lo,  yonder,  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 

Bni.  Titinius'  face  is  upward. 

Co  to.  He  is  slain. 

Br>t.  O  Julius  Caesar,  thou  art  mighty  yet! 
Thy  spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our" swords' 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  [Lote  alarums. 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius: 

Look,  whether  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  Cassius! 

Bm.     Are  yet  two  Romans  living  such  as  these? 
The  last  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well! 
It  is  impossible  that  ever  Rome  100 

Should  breed  thy  fellow.     Friends,  I  owe  more  tears 
To  this  dead  man  than  you  shall  see  me  pay. 
I  shall  find  time,  Casshis.  I  shall  find  time. 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thasos  send  his  bodv : 
His  funerals  shall  not  lie  in  our  camp, 
Lest  it  discomfort  us.     Lucilius,  come; 
And  come,  young  Cato;  let  us  to  the  field. 
Labeo  and  Flavius,  set  our  battles  on : 
'Tis  three  o'clock;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 
We  shall  try  fortune  in  a  second  fight.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  IV.    A  nether  part  of  the  field. 

Alarum.      Enter  fighting,  Soldiers  of  both  armies;  tlien 
Brutus,  young  Cato,  Lucilius,  and  others. 

Bru.  Yet,  countrymen,  O,  yet  hold  up  your  heads! 

Cato.  What  bastard  doth  not'?     Who  will  go  with  me? 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field: 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend ; 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho! 

Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I; 
Brutus,  my  country's  friend;  know  me  for  Brutus!    [Exit. 

Lucil.  O  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down? 
Why,  now  thou  diest  as  bravely  as  Titinius;  10 

And  mayst  be  honour'd.  being  Cato's  son. 

First  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  diest. 

Lucil.  Only  I  yield  to  die: 

There  is  so  much  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  straight; 

[Offering  money. 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honour'd  in  his  death. 

First  Sold.  We  must  not.     A  noble  prisoner! 

Sec.  Sold.  Room,  ho!     Tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  ta'en. 

First  Sold.  I'll  tell  the  news.     Here  comes  the  general- 
Ehtu'  Antony. 
Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  he? 

Lm-il.  Safe,  Antony;  Brutus  is  safe  enough:  20 

I  dare  assure  thee  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus: 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shame ! 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive  or  dead, 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend;  but,  I  assure  you, 
A  prize  no  less  in  worth :  keep  this  man  safe ; 
Give  him  all  kindness:  1  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends  than  enemies.     Go  on. 
And  see  whether  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead;  30 

And  bring  us  word  unto  Octavius'  tent 
How  every  thing  is  chanced.  I  Erru/it. 

Scene  V.     Another  part  of  the  field. 

Enter  Brutus,    Dardvntus,    Clitus,    Strato  and 
YoxTjMxroe. 

Bru.  Come,  poor  reniaius  of  friends,  rest  on  this  rock. 
Cli.  Statilius  show'd  the  torch-light,  but,  my  lord, 
He  came  not  back:  he  is  or  ta'en  or  slain. 
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Brc.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitu?:  slaying  is  the  word; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fashion.     Hark  thee,  Clitus.  [  Whispers. 

Cli.  What,  I,  my  lord?     No,  not  for  all  the  world. 

Bru.  Peace  then!   no  words. 

( //.  I'll  rather  kill  myself. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardauius.  [  WliUper*. 

Our.  Shall  I  do  such  a  deed? 

( U.  O  Dardauius ! 

Bar.  O  Clitus!  10 

Vfi.  What  ill  request  did  Brutus  make  to  thee? 

Bar.  To  kill  him,  Clitus.     Look,  he  meditates. 

C!i.  Now  is  that  noble  vess?l  full  of  grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumuius;  list  a  word. 

V»l.  What  says  my  lord? 

Bm.  Why,  this,  Volumnius: 

The  ghost  of  Caesar  hath  appear'd  to  me 
Two  several  times  by  night;  at  Sardis  once, 
And.  this  last  night,  here  in  Philippi  fields: 
I  know  my  hour  is  come. 

IV.  Xot  so,  my  lord.  20 

Bru.  Xay.  I  am  sure  it  is.  Volumniu?. 
Thou  seest  the  world,  Volumnius,  how  it  goes; 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit:  [Lotc  alarums. 

It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  ourselves. 
Thau  tarry  till  they  push  us.     Good  Volumnius. 
Thou  know'st  that  we  two  went  to  school  together: 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  prithee, 
Hold  thou  my  sword-hilts,  whilst  I  ruu  on  it. 

Vol.  That's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 

[Alarum  ttiV. 

Vli.  Fly,  fly,  my  lord ;  there  is  no  tarrying  here.  30 

Bru,  Farewell  to  you;  and  you;  and  you,  Volumnius. 
Strato,  thou  hast  been  all  this  while  asleep; 
Farewell  to  thee  too,  Strato.     Countrymen, 
My  heart  doth  joy  that  yet  in  all  my  life 
I  found  no  man  but  he  was  true  to  "me. 
I  shall  have  glory  by  this  losing  day 
More  than  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
By  this  vile  conquest  shall  attaiu  unto. 
So  fare  you  well  at  once;  for  Brutus'  tongue 
Hath  almost  ended  his  life"»  history:  40 

Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes;  my  bones  would  rest. 
That  have  but  labour'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

[Alarum.     Qry  tritkin,  "Fly,  flv,  fl\ !" 
Cli.  Fly,  my  lord,  fly. 
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Bru.  Hence!  I  will  follow. 

[Exeunt  Clitus,  Dardanius,  and  Volumnius. 
{  prithee,  Strato,  stay  thou  by  thy  lord: 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  some  smatch  of  honour  in  it: 
Hold  then  my  sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.     Wilt  thou,  Strato? 

Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  first.     Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Farewell,  good  Strato.     [Runs  on  his  sward.]    Cae- 
sar, now  be  still:  50 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  will.                     [Dies. 

Alarum.      Retreat.      Enter  Octavius,  Antony,  Messala, 
Lucilius,  and  the  army. 

Oct.  What  man  is  that? 

Mes.  My  master's  man.     Strato,  where  is  thy  master? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Messala: 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him; 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himself. 
And  no  man  else  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Lucil.  So  Brutus  should  be  found.  I  thank  thee,  Brutus, 
That  thou  hast  proved  Lucilius'  saying  true. 

Oct.  All  that  served  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them.       60 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  bestow  thy  time  with  me? 

Stra.  Ay,  if  Messala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

Oct.  Do  so.  good  Messala. 

Mes.  How  died  my  master,  Strato? 

Stra.  I  held  the  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Mes.  Octavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  latest  service  to  my  master. 

Ant.  This  was  the  noblest  Roman  of  them  all: 
All  the  conspirators  save  only  he 

Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Caesar;  70 

He  only,  in  a  general  honest  thought 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle,  and  the  elements 
So  mix'd  in  him  that  Nature  might  stand  up 
And  say  to  all  the  world  "  This  was  a  man!" 

Oct.  According  to  his  virtues  let  us  use  him, 
With  all  respect  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  shall  lie, 
Most  like  a  soldier,  order'd  honourably. 
So  call  the  field  to  rest;  and  let's  away,  80 

To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day,  [Exeunt 


MACBETH. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Duncan,  king  of  Scotland.  Boy.  son  to  Macduff. 

Malcolm.     )  h.  An  English  Doctor. 

Donalbain.  f ms  sons-  A  Scotch  Doctor. 

Macbeth,  i  generals  of  the  king*s  A  Soldier. 

Banoco,     )     arm}-.  A  Porter. 

Macduff,  An  old  Man. 

Lennox  --.__.  Lady  Macbeth 

Ross,  I  noblemen  of  Scot-  lady  Macdcff 

Menteith,     [     land.  Gentlewoman  attending  on  Lady 

AvQl's'  Macbeth. 

(  ATTHNESS,     J  „ 

Fleance,  son  to  Banquo.  4r^CAT£-...  . 

Siward,  Earl  of  Northumberland,  |  ree  2  ltches- 

general  of  the  English  forces.  Apparitions. 

Young  SrwARD,  his  son.  Lords,  Gentlemen.  C  fficera,  Sol- 

Seyton,  an  officer  attending  on  diers.    Murderers.  Attendants, 

Macbeth.  and  Messengers. 

Scene:  Scotland :  England. 

ACT  I. 

Scene  I.    A  desert  plate. 
Thunder  and  lightning.     Enter  three  Witches. 

First  Witch.  When  shall  we  three  meet  again 
In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain? 

Sec.  Witch.  When  the  hurly burly 's  done, 
When  the  battle's  lost  and  won. 

Third  Witch.  That  will  be  ere  the  set  of  sun. 

First  Witch.  Where  the  place? 

Sec.  Witch.  Upon  the  heath. 

Third  Witch.  There  to  meet  with  Macbeth. 

First  Witch.  I  come,  Gravmalkin! 

Sec.  Witch.  Paddock  calls. 

Third  Witch.  Auon.  10 

AB.  Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair: 
Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  uir.  [Ereunt. 

(801) 
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Scene  II.    A  camp  near  Form. 

Alarum  within.     Enter  Dtincan,  Malcolm,  Donalbain, 
Lennox,  with  Attendants,  meeting  a  bhediinj  Sergeant. 

Dim.  What  bloody  man  is  that?     He  can  report, 
As  seemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  newest  state. 

Mai.  This  is  the  sergeant 

Who  like  a  good  and  hardy  soldier  fought 
'Gainst  my  captivity.     Hail,  brave  friend! 
Say  to  the  king  the  knowledge  of  the  broil 
As*  thou  didst  leave  it. 

Ser.  Doubtful  it  stood; 

As  two  spent  swimmers,  that  do  cling  together 
And  choke  their  art.     The  merciless  Macdonwald — 
Worthy  to  be  a  rebel,  for  to  that  10 

The  multiplying  villanies  of  nature 
Do  swarm  upon  him — from  the  western  isles 
Of  kerns  and  gallowglasses  is  supplied ; 
And  fortune,  on  his  damned  quarrel  smiling, 
Show'd  like  a  rebel's  whore:  but  all's  too  weak: 
For  brave  Macbeth — well  he  deserves  that  name — 
Disdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandish'd  steel, 
Which  smoked  with  bloody  execution, 
Like  valour's  minion  carved  out  his  passage 
Till  he  faced  the  slave;  20 

+And  ne'er  shook  hands,  nor  bade  farewell  to  him, 
Till  he  unseam'd  him  from  the  nave  to  the  chaps, 
And  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

Dun.  O  valiant  cousin !  -worthy  gentleman ! 

Ser.  As  whence  the  sun  'gins  his  reflection 
Shipwrecking  storms  and  direful  thunders  break, 
So  from  that  spring  whence  comfort  seem'd  to  come 
Discomfort  swells.     Mark,  king  of  Scotland,  mark: 
No  sooner  justice  had  with  valour  arm'd 
Compell'd  these  skipping  kerns  to  trust  their  heels,         30 
But  the  Norweyan  lord  surveying  vantage, 
With  furbish'd  arms  and  new  supplies  of  men 
Began  a  fresh  assault. 

Dun.  Dismay 'd  not  this 

Our  captains,  Macbeth  and  Banquo? 

Ser.  Yes ; 

As  sparrows  eagles,  or  the  hare  the  lion. 
If  I  say  sooth,  I  must  report  they  were 
As  cannons  overcharged  with  double  cracks,  so  they 
Doubly  redoubled  strokes  upon  the  foe: 
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Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds, 

Or  memorize  another  Golgotha,  40 

I  cannot  tell. 

But  I  am  faiut.  my  gashes  cry  for  help. 

Dun.  So  well  thy  words  become  thee  as  thy  wounds; 
They  smack  of  honour  both.     Go  get  him  surgeons. 

[Exit  Sergeant,  attended. 
Who  comes  here? 

Enter  Ross. 

MA  The  worthy  thane  of  Ro?s. 

Len.  What  a  haste  looks  through  his  eyes !    So  should  he 
look 
That  seems  to  speak  things  strange. 

Ross.  God  save  the  king! 

Dun.  Whence  earnest  thou,  worthy  thane? 

Ross.  From  Fife,  great  king; 

Where  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  sky 
And  fan  our  people  cold.    Norway  himself,  50 

With  terrible  numbers, 
Assisted  by  that  most  disloyal  traitor 
The  thane  of  Cawdor,  began  a  dismal  conflict ; 
Till  that  Bellona's  bridegroom,  lapp'd  in  proof, 
Confronted  him  with  self-comparisons, 
Point  against  point  rebellious,  arm  'gainst  arm, 
Curbing  his  lavish  spirit :  and,  to  conclude, 
The  victory  fell  on  us. 

Dun.  Great  happiness ' 

Ross.  That  now 

Sweno,  the  Norwaya1  king,  craves  composition; 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  "burial  of  his  men  60 

Till  he  disbursed  at  Saint  Colme's  inch 
Ten  thousand  dollars  to  our  general  use. 

Dun.  No  more  that  thane  of  Cawdor  shall  deceive 
Our  bosom  interest:  go  pronounce  his  present  death, 
And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth. 

Bom.  I'll  see  it  done. 

Dun.  What  he  hath  lost  noble  Macbeth  hath  won. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     A  heath  near  Forres. 

Thunder.     Enter  the  three  Witches. 

First  Witch.  Where  hast  thou  been,  sister? 

See.  WiteA.  Killing  swine. 

7 hi ril  Witch.  Sister,  where  thou? 

Fiat  Witch.  A  sailor's  wife  had  chestnuts  in  her  lap, 
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And  inuuch'd,  and  munch'd,  aud  muuch'd: — "Give  me," 

quoth  I : 
'Aroint  thee,  witch!"  the  rump-fed  rouyon  criee. 
Her  husband's  to  Aleppo  goue,  master  o'  the  Tiger: 
But  in  a  sieve  I'll  thither  sail, 
And,  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 
I'll  do,  I'll  do,  and  I'll  do.  10 

Sec.  Witch.  I'll  give  thee  a  wind. 

First  Witch.  Thou'rt  kind. 

Third  Witch.  And  I  another. 

First  Witch.  I  myself  have  all  the  other, 
And  the  very  ports  they  blow, 
All  the  quarters  that  they  know 
I'  the  shipman's  card. 
I  will  drain  him  dry  as  hay: 
Sleep  shall  neither  night  nor  day 

Hang  upon  his  pent-house  lid ;  20 

He  shall  live  a  man  forbid: 
Weary  se'nuights  nine  times  nine 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak  and  pine: 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  lost, 
Yet  it  shall  be  tempest-tost. 
Look  what  I  have. 

Sec.  Witch.  Show  me,  show  me. 

Ifott  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 
Wreck'd  as  homeward  he  did  come.  [Drum  within. 

Third,  Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum!  30 

Macbeth  doth  come. 

All.  The  weird  sisters,  hand  in  hand, 
Posters  of  the  sea  and  laud, 
Thus  do  go  about,  about : 
Thrice  to  thine  and  thrice  to  mine 
And  thrice  again,  to  make  up  nine. 
Peace !  the  charm's  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  BANQ.ro, 

Macb.  So  foul  aud  fair  a  day  I  have  not  seen. 

Ban.  How  fair  is't  call'd  to  Forres?    What  are  these 
So  wither'd  and  so  wild  iu  their  attire,  40 

That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o'  the  earth, 
Aud  yet  are  on't?    Live  you?  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  questiou?"   You  seemto  understand  me, 
By  each  at  once  her  chappy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  skinuy  lips:  you* should  be  women, 
Aud  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
Thai  you  arc  so. 

Much,  Speak,  if  y-'U  can:  what  are  you? 
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fferi  Witch.  All  bail,  Macbeth!   bail  to  thee,  thane  of 
Glamis'. 

Sec.  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth!  hail  to  thee,  thane  of 
Cawdor! 

Third  Witch.  AH  hail,  Macbeth,  thou  shalt  be  king  here- 
after! 50 

Ban.  Good  sir,  why  do  you  start;  and  seem  to  fear 
Things  that  do  sound  so  fair?    I'  the  name  of  truth, 
Are  ve  fantastical,  or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  ye  show?     My  noble  partner 
You  greet  with  present  grace  and  great  prediction 
Of  noble  having  and  of  royal  hope, 
That  he  seems  rapt  withal:  to  me  you  speak  not. 
If  you  can  look  into  the  seeds  of  time, 
And  say  which  grain  will  grow  and  which  will  not, 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg  nor  fear  60 

Tour  favours  nor  your  hate. 

First  Witch.  Hail! 

Sec.  Witch.  Hail! 

Third  Witch.  Hail! 

4  Witch.  Lesser  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

Sec.  Witch.  Xot  so  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

Third  Witch.  Thou  shalt" get  kings,  though  thou  be  none: 
So  all  hail.  Macbeth  and  Banquo! 

First  Witch.  Banquo  and  Macbeth,  all  hail! 

Matb.  Stay,  you  imperfect  speakers,  tell  me  more:      70 
By  Sinel's  death  I  know  I  am  thane  of  Glamis; 
But  how  of  Cawdor"?  the  thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 
A  prosperous  gentleman;  and  to  be  king 
Stands  not  within  the  prospect  of  belief, 
Xo  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.     Say  from  whence 
You  owo  this  strange  intelligence'?  or  why 
Upon  this  blasted  heath  you'stop  our  way 
With  such  prophetic  greeting'?    Speak,  I  charge  you. 

[  Witctiet  vanith. 

Ban.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has, 
And  these  are  of  them.    Whither  are  they  vanish'd?        80 

Jf'icb.  Into  the  air;  and  what  seem'd  corporal  melted 
As  breath  iuto  the  wind.     Would  they  had  stay'd! 

Ban.  Were  such  things  here  as  we  do  speak  about? 
Or  have  we  eaten  on  the  insaue  root 
That  takes  the  reason  prisoner"? 

ifacb.  Your  children  shall  be  Lings. 

Ban.  You  shall  be  king. 

Macb.  And  thane  of  Cawdor  too:  went  it  not  so? 

Ban,  To  the  selfsame  tune  and  words.     Who's  here? 
Enter  Rose  and  A>"gcs. 
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Rom,  The  king  hath  happily  received,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  success;  and  when  he  reads  90 

Thy  personal  venture  in  the  rebels'  fight, 
His  wonders  and  his  praises  do  contend 
Which  should  be  thine  or  his:  silenced  with  that, 
In  viewing  o'er  the  rest  o'  the  selfsame  day, 
He  finds  thee  in  the  stout  Norweyan  ranks, 
Nothing  afeard  of  what  thyself  didst  make, 
Strange  images  of  death.     As  thick  as  hail 
Came  post  with  post;  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praises  in  his  kingdom's  great  defence, 
And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 

Ang.  We  are  sent  100 

To  give  thee  from  our  royal  master  thanks; 
Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  sight, 
Not  pay  thee. 

Boss.  And,  for  an  earnest  of  a  greater  honour, 
He  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  thane  of  Cawdor: 
In  which  addition,  hail,  most  worthy  thane! 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ban.  What,  can  the  devil  speak  true? 

Macb.  The  thane  of  Cawdor  lives:  why  do  you  dress  Die 
In  borrow'd  robes? 

Ang.  Who  was  the  thane  lives  yet; 

But  under  heavy  judgement  bears  that  life  110 

Which  he  deserves  to  lose.     Whether  he  was  combined 
With  those  of  Norway,  or  did  line  the  rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  vantage,  or  that  with  both 
He  labour'd  in  his  country's  wreck,  I  know  not; 
But  treasons  capital,  confess'd  and  proved, 
Have  overthrown  him. 

Macb.  [Aside]  Glamis,  and  thane  of  Cawdor! 
The  greatest  is  behind.     [To  Boss  and  Angus]    Thanks  for 

your  pains. 
[To  Ban.]  Do  you  not  hope  your  children  shall  be  kings. 
When  those  that  gave  the  thane  of  Cawdor  to  me 
Promised  no  less  to  them  ? 

Ban.  That  trusted  home  130 

Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown, 
Besides  the  thane  of  Cawdor.     But  'tis  strange : 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 
The  instruments  of  darkness  tell  us  truths, 
Win  us  with  honest  trifles,  to  betray 's 
Th  deepest  consequence. 
Cousins,  a  word,  I  pray  you. 

}facb.  [Aside]  Two  truths  are  told, 

As  happy  prologues  to  the  swelling  act 
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Of  the  imperial  theme.— I  thank  you.  gentlemen. 

[Jjtfil1]  This  supernatural  soliciting  130 

Cannot  be  ill.  cannot  be  good:  if  ill, 

Why  hath  it  given  me  earnest  of  success. 

Commencing  in  a  truth?     I  am  thane  of  Cawdor: 

If  good,  why  do  I  yield  to  that  suggestion 

Whose  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair 

And  make  my  seated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs, 

Against  the  use  of  nature?    Present  fears 

Are  less  than  horrible  imaginings- 

My  thought,  whose  murder  yet  is  but  fantastical, 

Shakes  so  my  single  state  of  man  that  function  140 

Is  smother'd  in  surmise,  and  nothing  is 

But  what  is  not. 

Bin.  Look,  how  our  partner's  rapt. 

Maeb.  [Aside]  If  chance  will  have  me  king,  why.  chance 
may  crown  me, 
Without  my  stir. 

Ban.  New  honours  come  upon  him, 

Like  our  strange  garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould 
But  with  the  aid  of  use. 

Maeb,  [Atide]  Come  what  come  may. 

Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  day. 

Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth,  we  stay  upon  your  leisure. 

Macb.  Give  me  your  favour:  my  dull  brain  was  wrought 
With  things  forgotten.     Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains    150 
Are  register'd  where  everv  day  I  turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them.     Let  us  toward  the  king. 
Think  upon  what  hath  chanced,  and,  at  more  time. 
The  interim  having  weigh'd  it,  let  us  speak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 

Ma<"b.  Till  then,  enough.     Come,  friend-.  [Eifunt. 

\"E    IV.        F'-rrrx.        T/t>    fHthli', . 

Flourish.  Entertixmcxm,  Malcolm,  Donalbain.  Lennox 

and  Attendants 

Dun.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor?     Are  not 
Those  in  commission  yet  returu'd 

-I/''7.  My  liege. 

They  are  not  yet  come  back.     But  I  have  spoke 
With  one  that  saw  him  die:  who  did  report 
That  very  frankly  he  confess'd  his  treason*. 
Implored  your  highness'  pardon  and  set  forth 
A  deep  repentance:  nothing  in  his  life 
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Became  him  like  the  leaving  it .;,  he  died 

As  one  that  had  been  studied  in  his  death 

To  throw  away  the  dearest  thing  he  owed,  10 

As  'twere  a  careless  trifle. 

Bun.  There's  no  art 

To  find  the  mind's  construction  in  the  face: 
He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  absolute  trust. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Banquo,  Ross,  and  Angus. 

O  worthiest  cousin ! 
The  sin  of  my  ingratitude  even  now 
Was  heavy  on  me:  thou  art  so  far  before 
That  swiftest  wing  of  recompense  is  slow 
To  overtake  thee.     Would  thou  hadst  less  deserved, 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine!  only  I  have  left  to  say,  20 

More  is  thy  due  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Afueb.  The  service  and  the  loyalty  I  owe. 
In  doing  it,  pays  itself.     Your  highness'  part 
Is  to  receive  our  duties;  and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  throne  and  state  children  and  servants, 
Which  do  but  what  they  should,  by  doing  every  thing 
Safe  toward  your  love  and  honour. 

Bun.  Welcome  hither: 

I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing.     Noble  Banquo, 
That  hast  no  less  deserved,  nor  must  be  known  30 

No  less  to  have  done  so,  let  me  infold  thee 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban.  There  if  I  grow, 

The  harvest  is  your  own. 

Bun.  My  plenteous  joys, 

Wanton  in  fulness,  seek  to  hide  themselves 
In  drops  of  sorrow.     Sons,  kinsmen,  thanes, 
And  you  whose  places  are  the  nearest,  know 
We  will  establish  our  estate  upon 
Our  eldest,  Malcolm,  whom  we  name  hereafter 
The  Prince  of  Cumberland;  which  honour  must 
Not  unaccompanied  invest  him  only,  40 

But  signs  of  nobleness,  like  stars,  shall  shine 
On  all  deservers.  From  hence  to  Inverness, 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Macb.   The  rest  is  labour,  which  is  not  used  for  you : 
I'll  be  myself  the  harbinger  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach; 
So  humbly  take  my  leave. 
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Dun.  My  worthy  Cawdor! 

Maeb.  [Aside]  The  Prince  of  Cumberland!  that  is  a  step 
On  which  I  must  fall  down,  or  else  o'erleap, 
For  in  my  way  it  lies.     Stars,  hide  your  fires;  50 

Let  not  light  see  my  black  and  deep  desires: 
The  eye  wink  at  the  hand;  yet  let  that  be, 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  see.  [Exit. 

Dun.  True,  worthy  Banquo;  he  is  full  so  valiant, 
And  in  his  commendations  I  am  fed: 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.     Let's  after  him, 
Whose  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome: 
It  is  a  peerless  kinsman.  [Flourish.    Exeunt. 

Scene  V.     Inverness.     Macbeth 's  castle. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  reading  a  letter. 

Lady  M.   "They  met  me  in  the  day  of  success:  and  I 
have  learned  by  the  perfectest  report,  they  have  more  in 
them  than  mortal  knowledge.     When  I  burned  in  desire 
to  question  them  further,  they  made  themselves  air.  into 
which  they  vanished.     Whiles  I  stood  rapt  in  the  wonder 
of  it,  came  missives  from  the  king,  who  all-hailed  me 
'Thane  of  Cawdor;'  by  which  title,  before,  these   weird 
sisters  saluted  me,  and  referred  me  to  the  coming  on  of 
time,    with    '  Hail,    king    that    shalt    be!'     This  "have    I 
thought  good  to  deliver  thee,  my  dearest  partner  of  great- 
ness, that  thou  mightst  not  lose  the  dues  of  rejoicing,  bv 
being  ignorant  of  what  greatness  is  promised  thee.     Lay  ft 
to  thy  heart,  and  farewell." 
Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor:  and  shalt  be 
What  thou  art  promised:  yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature; 
It  is  too  full  o'  the  milk  of  human  kindnt-> 
To  catch  the  nearest  way:  thou  wouldst  be  great: 
Art  not  without  ambition,  but  without  30 

The  illness  should  attend  it:  what  thou  wouldst  highly, 
That  wouldst  thou  holily,  wouldst  not  play  false, 
And    yet  wouldst    wrongly  win:    thou'ldst  have,   great 

Glamis. 
That  which  cries  "  Thus  thou  must  do,  if  thou  have  it; 
And  that  which  rather  thou  dost  fear  to  do 
Than  wishest  should  be  undone."     Hie  thee  hither, 
That  I  may  pour  my  spirits  in  thine  ear: 
And  chastise  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round, 
Which  fate  and  metaphysical  aid  doth  seem  30 

To  have  thee  crown'd  withal. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
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What,  is  your  tidings? 

Mtss.  The  king  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady  M.  Thou'rt  mad  to  say  it : 

Is  not  thy  master  -with  him?  who,  wer't  so, 
Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 

Mess.  So  please  you,  it  is  true:  our  thane  is  coining: 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  speed  of  him, 
Who,  almost  dead  for  breath,  had  scarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  message. 

Lady  M.  Give  him  tending: 

He  brings  great  news.  [Mtit  Memenger. 

The  raven  himself  is  hoarse 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan  40 

Under  my  battlements.     Come,  you  spirits 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unsex  me  here. 
And  fill  me  from  the  crown  to  the  toe  top-full 
Of  direst  cruelty!  make  thick  my  blood; 
Stop  up  the  access  and  passage  to  remorse, 
That  no  compunctious  visitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpose,  nor  keep  peace  between 
The  effect  and  it!     Come  to  my  woman's  breasts, 
And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murdering  ministers, 
Wherever  in  your  sightless  substances  50 

You  wait  on  nature's  mischief.     Come,  thick  night, 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunnest  smoke  of  hell, 
That  my  keen  knife  see  not  the  wound  it  makes. 
Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark. 
To  cry  "Hold,  hold!" 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Great  Glamis!  worthy  Cawdor! 
Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter! 
Thy  letters  have  transported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  present,  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  instant. 

Much.  My  dearest  love, 

Duncan  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady  M.  And  when  goes  he+iee?         CO 

Macb.  To-morrow,  as  he  purposes. 

Lady  M.  O,  never 

Shall  sun  that  morrow  see! 
Your  face,  my  thane,  is  as  a  book  where  men 
May  read  strange  matters.     To  beguile  the  time. 
Look  like  the  time;  bear  welcome  in  your  eve. 
Your  hand,  your  tongue:  look  like  the  innocent  flower. 
But  be  the  serpent  under  t.     He  That's  coming 
Must  be  provided  for:  and  yon  shall  put 
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Tbifl  night's  great  business  into  my  dispatch; 

Which  shall  To  all  our  nights  and  "days  to  come  70 

Give  solely  sovereign  sway  and  masterdom. 

Much.   We  will  speak  further. 

Lady  _V.  Only  look  up  clear; 

To  alter  favour  ever  is  to  fear: 
Leave  all  the  rest  to  me.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  VI.     Before  Macbeth'*  caztk. 

Hautboys  and  torches.  EuUr  Duncan,  Malcolm,  Doxal- 
baix.  Baxquo,  Lennox.  Macduff,  Ross.  Angus,  and 
Attendants. 

Bun.  This  castle  hath  a  pleasant  seat;  the  air 
Nimbly  and  sweetly  recommends  itself 
Unto  our  gentle  senses. 

Bun.  This  guest  of  summer, 

The  temple-haunting  martlet,  does  approve, 
By  his  loved  mansionry,  that  the  heaven's  breath 
Smells  wooingly  here:  no  jutty,  frieze. 
Buttress,  nor  coign  of  vantage,  but  this  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendent  bed  and  procreant  cradle: 
Where  they  most  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  observed. 
The  air  is  delicate. 

Eiiin-  Lady  Macbeth. 

Dmi.  See,  see,  our  houour'd  hostess!  10 

The  love  that  follows  us  sometime  is  our  trouble, 
Which  still  we  thank  as  love.     Herein  I  teach  you 
How  you  shall  bid  God  "ild  us  for  your  pains, 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Ludy  if.  All  our  service 

In  every  point  twice  done  and  then  done  double 
Were  poor  and  single  business  to  contend 
Against  those  honours  deep  and  broad  wherewith 
Your  majesty  loads  our  house:  for  those  of  old, 
And  the  late  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them, 
We  rest  your  hermits. 

Dun.  Where's  the  thane  of  Cawdor?       "20 

We  coursed  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpose 
To  be  his  purveyor:  but  he  rides  weM; 
And  his  great  love,  sharp  as  his  spur,  hath  holp  him 
To  his  home  before  us.     Fair  and  noble  hostess, 
We  are  your  guest  to-night. 

Lady  M.  Your  servants  ever 

Have  theirs,  themselves  and  what  is  theirs,  in  compt, 
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To  make  their  audit  at  your  highness'  pleasure, 
ytill  to  return  your  own. 

Don.  Give  me  your  hand ; 

Conduct  me  to  mine  host:  we  love  him  highly, 
And  shall  continue  our  graces  towards  hini.  !X) 

By  your  leave,  hostess.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  VII.     Macbeth'*  castle. 

Hautboys  and  torches.  Enter  a  Sewer,  and  divers  Servants 
with  dislies  and  sercice,  and  pass  over  the  stage.  Then  enter 
Macbeth. 

Macb.  If  it  were  done  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly :  if  the  assassination 
Could  trammel  up  the  consequence,  and  catch 
With  his  surcease  success;  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  here, 
But  here,  upon  this  bank  and  shoal  of  time, 
We'ld  jump  the  life  to  come.     But  in  these  cases 
We  still  have  judgement  here;  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  instructions,  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  the  inventor:  this  even-handed  justice 
Commends  the  ingredients  of  our  poison'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.     He's  here  in  double  trust; 
First,  as  I  am  his  kinsman  and  his  subject. 
Strong  both  against  the  deed:  then,  as  his  host, 
Who  should  against  his  murderer  shut  the  door, 
Not  hoax  the  knife  myself.     Besides,  this  Duncan 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  so  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  In  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels,  trumpet-tongued,  against 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking-off ;  20 

And  pity,  like  a  naked  new-born  babe, 
Striding  the  blast,  or  heaven's  cherubim,  horsed 
Upon  the  sightless  couriers  of  the  air, 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  eye, 
That  tears  shall  drown  the  wind.     I  have  no  spur 
To  prick  the  sides  of  my  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'erleaps  itself 
And  falls  on  tiie  other. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

How  now!  what  news? 
Lady  M.  He  has  almost  supp'd:  why  have  you  left  the 

chamber? 
Macb.  Hath  he  ask'd  for  me? 
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/.«'///  M.  Know  you  not  he  hftsl      '•'" 

Maeb.  We  will  proceed  uo  further  in  this  busines> : 
He  hath  honour'd  me  of  late;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  sort?  of  people, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  newest  gloss, 
Not  cast  aside  so  soon. 

Lady  M.  Was  the  hope  drunk 

Wherein  you  dressed  yourself?  hath  it  slept  since? 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  so  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  so  freely?     From  this  time 
Such  I  account  thy  love.     Art  thou  afeard 
To  be  the  same  in  thine  own  act  and  valour  40 

As  thou  art  in  desire?    Wouldst  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  esteern'st  the  ornament  of  life, 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  esteem, 
Letting  "  I  dare  not"  wait  upon  "  I  would," 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'  the  adage? 

Maeb.  Prithee,  peace: 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man; 
Who  dares  do  more  is  none. 

Lady  M.  What  beast  was't,  then, 

That  made  vou  break  this  enterprise  to  me? 
When  you  durst  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man: 
And,  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would  50 

Be  so  much  more  the  man.     Xor  time  nor  place 
Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both: 
They  have  made  themselves,  and  that  their  fitness  now 
Does  unmake  you.     I  have  given  suck,  and  know 
How  tender  'tis  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me: 
I  would,  while  it  was  smiling  in  my  face, 
Have  pluck'd  my  nipple  from  his  boneless  gums, 
And  dash'd  the  brains  out,  had  I  -o  sworn  as  you 
Have  done  to  this. 

Maeb.  If  we  should  fail? 

Lady  M.  We  fail! 

But  screw  your  courage  to  the  stick iug-place,  60 

And  we'll  not  fail.     When  Duncan  is  asleep — 
Whereto  the  rather  shall  hi*  day's  hard  journey 
Soundly  invite  him — his  two  chamberlains 
Will  I  with  wine  and  wassail  so  convince 
That  memory,  the  warder  of  the  brain. 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reason 
A  limbeck  only:  when  in  swinish  sleep 
Their  drenched  natures  lie  as  in  a  death, 
What  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 
The  unguarded  Duncan  r  what  not  put  upon  70 

His  spongy  officers,  who  shall  bear  the  guilt 
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Of  our  grout  quell? 

Much.  firing  forth  men-children  only; 

For  thy  undaunted  mettle  should  compose 
Nothing  but  males.     Will  it  not  be  received, 
When  avc  have  mark'd  with  blood  those  sleepy  two 
Of  his  own  chamber  and  used  their  very  daggers, 
That  they  have  done't  ? 

Lady  M.  Who  dares  receive  it  other, 

As  we  shall  make  our  griefs  and  clamour  roar 
Upon  his  death? 

Macb.  I  am  settled,  and  bend  up 

Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat.  80 

Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  fairest  show: 
False  face  must  hide  what  the  false  heart  doth  know. 

[Exeunt . 

ACT  II. 

Scene  I.     Court  of  Macbeth' s  castle. 

Enter  Banquo,  and  Fi.eaxce  bearing  a  torch  before  Jiim. 

Ban.  How  goes  the  night .  boy  ? 

Fie.  The  moon  is  down;  I  have  not  heard  the  clock. 

Ban.  And  she  goes  down  at  twelve. 

Fie.  I  take't,  'tis  later,  sir. 

Ban.    Hold,   take    my    sword.      There's  husbandry   in 
heaven ; 
Their  candles  are  all  out.     Take  thee  that  too. 
A  heavy  summons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  I  would  not  sleep:  merciful  powers, 
Restrain  in  me  the  cursed  thoughts  that  nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repose ! 

Enter  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant  with  a  torch. 

Give  me  my  sword. 
Who's  there!  10 

Macb.  A  friend. 

Ban.  What,  sir,  not  yet  at  rest?     The  king's  a-bed: 
He  hath  been  in  unusual  pleasure,  and 
Sent  forth  great  largess  to  your  offices. 
This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal. 
By  the  name  of  most  kind  hostess;  and  shut  up 
In  measureless  content. 

Macb.  Being  unprepared, 

Our  will  became  the  servant  to  defect; 
Which  else  should  free  have  wrought. 

Ban.  All's  well. 
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I  dreamt  last  uight  of  the  three  weird  slaters:  20 

To  you  thev  have  show'd  some  tiuth. 

£acb.       "  I  think  not  of  them: 

Yet,  when  we  can  entreat  an  hour  to  serve. 
We  would  spend  it  in  some  words  upon  that  husiness, 
If  vou  would  grant  the  time. 

jj,,,,.  At  your  kiud'st  leisure. 

Uauab.  If  you  shall  cleave  to  my  consent,  when  'tis, 
It  -hall  make  honour  for  you. 

3ip.  So  I  lose  none 

Iu  seeking  to  augment  it,  but  still  keep 
My  bosom  franehised  and  allegiance  clear, 
I  sball  be  counsell'd. 

Madb.  Good  repose  the  while! 

Bin.  Thanks,  sir;  the  like  to  vou!  30 

[Exemit  Ban  quo  and  Fleanct . 

Macb.  Go  bid  thy  mistress,  when  my  drink  is  ready, 
She  strike  upon  the  bell.     Get  thee  to* bed.    {Exit  Servant. 
I-  this  a  dagger  which  I  see  before  me, 
The  handle  toward  my  hand'?     Come,  let  me  clutch  thee. 
I  have  thee  not,  and  yet  I  see  thee  still. 
Art  thou  not.  fatal  vision,  sensible 
To  feeling  as  to  sight?  or  art  thou  but 
A  dagger  of  the  mind,  a  false  creation, 
Proceeding  from  the  heat-oppressed  brain? 
I  see  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable  40 

As  this  which  now  I  draw. 
Thou  marshall'st  me  the  way  that  I  was  going; 
And  such  an  instrument  I  was  to  use. 
Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'  the  other  senses, 
Or  else"  worth  all  the  rest ;  I  see  thee  still, 
And  on  thy  blade  and  dudgeon  gouts  of  blood, 
"Which  was  not  so  before.     There's  no  such  thing: 
It  is  the  bloody  business  which  informs 
Thus  to  mine  eyes.     How  o'er  the  one-half  world 
Nature  seems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abuse  50 

The  curtain'd  sleep;  witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate's  offerings,  and  wither'd  murder, 
Alarum'd  by  his  sentinel,  the  wolf, 
Whose  howl's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  stealthy  pace. 
With  Tarquin's  ravishing  strides,  towards  his  design 
Moves  like  a  ghost.     Thou  sure  and  firm-set  earth. 
Hear  not  my  stops,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
Thy  very  -tones  prate  of  my  whereabout. 
And  take  the  present  horror  from  the  time, 
Which  now  suits  with  it.     While-  I  threat,  he  lives:        60 
Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  give-. 

(J.  bell  ring*. 
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I  go,  aud  it  is  done ;  the  bell  invites  me. 

Hear  it  not,  Duncau;  for  it  is  a  knell 

That  summons  thee  to  heaven  or  to  hell.  [Exit, 


Scene  II.     The  same. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  M.  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk  hath  made 
me  bold; 
What  hath  quench'd  them  hath  given  me  fire.     Hark! 

Peace ! 
It  was  the  owl  that  shriek'd,  the  fatal  bellman, 
Which  gives  the  stern'st  good-night.     He  is  about  it: 
The  doors  are  open ;  and  the  surfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  snores:  I  have  drugg'd  their 

possets, 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them, 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 

Macb.  [Within']  Who's  there?  what,  ho! 

Lady  M.  Alack,  I  am  afraid  they  have  awaked,  10 

And  'tis  not  done.     The  attempt  and  not  the  deed 
Confounds  us.     Hark!  I  laid  their  daggers  ready; 
He  could  not  miss  'em.     Had  he  not  resembled 
My  father  as  he  slept,  I  had  done't. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

My  husband! 

Macb.  I  have  done  the  deed.     Didst  thou  not  hear  a 
noise? 

Lady  M.  I  heard  the  owl  scream  and  the  crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  speak? 

Macb.  When? 

Lady  M.  Now. 

Macb.  As  I  descended? 

Lady  M.  Ay. 

Macb.  Hark! 
Who  lies  i'  the  second  chamber? 

Lady  M.  Donalbain.  20 

Macb.  This  is  a  sorry  sight.  [Looking  on  hi*  hands. 

Ljidy  M.  A  foolish  thought,  to  say  a  sorry  sight. 

Macb.  There's  one  did  laugh  in's  sleep,  and  one  cried 
"Murder!" 
That  they  did  wake  each  other:  I  stood  and  heard  them: 
But  they  did  say  their  prayers,  and  address'd  them 
Again  to  sleep. 

hidy  M.       There  are  two  lodged  together. 
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Mitcb.  One  cried  "  God  bless  us!"'  and  "  Amen"  the  other; 
As  they  had  seen  me  with  these  hangman's  hands. 
Listening  their  fear.  I  could  not  say    "Amen," 
When  thev  did  say  "  God  bless  us!" 

bidy  }f.  Consider  it  not  so  deeply.    30 

Mnco.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce  "Amen"? 
I  had  most  need  of  blessing,  and  "Amen" 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Lady  M.  These  deeds  must  not  be  thought 

After  these  ways;  so,  it  will  make  us  mad.  „ 

Mad>.  Methought  I  heard  a  voice  cry  "  Sleep  no  more! 
Macbeth  does  murder  sleep."  the  innocent  sleep, 
Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  sleave  of  care. 
The  death  of  each  day's  life,  sore  labour's  bath. 
Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  second  course, 
Chief  nourisher  in  life's  feast, — 

Lady  M.  What  do  you  mean?        40 

Muc'j.  Still  it  cried  "  Sleep  no  more!"  to  all  the  house: 
"Glands  hath  murder'd  sleep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  sleep  no  more:  Macbeth  shall  sleep  no  more." 

Lidy  M.  Who  was   it  that  thus  cried?    Why,  worthy 
thane. 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  strength,  to  think 
So  brainsickly  of  things.     Go  get  some  water. 
And  wash  this  filthy  witness  from  your  hand. 
Why  did  you  bring  these  daggers  from  the  place? 
They  must  lie  there:  go  carry  them;  and  smear 
The  sleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Macb.  I'll  go  no  more:  50 

I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done; 
Look  on't  again  I  dare  not. 

Lady  M.  Infirm  of  purpose ! 

Give  me  the  daggers:  the  sleeping  and  the  dead 
Are  but  as  pictures:  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood 
That  fears  a  painted  devil.     If  he  do  bleed, 
I'll  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal; 
For  it  must  seem  their  guilt.  [Exit.     Knocking  within. 

Mam.  Whence  is  that  knocking? 

How  is't  with  me,  when  every  noise  appalls  me? 
What  hands  are  here?  ha!  they  pluck  out  mine  eyes. 
Will  all  great  Xeptune's  ocean  wash  this  blood  60 

Clean  from  my  hand?     N'o,  this  my  hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  seas  incarnadine. 
Making  the  green  one  red. 

Be  enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  M.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour ;  but  1  skamt 
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To  wear  a  heart  so  white.     [Knocking  within.]    I  hear  a 

knocking 
At  the  south  entry:  retire  we  to  our  chamber; 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed: 
How  easy  is  it,  then !    Your  constancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended.   [Knocking  within.]  Hark!  more 

knocking. 
Get  on  your  nightgown,  lest  occasion  call  us,  70 

A  nd  show  us  to  be  watchers.     Be  not  lost 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 
Mad).  To  know  my  deed,  'twere  best  not  know  myself. 

[Knocking  within. 
Wake  Duncan  with  thy  knocking!    I  would  thou  couldst^. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     The  name. 

Knocking  within.     Enter  a  Porter. 

Porter.  Here's  a  knocking  indeed !  If  a  man  were  porter 
of  hell-gate,  he  should  have  old  turning  the  key.  [Knock- 
ing within.]  Knock,  knock,  knock!  Who's  there,  i' the 
name  of  Beelzebub?  Here's  a  farmer,  that  hanged  himself 
ou  the  expectation  of  plenty:  come  in  lime;  have  napkins 
enow  about  you:  here  you'll  sweat  for't.  [Knocking 
tcithin.]  Knock,  knock!  Who's  there,  in  the  other  devil's 
name?  Faith,  here's  an  equivocator,  that  could  swear  in 
botli  the  scales  against  either  scale;  who  committed  trea- 
son enough  for  God's  sake,  yet  could  not  equivocate  to 
heaven:  O,  come  in,  equivocator.  [Knocking  within.] 
Knock,  knock,  knock!  AVho's  there?  Faith,  here's  an 
English  tailor  come  hither,  for  stealing  out  of  a  French 
hose:  come  in,  tailor;  here  you  may  roast  your  goose. 
[Knocking  within.]  Knock,  knock:  never  at  quiet !  What 
are  you?  But  this  place  is  too  cold  for  hell.  I'll  devil- 
porter  it  no  further:  I  had  thought  to  have  let  in  some  of 
all  professions  that  go  the  primrose  way  to  the  everlasting 
bonfire.  [Knocking  within.]  Anon,  anon!  I  pray  you, 
remember  the  porter.  [Opens  the  gate. 

Enter  Macduff  and  Lennox. 

Macd.  AVas  it  so  late,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed, 
That  you  do  lie  so  late? 

Port.  'Faith,  sir,  we  were  carousing  till  the  second  cock: 
and  drink,  sir,  is  a  great  provoker  of  three  things.  39 

Macd,  What  three  things  does  drink  especially  provoke? 

Port.  Marry,  sir,  nose-painting,  sleep,  and  urine.  Lech 
ery.  sir,  it  provokes,   and    uuprovokes;  it    provokes   the 
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desire,  but  it  takes  away  the  performance:  therefore,  much 
drink  may  be  said  to* be  an  equivocator  with  lechery:  it 
makes  him,  and  it  mars  him;  if  sets  him  on,  and  it  takes 
him  off;  it  persuades  him,  and  disheartens  him;  makes 
him  stand  to,  and  not  stand  to:  in  conclusion,  equivocates 
him  in  a  sleep,  and,  riving  him  the  lie,  leaves  him.  40 

Macd.  I  believe  drink  gave  thee  the  lie  last  night. 

Port.  That  it  did,  sir,  i'  the  very  throat  on  me:  but  I 
requited  him  for  his  lie;  and,  I  thiuk,  being  too  strong  for 
him,  though  he  took  up  my  legs  sometime,  yet  I  made  a 
shift  to  cast  him. 

Macd.  Is  thy  master  stirring? 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Our  knocking  has  awaked  him;  here  he  comes. 

Len.  Good  morrow,  noble  sir. 

Macb.  Good  morrow,  both. 

Macd.   Is  the  king  stirring,  worthy  thane? 

Macb.  Not  yet.        50 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him: 
I  have  almost  slipp'd  the  hour. 

Macb.  I'll  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.   I  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you; 
But  yet  'tis  one. 

Macb.  The  labour  we  delight  in  physics  pain. 
This  is  the  door. 

Macd.  I'll  make  so  bold  to  call, 

For  'tis  my  limited  service.  [Erit. 

Len.  Goes  the  king  hence  to-day? 

Macb.  He  does:  he  did  appoint  so. 

Len.  The  night  has  been  unruly:  where  we  lay, 
Our  chimneys  were  blown  down;"  and,  as  they  say,  60 

Lamenting*  heard  i'  the  air;  strange  screams  of  death, 
And  prophesying  with  accents  terrible 
Of  dire  combustion  and  confused  events 
New  hatch'd  to  the  woeful  time:  the  obscure  bird 
Clamour'd  the  livelong  night:  some  say,  the  earth 
Was  feverous  and  did  shake. 

Macb.  'Twas  a  rough  night. 

Len.  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 
A  fellow  to  it. 

Re-enter  Macduff. 

Macd.   O  horror,  honor,  horror!     Tongue  nor  heart 
Cannot  conceive  nor  nume  thee! 
Math.  ) 


Len.    ) 


What's  tlu.-  matter"         7* 
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Macd.  Confusion  now  hath  mado  his  masterpiece! 
Most  sacrilegious  murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  stole  thence 
The  life  o'  the  building! 

Macb.  What  is't  you  say?  the  life? 

Len.  Mean  you  his  majesty  ? 

Macd.  Approach  the  chamber,  and  destroy  your  sight 
With  a  new  Gorgon:  do  not  bid  me  speak; 
See,  and  then  speak  yourselves. 

[Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lennox. 
Awake,  awake! 
Ring  the  alarum-bell.     Murder  and  treason! 
Banquo  and  Donalbain!  Malcolm!  awake!  80 

Shake  off  this  downy  sleep,  death's  counterfeit, 
And  look  on  death  itself!  up,  up,  and  see 
The  great  doom's  image!  Malcolm!  Banquo! 
As  from  your  graves  rise  up,  and  walk  like  sprites, 
To  countenance  this  horror!     Ring  the  bell.         [Belli ings. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  M.  What's  the  business, 
That  such  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  sleepers  of  the  house?  speak,  speak! 

Macd.  O  gentle  lady, 

'Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  speak: 
The  repetition,  in  a  woman's  ear,  90 

Would  murder  as  it  fell. 

Enter  Banquo. 

O  Banquo,  Banquo, 
Our  royal  master's  murder'd ! 

Lady  M.  Woe,  alas! 

What,  in  our  house? 

Ban.  Too  cruel  any  where. 

Dear  Duff,  I  prithee,  contradict  thyself, 
And  say  it  is  not  so. 

Re-enter  Macbeth  and  Lennox,  with  Ross. 

Macb.  Had  I  but  died  an  hour  before  this  chance, 
I  had  lived  a  blessed  time;  for,  from  this  instant, 
There's  nothing  serious  in  mortality: 
All  is  but  toys:  renown  and  grace  is  dead; 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees  100 

Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Dos albaw 

Don,  What  is  amiss? 
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Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know  t: 

The  spring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  stopp'd;  the  very  source  of  it  is  stopp'd. 
Macd.   Your  royal  father's  murder'd. 
Mai.  O.  by  whom? 

Len.  Those  of  his  chamber,  as  it  seem'd,  had  done't : 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badged  with  blood; 
So  were  their  daggers,  which  unwiped  we  found 
Upon  their  pillows: 

They  stared,  and  were  distracted;  no  man's  life  11C 

Was  to  be  trusted  with  them. 

Mmcb.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  furv. 
Thai  I  did  kill  them. 
Macd.  Wherefore  did  you  so? 

Macb.  "Who  can  be  wise,  amazed,  temperate  and  furious. 
Loyal  and  neutral  in  a  moment?    No  man: 
The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 
Outrun  the  pauser,  reason.     Here  lay  Duncan, 
His  silver  skin  laced  with  his  golden  blood; 
And  his  gash'd  stabs  look'd  like  a  breach  in  nature 
For  ruin's  wasteful  entrance:  there,  the  murderers,        120 
Steep'd  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,  their  daggers 
I'nmanuerly  breach'd  with  gore:  who  could  refrain. 
That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
Courage  to  make's  love  known? 

Lfuly  M.  Help  me  hence,  ho! 

Macd.  Look  to  the  lady 

Mai.  [Aside  to  Don.]  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues, 
That  most  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours? 
Bon.  [A*idc  to  Mai.]  What  should  be  spoken  here,  where 
our  fate. 
Hid  in  an  auger-hole,  may  rush,  and  seize  us? 
Let's  away;  1.30 

Our  tears  are  not  yet  brew'd. 

Ma!.  [Aside  to  Bon.]  Nor  our  strong  sorrow 
Upon  the  foot  of  motion. 
Bin.  Look  to  the  lady : 

[Lady  Macbeth  is  carried  oz  i 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid, 
That  suffer  in  exposure,  let  us  meet, 
And  question  this  most  bloody  piece  of  work, 
To  kuow  it  further.     Fears  and  scruples  shake  ua: 
In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  stand;  and  thence 
Against  the  undivulged  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treasonous  malice. 

\iaed.  And  so  do  I. 

All.  So  all. 
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Much.  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  readiness, 
And  meet  i'  the  hall  together. 

All.  Well  contented.  140 

[KiTHnt  all  but  MtttmliiiKiul  JfoiKilhaiii. 

Mai.  What  will  you  do?     Let's  not  consort  with  them : 
To  show  an  unfelt  sorrow  is  an  office 
Which  the  false  man  does  easy.     I'll  to  England. 

Don.  To  Irelaud,  I;  our  separated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  safer:  where  we  are. 
There's  daggers  in  men's  smiles:  the  near  in  blood, 
The  nearer  bloody. 

Mai.  This  murderous  shaft  that's  shot 

Hath  not  yet  lighted,  and  our  safest  way 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim.     Therefore,  to  horse; 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking,  150 

But  shift  away:  there's  warrant  in  that  theft 
Which  steals  itself,  when  there's  no  mercy  left.       [JBwtmA 

Scene  IV.     Outside  Macbeth' s  castle. 
Enter  Ross  and  an  old  Man. 

Old  M.  Threescore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well: 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time  I  have  seen 
Hours  dreadful  and  things  strange;  but  this  sore  night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

Buss.  Ah,  good  father, 

Thou  seest,  the  heavens,  as  troubled  with  man's  act, 
Threaten  his  bloody  stage:  by  the  clock,  'tis  day, 
And  yet  dark  night  strangles  the  travelling  lamp: 
Is't  night's  predominance,  or  the  day's  shame, 
That  darkness  does  the  face  of  earth  entomb, 
When  living  light  should  kiss  it? 

Old  M.  'Tis  unnatural,  10 

Even  like  the  deed  that's  done.     On  Tuesday  last, 
A  falcon,  towering  in  her  pride  of  place, 
Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at  and  kill'd. 

Boss.  And  Duncan's  horses— a  thing  most  strange  and 
,         certain — 
Beauteous  and  swift,  the  minions  of  their  race, 
Turn'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  stalls,  flung  out, 
Contending  'gainst  obedience,  as  they  would  make 
War  with  mankind. 

Old  M.  'Tis  said  they  eat  each  other. 

Boss.  They  did  so,  to  the  amazement  of  mine  eyes 
That  look'd'upon't.     Here  conies  the  good  Macduff.         20 

tintcr  M.uimkk. 
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ll..\v  goes  the  world,  sir.  nowl 

}(.i.- 1.  Why,  see  you  not? 

[s'1  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody  deed? 
■■/.  Those  that  Macbeth  hath  slain. 

Bern.  Alas,  tne  daJ: 

What  sood  could  they  pretend* 

Jfam.  They  were  suborn'd: 

Malcolm  and  Donalbain,  the  king's  two  sons, 
Are  stol'n  away  and  fled;  which  puts  upon  them 
Suspicion  of  the  deed. 

Rim.  'Gainst  nature  still! 

Thriftless  ambition,  that  wilt  ravin  up 
Thine  own  life's  means!     Then  'tis  most  like 
The  sovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth.  30 

MoaL  He  is  already  named,  and  gone  to  Scone 
To  l>e  invested. 

Ross.  Where  is  Duncan's  body? 

flfrrrf    Carried  to  Colmekill, 
The  sacred  storehouse  of  his  predecessors, 
And  guardian  of  their  bones. 

Ross.  Will  you  to  Scone? 

Maed.  Xo,  cousin,  I'll  to  Fife. 

R,,Xs.  Well,  I  will  thither. 

Maed.  Well,  may  you  see  things  well  done  there:  adieu! 
Lest  our  old  robes"  sit  easier  than  our  new! 

Arm.  Farewell,  father. 

OU  M.  God's  benison  go  with  )'ou;  and  with  those      40 
That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  friends  of  foes! 

ACT  III. 

Scene  I.     Forres.     The  palate. 

Enter  Banquo. 

Ban.  Thou  hast  it  now:  king,  Cawdor,  Glamis,  all, 
As  the  weird  women  promised,  and,  I  fear, 
Thou  play'dst  most  foully  for't:  yet  it  was  said 
It  should'not  stand  in  thy  posterity, 
But  that  myself  should  be  the  root  and  father 
Of  many  kings.     If  there  come  truth  from  them — 
As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,  their  speeches  shine — 
Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  bo  my  oracles  as  well. 
And  set  me  up  in  hope?    But  hush!  no  more.  10 

Sennet  souiuhd.    Enter  Macbeth,  as  king.  Lady  Macbeth, 
(H  vuecn,  Lennox,  Ross,  Lords,  Ladies,  and  Attendants. 
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Mnrli.   Here's  our  chief  guest. 

IjuUj  M.  If  lie  had  beeu  forgotten. 

It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  least, 
And  all-thing  unbecoming. 

Macb.  To  night  we  hold  a  solemn  supper,  sir, 
And  I'll  request  your  presence. 

Ban.  Let  your  highness 

Command  upon  me;  to  the  which  my  duties 
Are  with  a  most  indissoluble  tie 
For  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  afternoon? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord.  20 

Macb.  We  should  have  else  desired  your  good  advice, 
Which  still  hath  been  both  grave  and  prosperous, 
In  this  day's  council;  but  we'll  take  to-morrow. 
Is't  far  you  ride? 

Ban.  As  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
'Twixt  this  and  supper:  go  not  my  horse  the  better, 
I  must  become  a  borrower  of  the  night 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 

Macb.  Fail  not  our  feast. 

Ban.  My  lord,  I  will  not. 

Macb.  We  hear,  our  bloody  cousins  are  bestow'd  30 

In  England  and  in  Ireland,  not  confessing 
Their  cruel  parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  strange  invention:  but  of  that  to-morrow, 
When  therewithal  we  shall  have  cause  of  state 
Craving  us  jointly.     Hie  you  to  horse:  adieu, 
Till  you  return  at  night,    Goes  Fleance  with  you? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord:  our  time  does  call  upon's. 

Macb.  I  wish  your  horses  swift  and  sure  of  foot; 
And  so  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 
Farewell.  [h'.nt  Ba »<)»<>.     40 

Let  every  man  be  master  of  his  time 
Till  seven  at  night:  to  make  society 
The  sweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  ourself 
Till  supper-time  alone:  while  then,  God  be  with  you! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Macbeth,  and  an  attendant. 
Sirrah,  a  word  with  you:  attend  those  men 
Our  pleasure? 

Atten.  They  are,  my  lord,  without  the  palace  gate. 

Macb.  Bring  them  before  us.  |  Brfl  Attendant. 

To  be  thus  is  nothing; 
But  to  be  safely  thus.— Our  fears  in  Banquo 
Stick  deep;  and  in  his  royalty  of  nature  BO 

Reigns  that  which  would  be  fear'd:  'tis  much  he  dares; 
And,  to  that  dauntless  temper  of  his  mind, 
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Be  hath  a  wisdom  that  doth  «uide  his  valour 

To  act  in  safety.     There  is  none  but  In- 

Whose  being  I  do  fear:  aud.  under  him, 

My  Genius  is  rebuked;  as,  it  is  said. 

Mark  Antony's  was  by  Cnar.     He  chid  the  sisters 

When  first  they  put  the  name  of  king  upon  me, 

And  bade  them  speak  to  him:  then  prophet-like 

They  hail'd  him  father  to  a  line  of  kings:  60 

Upon  my  head  they  placed  a  fruitless  crown. 

And  put  a  barren  sceptre  in  my  gripe, 

Thence  to  be  wreuch'd  with  an  unlineal  hand, 

No  son  of  mine  succeeding.     If't  be  so, 

For  Banquo's  issue  have  I  riled  my  mind; 

For  them  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murder'd; 

Put  rancours  in  the  vessel  of  my  peace 

Only  for  them;  and  mine  eternal  jewel  • 

Given  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 

To  make  them  kings,  the  seed  of  Banquo  kings!  70 

Rather  than  so,  come  fate  into  the  list. 

And  champion  me  to  the  utterance!     Who's  there? 

Re-enter  Attendant,  icith  two  Murderers. 

Now  go  to  the  door,  and  stay  there  till  we  call. 

[Exit  Attendant. 
Was  it  not  yesterday  we  spoke  together? 

Ft'rt-t  .V'/r.  It  was,  so  please  your  highness. 

Macb.  Well  then,  now 

Have  you  consider'd  of  my  speeches?     Kuow 
That  it  was  he  in  the  times  past  which  held  you 
So  under  fortune,  which  you  thought  had  been 
Our  innocent  self:  this  I  made  good  to  you 
In  our  last  conference,  pass'd  in  probation  with  you,       80 
How  you  were  borne  in  hand,   how  CTOSft'd,  the  instru- 
ments. 
Who  wrought  witli  them,  and  all  things  else  that  might 
To  half  a  soul  and  to  a  notion  crazed 
Say  "  Thus  did  Banquo." 

First  Mur.  You  made  it  known  to  us. 

Macb.  I  did  so,  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  second  meeting.     Do  you  find 
Your  patience  so  predominant  in  your  nature 
That  you  can  let  this  go?     Are  you  so  gospell'd 
To  pray  for  this  good  man  and  for  his  issue, 
Whose  heavy  hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  grave  00 

And  beggar'd  yours  for  ever? 

First  Mur.  We  are  men.  my  liege. 

Mi-cb.   Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men; 

SUAK.    III. — a 
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As  hounds  and  greyhounds,  mongrels,  spaniels,  curs, 

Shoughs,  water-rugs,  and  demi-wolves,  are  clept 

All  by  the  name  of  dogs:  the  valued  tile 

Distinguishes  the  swift,  the  slow,  the  subtle. 

The  housekeeper,  the  hunter,  every  one 

According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 

Hath  in  him  closed;  whereby  he  does  receive 

Particular  addition,  from  the  bill  100 

That  writes  them  all  alke:  and  so  of  men. 

Now,  if  you  have  a  station  in  the  file, 

Not  i'  the  worst  rank  of  manhood,  say't ; 

And  I  will  put  that  business  in  your  bosoms, 

Whose  execution  takes  your  enemy  off, 

Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us, 

Who  wear  our  health  but  sickly  in  his  life, 

Winch  in  his  death  were  perfect. 

Sec.  Mur.  I  am  one,  my  liege, 

Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  world 
Have  so  incensed  that  I  am  reckless  what  110 

I  do  to  spite  the  world. 

First  Mur.  And  I  another 

So  weary  with  disasters,  tugg'd  with  fortune, 
That  I  would  set  my  life  on  any  chance, 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on't. 

Maeb.  Both  of  you 

Know  Banquo  was  your  enemy. 

l)<>th  Mnr.  True,  my  lord. 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine;  and  in  such  bloody  distance, 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrusts 
Against  my  near'st  of  life:  and  though  I  could 
Willi  barefaced  power  sweep  him  from  my  sight 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it,  yet  I  must  not,  120 

For  certain  friends  that  arc  both  his  and  mine, 
Whose  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  wail  his  fall 
Who  I  myself  struck  down;  and  thence  it  is, 
That  I  to  your  assistance  do  make  love, 
Masking  the  business  from  the  common  eye 
For  sundry  weighty  reasons. 

See.  Mur.  We  shall,  my  lord, 

Perform  what  you  command  us. 

First  Mur.  Though  our  lives — 

Macb.  Your  spirits  shine  through  you.     Within  this  hom 
at  most 
1  will  advise  you  where  to  plant  yourselves; 
Acquaint  you  with  the  perfect  spy  o'  the  time,  130 

The  moment  on't;  for't  must  be  done  to-night. 
And  something  from  the  palace;  always  thought 
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That  I  require  a  clearness:  ami  with  him — 
To  leave  no  rubs  nor  botches  in  the  work — 
Fleance  his  son.  that  keeps  bin  company, 

Whose  absence  is  uo  less  material  to  me 
Than  is  his  father's,  must  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour.     Resolve  yourselves  apart: 
111  come  to  you  anon. 

Botfi  Mtn\  We  are  resolved,  my  lord. 

Macb.  I'll  call  upon  you  straight:  abide  within. 

[Erennt  M'inltrtr*.     14" 
It  is  concluded.     Banquo,  thy  soul's  flight. 
If  it  find  heaven,  must  find  it  out  to  night.  [£>;'. 

Scene  II.     Tte  palate. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth  and  a  Servant. 

Lady  M.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  court? 

S  re  Ay.  madam,  but  returns  again  to-night. 

Lady  if.  Say  to  the  king,  I  would  attend  his  leisure 
For  a  few  words. 

Strc.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 

Lady  M  Nought's  had,  all's  spent. 

Where  our  desire  is  got  without  content : 
Tis  safer  to  be  that  which  we  destroy 
Than  by  destruction  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

EiiUr  MaCKETH. 

How  now,  my  lord!  why  do  you  keep  alone. 

Of  sorriest  fancies  your  companions  making, 

Using  those  thoughts  which  should  indeed  have  died       10 

With  them  they  Think  on?    Things  without  all  remedy 

Should  be  without  regard:  what's  done  is  done. 

Mmtt    We  have  scotched  the  snake,  not  kill'd  it: 
She'll  close  and  be  herself,  whilst  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 
But   let  the  frame   of   things  disjoint,  both   the  worlds 

suffer, 
Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear  and  sleep 
In  the  affliction  of  these  terrible  dreams 
That  shake  us  nightly :  letter  be  with  the  dead. 
Whom  we.  to  gain  our  peace,  have  sent  to  peace.  W 

Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 
In  restless  ecstasy.     Duncan  is  in  his  grave: 
After  life's  fitful  lever  he  sleeps  well: 
Treason  has  done  his  worst:  nor  steel,  nor  poison. 
Malice  domestic,  foreign  levy,  nothing, 
('an  touch  him  further. 
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Lady  M.  Come  on ; 

Gentle  my  lord,  sleek  o'er  your  rugged  looks; 
Be  bright  and  jovial  among  your  guests  to-night. 

Macb.  So  shall  I,  love;  and  so,  1  pray,  be  you: 
Let  your  remembrance  apply  to  Banquo :  30 

Present  him  eminence,  both  with  eye  and  tongue: 
fUnsafe  the  while,  that  we 

Must  lave  our  honours  in  these  flattering  streams; 
And  make  our  faces  vizards  to  our  hearts, 
Disguising  what  they  are. 

Lady  M.  You  must  leave  this. 

Macb.  O,  full  of  scorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife! 
Thou  know'st  that  Banquo,  and  his  Fleance,  lives. 

Lady  M.  But  in  them  nature's  copy's  not  eterne. 

Macb.  There's  comfort  yet;  they  are  assailable; 
Then  be  thou  jocund :  ere  the  bat  hath  flown  40 

His  cloisier'd  flight,  ere  to  black  Hecate's  summons 
The  shard-borne  beetle  with  his  drowsy  hums 
Hath  rung  night's  yawning  peal,  there  shall  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady  M.  What's  to  be  done? 

Macb.  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  dearest  chuck, 
Till  thou  applaud  the  deed.     Come,  seeling  night, 
Scarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day; 
And  with  thy  bloody  and  invisible  hand 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale !    Light  thickens;  and  the  crow     50 
Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood : 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowse ; 
Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  preys  do  rouse. 
Thou  marvell'st  at  my  words:  but  hold  thee  still : 
Things  had  begun  make  strong  themselves  by  ill. 
So,  prithee,  go  with  me.  [BmmUL 

Scene  III.     A  park  war  the  palace. 
Enter  three  Murderers. 

First  Mur.  But  who  did  bid  thee  join  with  us? 

Third  Mur.  Macbeth 

See.  Mnr.  He  needs  not  our  mistrust,  since  he  delivers 
Our  offices  and  what  we  have  to  do 
To  the  direction  just. 

First  Mm:  Then  stand  with  us. 

The  west  yet  glimmers  with  some  streaks  of  day: 
Now  spurs  the  lated  traveller  apace 
To  gain  the  timely  inn;  and  near  approaches 
The  subject  of  our  watch. 
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Third Mur.  Hark!  I  hear  horses. 

Ban.   [  Within]  Give  u<  a  light  there,  ho! 
Sec.  Mm:  Then  'tis  he:  the  rest 

That  are  within  the  note  of  expectation  10 

Already  are  i'  the  court. 

First  Mur.  His  horses  go  about. 

Third  Mur.   Almost  a  mile:  but  he  does  usually, 
So  all  men  do.  from  hence  to  the  palace  gate 
Make  it  their  walk. 

Wkr.  Alight,  a  light! 

Enter  Baxquo,  aad  Fi.eance  >rith  a  torch. 

Third  Mur.  Tis  he. 

First  Mur.  Stand  to't. 

Ban.  It  will  be  rain  to-night. 

First  Mur.  Let  it  come  down. 

[They  set  upon,  Bajiqvo. 

Bun.  O,  treachery!     Fly,  good  Fleance,  fly.  fly,  fly! 
Thou  mayst  revenge.     O  slave!        [Diet.     Fleance  escape*. 

Third  Mur.   Who  did  strike  out  the  light? 

First  Mur.  Was't  not  the  way? 

Third  Mur.  There's  but  one  down;  the  son  is  fled. 

See.  Mur.  We  have  lost    20 

Best  half  of  our  affair. 

First  Mur.  Well,  let's  away,  and  say  how  much  is  done. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.     The  mme.     Hatt  in  the  palace. 

A  banquet  prepared.      Enter  Macbeth.  Lady  Macbeth, 
Ross,  Lennox,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Macb.  You  know  your  own  degrees;  sit  down:  at  first 
And  last  the  hearty  welcome. 

Lords.  Thanks  to  your  majesty. 

Macb.  Ourself  will  mingle  with  society. 
And  play  the  humble  host. 
Our  hostess  keeps  her  state,  but  in  best  time 
We  will  require  her  welcome. 

Lady  M.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  sir,  to  all  our  friends; 
For  my  heart  speaks  they  are  welcome. 

Fir.-t  Murderer  appears  at  the  door. 

Macb.  See,  they  encounter  thee  with  their  hearts'  thanks. 
Both  sides  are  even;  here  I'll  sit  i'  the  midst:  10 

Be  large  in  mirth;  anon  we'll  drink  a  measure 
The  table  round.   [Approaching  the  door]    There's  blood 
upon  thy  face. 
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Mur.  'Tis  Banquo's  then. 

Macb.  'Tis  better  thee  without  than  lie  within. 
Is  he  dispatch  d? 

Mur.  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut;  that  I  did  for  him. 

Macb.  Thou  art  the  best  o'  the  cut-throats:  yet  he's  good 
That  did  the  like  for  Fleance:  if  thou  didst  it, 
Thou  art  the  nonpareil. 

Mur.  Most  royal  sir, 

Fleance  is  'scaped.  20 

Macb.  Then  comes  my  fit  again:  I  had  else  been  perfect, 
Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock, 
As  broad  and  general  as  the  casing  air: 
But  now  I  am  cabin'd,  cribb'd.  confined,  bound  in 
To  saucy  doubts  and  fears.     But  Banquo's  safe? 

Mur.  Ay,  my  good  lord:  safe  in  a  ditch  he  bides, 
With  twenty  trenched  gashes  on  his  head; 
The  least  a  death  to  nature. 

Macb.  Thanks  for  that: 

There  the  grown  serpent  lies;  the  worm  that's  fled 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  venom  breed,  30 

No  teeth  for  the  present.     Get  thee  gone:  to-morrow 
We'll  hear,  ourselves,  again.  [Exit  Murderer. 

Lady  M.  My  royal  lord, 

You  do  not  give  the  cheer:  the  feast  is  sold 
That  is  not  often  vouch 'd,  while  'tis  a-making, 
'Tis  given  with  welcome:  to  feed  were  best  at  home; 
From  thence  the  sauce  to  meat  is  ceremony; 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

Macb.  Sweet  remembrancer! 

Now,  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite. 
And  health  on  both ! 

Len.  May't  please  your  highness  sit. 

[The  Ghost  of  Banquo  enters,  arid  sits  in  Macbeth' s  place. 

Macb.  Here  had  we  now  our  country's  honour  roof'd, 
Were  the  graced  person  of  our  Banquo  present;  41 

Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindness 
Than  pity  for  mischance! 

Rom.    "  His  absence,  sir, 

Lays  blame  upon  his  promise.     Please't  your  highness 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company. 

Macb.  The  table's  full. 

Len.  Here  is  a  place  reserved,  sir. 

Macb.  Where? 

Len.  Here,  my  good  lord.     What  is't  that  moves  your 
highness? 

Macb.  Which  of  you  have  done  this? 

Lords.  What,  my  good  lord? 
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Mad).   Thou  canst  not  say  I  did  it :  never  shake  50 

Thv  gorv  locks  at  me. 

tttm.  Gentlemen,  ri^e:  hi>  highness  is  nut  well. 
/.-/'?//  M.  Sit,  worthy  friends  T  my  lord  is  often  thus. 
And  hath  been  from  liis  youth,  pray  you,  keep  seat; 
The  tit  is  momentary;  upon  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well :  if  much  you  note  him, 
You  shall  offend  him  and  extend  his  passion: 
Feed,  and  regard  him  not.     Are  you  a  man? 

MaSb.  Ay,  and  a  bold  one.  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appal  the  devil. 

Ladg  M.  O  proper  stuff.  60 

This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear. 
This  is  the  air  drawn  dagger  winch,  you  said, 
Led  vou  to  Duncan.      OTthese  flaws  and  starts, 
Imposters  to  true  fear,  would  well  become 
A  woman's  story  at  a  winter's  fire, 
Authorized  bv  her  grandam.    Shame  itself! 
Why  do  you  make  such  faces?     When  all's  done, 
You  look  but  cu  a  stool. 

Macb.  Prithee,  sec  there!  Uhold!  look!  lo!  how  say  you? 
Why,  what  care  IV     If  thou  canst  nod,  speak  too.  70 

If  charnel-houses  and  our  graves  must  send 
Those  that  we  burv  back,  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kite?  [Ghnsj  rani*hc* 

Lad*  M.  What,  cpnte  uumann'd  in  folly? 

Maeb.  If  I  stand  here,  I  saw  him. 
I.mh.i  M.  Fie,  for  shame! 

Mi-h.  Blood  hath  been  shed  ere  now.  i'  the  olden  time, 
Ere  human  statute  purged  the  gentle  weal; 
Ay.  and  since  too.  murders  have  been  perform'd 
Too  terrible  for  the  ear    the  times  have  been, 
That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die, 
And  there  an  end;  but  now  they  rise  again,  80 

With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns, 
And  push  us  from  our  stools-  this  is  more  strange 
Than  such  a  murder  is. 

Lid;/  M.  My  worthy  lord, 

Your  noble  friends  do  lack  you. 

Macb.  I  do  forget. 

Do  not  muse  at  me.  my  mot  worthy  friends; 
I  have  a  strange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  those  that  know  me.     Come,  love  and  health  to  all, 
Then  I'll  sit  down.     Give  me  some  wine;  fill  full. 
I  drink  to  the  general  joy  o'  the  whole  table. 
And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo,  whom  we  mi--;  90 

Would  he  were  here!  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirst, 
And  all  to  all. 
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Lords.  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 

Re-enter  Ghost. 

Macb.  Avaunt!  and  quit  my  sight!  let  the  earth  hid*  theel 
Thy  bones  are  marrowless,  thy  blood  is  cold; 
Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with! 

Lady  M.  Think  of  this,  good  p*ers, 

But  as  a  thing  of  custom:  'tis  no  other; 
Only  it  spoils  the  pleasure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare: 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Russian  bear,  100 

The  arni'd  rhinoceros,  or  the  Hyrcan  tiger; 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble:  or  be  alive  again, 
And  dare  me  to  the  desert  with  thy  sword; 
+If  trembling  I  inhabit  then,  protest  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl.     Hence,  horrible  shadow! 
Unreal  mockery,  hence!  [Ghosi  tanisJies. 

Why,  so:  being  gone, 
I  am  a  man  again.     Pray  you,  sit  still. 

Lady  M.  You  have  displaced  the  mirth,  broke  th»  good 
meeting, 
With  most  admired  disorder. 

Macb.  Can  such  things  be,  110 

And  overcome  us  like  a  summer's  cloud, 
Without  our  special  wonder?     You  make  me  strange 
Even  to  the  disposition  that  I  owe. 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  such  sight-;, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheeks, 
When  mine  is  blanch'd  with  fear. 

Ross.  What,  sights,  my  lord? 

Lady  M.  I  pray  you,  speak  not;  he  grows  worse  and 
worse ; 
Question  enrages  him.     At  once,  good  night: 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 
But  go  at  once. 

Len.  Good  night;  and  better  health  12C 

Attend  his  majesty! 

Lady  M.  *  A  kind  good  night  to  all ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Macbeth  and  Lady  M 

Macb.  It  will  have  blood ;  they  say,  blood  will  have  blood: 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move  and  trees  to  speak; 
Augurs  and  understood  relations  have 
By  magot-pies  and  choughs  and  rooks  brought  forth 
The  secret'st  man  of  blood.     What  is  the  night v 

Lxtdy  M,  Almost  at  odds  with  morning,  which  is  which, 
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Much.  How  Baj*8t  thou,  that  Macduff  denies  his  person 
At  our  great  hiddiug? 

Didy  tf.  Did  you  send  to  him,  sir? 

Ma<b.  I  hear  it  by  the  Way;  but  I  will  send:  130 

There's  not  a  one  of  them  but  in  his  house 
I  keep  a  servant  fec'd.     I  will  to-morrow, 
And  betimes  I  will,  to  the  weird  sisters: 
More  shall  they  speak :  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know, 
By  the  worst  means,  the  worst.     For  mine  own  good, 
All  causes  shall  give  way:  I  am  in  blood 
Stepp'd  in  so  far  that,  should  I  wade  no  more, 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er: 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand; 
Which  must  be  acted  ere  they  may  be  scann'd.  140 

Lady  M.  You  lack  the  season  of  all  natures,  sleep. 

Macb.  Come,  we'll  to  sleep.     My  strange  and  self-abuse 
Is  the  iuitiate  fear  that  wants  hard  use: 
"We  are  yet  but  young  in  deed.  [Ete vni. 

Scene  V.    A  Heath. 
Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches,  meeting  Hecate. 

First  Witch.   Why.  how  now,  Hecate!  you  look  angerly. 

Bbg.  Have  I  not  "reason,  beldams  as  you  are, 
Saucy  and  overbold?    How  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffic  with  Macbeth 
In  riddles  and  affairs  of  death ; 
And  I,  the  mistress  of  your  charms, 
The  close  contriver  of  all  harms. 
Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part, 
Or  show  the  glory  of  our  art? 

And,  which  is  worse,  all  you  have  done  10 

Hath  been  but  for  a  wayward  son. 
Spiteful  and  wrathful,  who,  as  others  do, 
Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 
But  make  amends  now :  get  you  gone, 
And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 
Meet  me  i'  the  morning:  thither  he 
Will  come  to  know  his  destiny : 
Your  vessels  and  your  spells  provide, 
Your  charms  and  every  thing  beside. 
I  am  for  the  air;  this  night  I'll  spend  20 

Unto  a  dismal  and  a  fatal  end: 
Great  business  must  l>e  wrought  ere  noon: 
Upon  the  corner  of  the  moon 
There  hangs  a  vaporous  drop  profound; 
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I'll  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground: 
And  that  (list ill VI  by  magic  sleights 
Chilli  raise  such  artificial  sprites 
As  by  the  strength  of  their  illusion 
Bhall  draw  him  on  to  his  confusion: 

He  shall  spurn  fate,  scorn  death,  and  bear  30 

His  hopes  'bove  wisdom,  grace  and  fear: 
And  you  all  know,  security 
Is  mortals'  chiefest  enemy, 

\Mut£c  and  a  aong  within:  "  Come  away,  conic  away."  Stc. 

Hark!  I  am  call'd;  my  little  spirit,  see" 

Sits  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  stays  for  me.  [Exit. 

First  Witch.  Come,  let's  make  haste;  she'll  soon  be  back 

again.  \Esuu/nt. 


Scene  VI.    Forres.     TJte  palmr. 
Enter  Lennox  and  another  Lord. 

Len.  My  former  speeches  have  but  hit  your  thoughts, 
Which  can  interpret  further :  only,  I  say, 
Things  have  been  strangely  borne.    The  gracious  Duncan. 
Was  pitied  of  Macbeth:  marry,  lie  was  dead: 
And  the  right-valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late; 
Whom,  you  may  say,  if  t  please  you,  Fleance  kill'd, 
For  Fleance  fled :  men  must  not  "walk  too  late. 
Who  cannot  want  the  thought  how  monstrous 
It  was  for  Malcolm  and  for  Donalbain 
To  kill  their  gracious  father?  damned  fact!  10 

How  it  did  grieve  Macbeth !  did  he  not  straight 
In  pious  rage  the  two  delinquents  tear, 
That  were  the  slaves  of  drink  and  thralls  of  sleep? 
Was  not  that  nobly  done?    Ay,  and  wisely  too; 
For  'twould  have  anger'd  any  heart  alive 
To  hear  the  men  deny't.     So  that,  I  say, 
He  has  borne  all  things  well:  and  I  do  think 
That  had  he  Duncan's  sons  under  his  key — 
As,  an't  please  heaven,  he  shall  not — they  should  find 
What  'twere  to  kill  a  father;  so  should  Fleance.  20 

But,  peace !  for  from  broad  words  and  'cause  he  fail'd 
His  presence  at  the  tyrant's  feast,  I  hear 
Macduff  lives  in  disgrace:  sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  bestows  himself? 

Lord.  The  son  of  Duncan, 

From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birth, 
Lives  in  the  English  court,  and  is  received 
Of  the  most  pious  Edward  with  such  grace  •' . 
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That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 

Takes  from  his  high  respect:  thither  Macduff 

Is  gone  to  pray  the  holy  king,  upon  his  aid  30 

To  wake  Northumberland  and  warlike  Siward: 

That,  by  the  help  of  these — with  Him  above 

To  ratify  the  work — sve  may  agaiu 

Give  to  our  tables  meat,  sleep  to  our  nights, 

Free  from  our  feasts  and  banquets  blood}-  knives. 

Do  faithful  homage  and  receive  free  honours: 

All  which  we  pine  for  now:  and  this  report 

Hath  so  exasperate  the  king  that  he 

Prepares  for  some  attempt  of  war. 

Len.  Sent  he  to  Macduff? 

L»vd.  He  did:  and  with  an  absolute  "Sir,  not  I,"        40 
The  cloudy  messenger  turns  me  his  back, 
And  hum?,  as  who  should  say  "  You'll  rue  the  time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  answer.'' 

Len.    "  And  that  well  might 

Advise  him  to  a  caution,  to  hold  what  distance 
His  wisdom  can  provide.     Some  holy  angel 
Fly  to  the  court  of  England  and  unfold 
His  message  ere  he  come,  that  a  swift  blessing 
May  soon  return  to  this  our  suffering  country 
Under  a  hand  accursed! 

Lord.  I'll  send  my  prayers  with  him. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     A  cacern.     In  the  middle,  a  boiling  cauldron. 

Thunder.     Enter  th<  three  Witches. 

'  Witch.  Thrice  the  brinded  cat  hath  mew'd. 

Sec.  Witch.  Thrice  and  once  the  hedge-pig  whined. 

Third  Witch.   Harpier  cries  'Tis  time,  'tis  time. 

Fir*t  Witrh.   Rouira  about  the  cauldron  go; 
In  the  poison'd  entrails  throw. 
+  Toad,  that  under  the  cold  stone 
Day-  and  nights  hast  thirty-one 
Swelter'd  venom  sleeping  got. 
Boil  thou  rirst  i'  the  charmed  pot. 

AU.  Double,  double  toil  aud  trouble;  10 

Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 
See.  Witrh    Fillet  of  a  fenny  snake. 

In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake; 

Eye  of  newt  and  Vw  of  frog. 

Wool  of  bat  aud  tongue  of  dog,  ~T^    ,. 
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Adders  fork  and  blind- worm's  sting, 
Lizard's  leg  and  owlet's  wing, 
For  a  charm  of  powerful  trouble, 
Like  a  hell-broth  boil  and  bubble. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble;  20 

Fire  burn  and  cauldron  bubble. 

Ihird  Witch.   Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf, 
Witches'  mummy,  maw  and  gulf 
Of  the  ravin'd  salt-sea  shark, 
Root  of  hemlock  digg'd  i'  the  dark, 
Liver  of  blaspheming  Jew, 
Gall  of  goat,  and  slips  of  yew 
Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipse, 
Nose  of  Turk  and  Tartar's  lips, 

Finger  of  birth -strangled  babe  30 

Ditch-deliver'd  by  a  drab, 
Make  the  gruel  thick  and  slab: 
Add  thereto  a  tiger's  chaudron, 
For  the  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble; 
Fire  burn  and  cauldron  bubble. 

Sec.   Witch.  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  blood, 
Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate  to  the  other  three  Witches. 

Hec.  O,  well  done!  I  commend  jour  pains; 
And  every  one  shall  share  i'  the  gains:  40 

And  now  about  the  cauldron  siug, 
Live  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring. 
Enchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

[Music  and  a  tony:  "  Black  spirits,"  &c. 
[Hecate  retires. 
Sec.   Witch.  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs, 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes. 
Open,  locks, 
Whoever  knocks! 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mod).  How  now,  you  secret,  black,  and  midnight  hags! 
What  is't  you  do? 

All.  A  deed  without  a  name. 

Macb.  I  coujure  you,  by  that  which  you  profess,  50 

Howe'er  you  come  to  know  it,  answer  me : 
Though  you  untie  the  winds  and  let  them  fight 
Against  the  churches ;  though  the  yesty  waves 
Confound  and  swallow  navigation  up; 
Though  bladed  corn  be  lodgtd  and  tree*  blown  down; 
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Though  castles  topple  on  their  warders'  heads; 

Though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  slope 

Their  heads  to  their  foundations;  though  the  treasure 

Of  nature's  germens  tumble  all  together. 

Even  till  destruction  sicken:  answer  me  60 

To  what  I  ask  you. 

First  Wkek  '        Speak. 

Sec.   Witch.  Demand. 

Third  Witch.  We'll  answer. 

Fir**   Witch.   Say,    if  thou'dst  rather  hear  it  from  our 
mouths. 
Or  from  our  masters  ? 

Modi.  Call  em ;  let  me  see  'em. 

First  Witch.   Pour  in  sow's  blood,  that  hath  eaten 

Her  uine  farrow;  grease  that's  sweaten 

From  the  murderer's  gibbet  throw 

Into  the  flame. 
AH.  Come,  high  or  low; 

Thyself  and  office  deftly  show! 

77/  H  wit r.     First  Apparition :  an  armed  Head. 

Macb.  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power. — 
First  Witch.  He  knows  th y  thought: 

Hear  his  speech,  but  say  thou  nought.  70 

First  App.  Macbeth!  Macbeth!   Macbeth!  beware  Mac- 
duff; 
Beware  the  thane  of  Fife.     Dismiss  me.     Enough. 

[Detctnds. 
Macb.  Whate'er  thou  art,  for  thy  good  caution,  thanks: 
Thou  hast  harp'd  my  fear  aright:  but  one  word  more, — 

First  Witch.  He  will  not  be  commanded:  here's  another. 
More  potent  than  the  first. 

T h  a  wit  r.     Stroud  Apparitiun:  a  bloody  Child. 
Apji.  Macbeth!  Macbeth!  Macbeth! 
Macb.  Had  I  three  ears.  I'ld  hear  thee. 
Sec.  App.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  resolute;  laugh  to  scorn 
The  power  of  man.  for  none  of  woman  born  80 

Shall  harm  Macbeth.  [Bt- 

Macb.  Then  live.  Macduff:  what  need  I  fear  of  thee'.' 
But  yet  I'll  make  assurance  double  sure. 
And  take  a  bond  of  fate:  thou  shalt  not  live; 
That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  fear  it  lies. 
And  sleep  iu  spite  of  thuuder. 

Thunder.      Thin)  Apparition:  u  Child  croirned,  with  a  tree 
in  his  hand. 

What  is  this 
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That  lises  like  the  issue  of  a  king, 

And  wears  upon  his  baby-brow  the  round 

And  top  of  sovereignty? 

All.  Listen,  but  speak  not  to't. 

Third  App.  Be  lion-mettled,  proud;  and  take  no  care  90 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  conspirers  are: 
Macbeth  shall  never  vanquished  be  until 
Great  Birnam  wood  to  high  Duusinaue  hill 
Shall  come  against  him.  [Descends. 

Much.  That  will  never  be: 

Who  can  impress  the  forest,  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  his  earth-bound  root?     Sweet  bodements!  good! 
Rebellion's  head,  rise  never  till  the  wood 
Of  Birnam  rise,  and  our  high-placed  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  lease  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time  and  mortal  custom.     Yet  my  heart  100 

Throbs  to  know  one  thing:  tell  me,  if  your  art 
Can  tell  so  much:  shall  Banquo's  issue  ever 
Reign  in  this  kingdom? 

All.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

Macb.  I  will  be  satisfied:  deny  me  this. 
And  an  eternal  curse  fall  on  you!     Let  me  know. 
Why  sinks  that  cauldron?  and  what  noise  is  this? 

|  Hautboys. 

First  Witch.  Show! 

Her.  Witch.  Show! 

Third  Wifch.  Show! 

All.  Show  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart;  110 

Come  like  shadows,  so  depart! 

A  show  of  Eight  Kings,  the  lad  with  o  glass  i/>  his  hand; 

Banquo's  Ghost  following. 

Macb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  spirit  of  Banquo;  down! 
Thy  crown  does  sear  mine  C3'e-balls.     And  thjT  hair, 
Thou  other  gold-bound  brow,  is  like  the  first. 
A  third  is  like  the  former.     Filthy  hags! 
Why  do  you  show  me  this?     A  fourth!     Start,  eyes! 
What,  will  the  line  stretch  out  to  the  crack  of  doom? 
Another  yet!    A  seventh!    I'll  see  no  more: 
Aud  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glass 
Which  shows  me  many  more;  and  some  I  see  124) 

That  two-fold  balls  aud  treble  sceptres  cany: 
Horrible  sight!    Now,  I  see.  'tis  true; 
For  the.  blood  bolter 'd  Banquo  smiles  upon  me. 
And  points  at  them  for  his.  [Apparitions  vanish. 

What,  is  this  so? 

hSr*t  Witch.   Av,  sir,  all  this  is  so:  but  A\hv 
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Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly? 

Come,  sisters,  cheer  we  up  his  sprites, 

And  show  the  best  of  our  delights 

I'll  charm  the  air  to  give  a  sound, 

While  you  perform  your  antic  round;  130 

That  this  great  king'may  kindly  say, 

Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay. 

[Mask:     The  Witches  dance,  and  then  eontft,  icith  Hemte. 

Macb.  Where  are  they?  Gone?  Let  this  pernicious  hour 
Stand  aye  accursed  in  the  calendar! 
Come  in,  without  there! 

Enter  Lexxox. 

Len.  What's  your  grace's  will? 

Macb.  Saw  you  the  weird  sisters? 

Len.  No.  my  lord. 

Macb.  Came  they  not  by  you? 

Len.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Macb.  Infected  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride; 
And  damn'd  all  those  that  trust  them!     1  did  hear 
The  galloping  of  horse:  who  was't  came  by?  140 

J.- a.  Tis  two  or  three,  my  lord,  that  bring  you  word 
Macduff  is  fled  to  England. 

Mack  Fled  to  England ! 

I Arii.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  Time",  thou  anticipatest  my  dread  exploits : 
The  flighty  purpose  never  is  o'ertook 
Unless  the  deed  go  with  it    from  this  moment 
The  very  firstlings  of  my  heart  shall  be 
The  firstlings  of  my  hand.     And  even  now, 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  acts,  be  it  thought  and  done: 
The  castle  of  Macduff  1  will  surprise;  150 

Seize  upon  Fife:  give  to  the  edge  o'  the  sword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  souls 
That  trace  him  in  his  line.     No  boasting  like  a  fool; 
This  deed  I'll  do  before  this  purpose  cool. 
But  no  more  sights! — Where  are  these  gentlemen? 
Come,  bring  me  where  they  are.  [Extant. 

SCEXE  II.       Fiji.       Macdttf*  ri(.yf/r. 

Enter  Lady  Macduff,  hi  r  Son.  mid  K»>ss. 

L.  Macd.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  hiin  fly  the  land? 

Bom,  You  must  have  patience,  madam. 

L.  Macd.  He  had  none: 

Hi<  flight  was  madness:  when  our  actions  do  not, 
Oar  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 
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Ross.  You  know  not 

Whether  it  Avas  his  wisdom  or  his  fear 

L.  Maed.   Wisdom!  to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave  his  babes, 
His  mansion  and  his  titles  in  a  place 
From  whence  himself  does  fly?     He  loves  us  not; 
He  wants  the  natural  touch:  for  the  poor  wren. 
The  most  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight,  10 

Her  young  ones  in  her  nest,  against  the  owl. 
All  is  the  fear  and  nothing  is  the  love: 
As  little  is  the  wisdom,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  against  all  reason. 

Ross.  My  dearest  coz, 

I  pray  you,  school  yourself:  but  for  your  hiisband, 
He  is  noble,  wise,  judicious,  and  best  knows 
The  fits  o'  the  season.     1  dare  not  speak  much  further; 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors 
And  do  not  know  ourselves,  when  we  hold  rumour 
From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear,  20 

But  float  upon  a  wild*  and  violent  sea 
Each  way  and  move.     I  take  my  leave  of  yon : 
Shall  not  be  long  but  I'll  be  here  again: 
Things  at  the  worst  will  cease,  or  else  climb  upward 
To  what  they  were  before.     My  pretty  cousin. 
Blessing  upon  you ! 

L.  Macd.  Father'd  he  is,  and  yet  he's  fatherless. 

Ross.  I  am  so  much  a  fool,  should  1  stay  longer, 
It  would  be  my  disgrace  and  your  discomfort: 
1  take  my  leave  at  once.  {Exit. 

L.  Macd.  Sirrah,  your  father's  dead:  :><> 

And  what  will  you  do  now?    How  will  you  liver 

Son.  As  birds  do,  mother. 

L.  Macd.  What,  with  worms  and  flies? 

Son.     With  what  I  get,  I  mean ;  and  so  do  they. 

L.  Macd.  Poor  bird!  thou'ldst  never  fear  the  net   nor 
lime, 
The  pitfall  nor  the  gin. 

Son.  Why  should  1,  mother?     Poor  birds  they  are  i * <  > t. 
set  for. 
My  father  is  not  dead,  for  all  your  saying. 

L.  Macd.  Yes,  he  is  dead:  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  father? 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  husband? 

L.  Macd.  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  market. 

Son.  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  sell  again.  41 

L.  Macd,  Thou   speak'st  with  all  thy  wit;    and  yet,  i" 
faith, 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son.  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  mother? 
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I..  Macd.  Ay.  that  he  was. 
What  is  a  traitor'.' 

L.  Macd.  Why,  one  that  swears  and  lies. 

8m,  And  l»e  all  traitors  that  do  BO? 

J..  Man!.  Even-  one  that  does  so  is  a  traitor,  and  ruu-t 
>*•  hanged.  5o 

N-/i.   And  must  they  all  be  hanged  that  swear  and  lie! 

L   Macd.   Every  one. 

Son.  Who  must  hang  them? 

L.  Macd.  Why,  the  honest  men. 

8m.  Then  the  liars  and  swearers  are  fools,  for  there  are 
li;irs  and  swearers  enow  to  beat  the  honest  men  and  hang 
up  them. 

L.  Macd.  Now,  God  help  thee,  poor  monkev!  But  how 
wilt  thou  do  for  a  father?  60 

Son.  If  he  were  dead,  you'ld  weep  for  him:  if  you  would 
not,  it  were  a  g#od  sign  that  I  should  quickly  have  a  new 
father. 

L.  Macd.  Poor  prattler,  how  thou  talk'st! 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mm.  Bless  you,  fair  dame!  I  am  not  to  you  known, 
Though  in  your  state  of  honour  I  am  perfect. 
I  doubt  some  danger  does  approach  you  nearly : 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice. 
Be  not  found  here;  hence,  with  your  little  ones. 
To  frighten  you  thus,  methinks,  I  am  too^avage;  70 

To  do  worse  to  you  were  fell  cruelty, 
Which  is  too  nisrh  your  person.     Heaven  preserve  you! 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  [Exit. 

L.  Macd.  Whither  should  I  fly? 

I  have  done  no  harm.     But  I  remember  now 
I  am  in  this  earthly  world;  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable,  "to  do  good  sometime 
Accounted  dangerous  folly:  why  then,  alas, 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence, 
To  say  I  have  done  no  harm? 

Enter  Murderers. 

What  are  these  faces? 

F>n<t  Mm:  Where  is  your  husband?  80 

L.  Macd.   I  hope,  in  no  place  so  unsanctified 
Where  such  as  thou  mayst  find  him. 

tint  Mar.  He's  a  traitor. 

Son.  Thou  liest,  thou  shag-hair'd  villain! 

Ftrtt  Mvr.  What:  you  egg! 

[Stabbing  Mm. 
Young  fry  off  treachery ! 
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Son.  He  has  kill'd  me,  mother': 

Kuu  away,  1  pray  you!  [Dies. 

[Exit  Lady  Mai'dnff,  crying  "  Murder!  "     En  nut  Mttr- 

■     dm  /-.v.  ft>lh>irin<i  ]n  r. 


Scene  III.     England.     Btfvretl^  King's  palace. 
Enter  Malcolm  and  Macdvkf. 

Mai.  Let  us  seek  out  some  desolate  shade,  and  there 
Weep  out  our  sad  bosoms  empty. 

Macd.  Let  us  rather 

Hold  fast  the  mortal  sword,  and  like  good  men 
Bestride  our  down-fall'n  birthdom    each  new  morn 
New  widows  howl,  new  orphans  cry,  new  sorrows 
Strike  heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  resounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland  and  yell'd  out      m 
Like  syllable  of  dolour. 

Mai.  What  1  believe  I'll  wail, 

What  know  believe,  and  what  I  can  redress, 
As  I  shall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will.  10 

What  you  have  spoke,  it  may  be  so  perchance. 
This  tyrant,  whose  sole  name  blisters  our  tongues, 
Was  once  thought  honest:  you  have  loved  him  Avell. 
He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet.     I  am  young;  but  something 
You  may  deserve^of  him  "through  me,  and  wisdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak  poor  innocent  lamb 
To  appease  an  angry  god. 

Macd.  I  am  not  treacherous. 

Mai.  But  Macbeth  is. 

A  good  and  virtuous  nature  may  recoil 
In  an  imperial  charge.     But  I  shall  crave  your  pardon ;  20 
That  which  you  are  my  thoughts  cannot  transpose: 
Angels  are  bright  still,  though  the  brightest  fell: 
Though  all  things  foul  would  wear  the  brows  of  grace. 
Yet  grace  must  still  look  so. 

Macd.  I  have  lost  my  hopes. 

Mai.  Perchance  even  there  where  I  did  find  my  doobfs. 
Why  in  that  rawness  left  you  wife  and  child, 
Those  precious  motives,  those  strong  knots  of  love, 
Without  leave-taking?    I  pray  .you. 
Let  not  my  jealousies  be  your  dishonours. 
But  mine  own  safeties.     You  may  be  rightly  just,  80 

Whatever  I  shall  think. 

Macd.  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  country! 

Great  tyranny!  lay  thou  thy  basis  sure, 
For  goodness  dare  not  check  thee:  wear  thou  thy  wrongs: 
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The  title  i-  affeer'd!     Fare  thee  well,  lord: 
I  would  not  be  Ike  villain  that  thou  think  st 
For  the  whole  space  that's  iu  the  tyrant's  grasp, 
And  the  rich  East  to  boot. 

Mill.  Be  not  offended: 

I  speak  not  as  in  absolute  fear  of  you. 
I  think  our  country  sinks  beneath  the  yoke; 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds;  and  each  new  day  a  gash  40 

Is  added  to  her  wounds:  I  think  withal 
There  would  be  hands  uplifted  in  my  right; 
And  here  from  gracious  England  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thousands:  but,  for  all  this, 
When  I  shall  tread  upon  the  tyrant's  head, 
Or  wear  it  on  my  sword,  yet  my  poor  country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before, 
More  suffer  and  more  sundry  ways  than  ever, 
By  him  that  shall  succeed. 

Maed.  What  should  he  be? 

MkL  It  is  myself  I  moan:  in  whom  I  know  50 

All  the  particulars  of  vice  so  grafted 
That,  when  they  shall  be  open'd,  black  Macbeth 
Will  seem  as  pure  as  snow,  and  the  poor  state 
Esteem  him  as  a  lamb,  lx?ing  compared 
With  my  confineless  harm-. 

3facd.  Not  in  the  legions 

Of  horrid  hell  can  come  a  devil  more  damn'd 
In  evils  to  top  Macbeth. 

Mat.  I  grant  him  bloody. 

Luxurious,  avaricious,  false,  deceitful. 
Sudden,  malicious,  smacking  of  every  sin 
That  has  a  name:  but  there's  no  bottom,  none,  60 

In  my  voluptuousness:  your  wives,  jour  daughters. 
Your  matrons  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  cistern  of  my  lust,  and  my  desire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'erbear 
That  did  oppose  my  will:  letter  Macbeth 
Than  such  an  one  to  reign. 

jfiird.  Boundless  intemperance 

In  nature  is  a  tyranny:  it  hath  been 
The  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  throne 
And  fall  of  main-  kings.     But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours:  you  may  70 

Convey  your  pleasures  in  a  spacious  plenty, 
And  yet  seem  cold,  the  time  you  may  so  hoodwink. 
We  have  willing  dames  enough;  there  cannot  be 
That  vulture  in  you,  to  devour  so  many 
Ai  will  to  greatness  dedicate  themselves. 


244  MACBETH.  [act  tv. 

Finding  ii  so  inclined, 

Mai.  With  tlii.s  there  grows 

In  my  most  ill-composed  affection  such 
A  stanchless  avarice  thai,  were  I  king, 
I  should  cut  off  the  nobles  for  their  lauds, 
Desire  his  jewels  and  this  other's  house;  80 

And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  sauce 
To  make  me  hunger  more ;  that  I  should  forge 
Quarrels  unjust  against  the  good  and  loyal, 
Destroying  them  for  wealth. 

Maai.  This  avarice 

Sticks  deeper,  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
Than  summer-seeming  lust,  and  it  hath  been 
The  sword  of  our  slain  kings:  yet  do  not  fear; 
Scotland  hath  foisons  to  fill  up  your  will, 
Of  your  mere  own :  all  these  are  portable, 
With  other  graces  wreigh'd.  90 

Mai.  But  I  have  none:  the  king-becoming  graces, 
As  justice,  verity,  temperance,  stableness, 
Bounty,  perseverance,  mercy,  lowliness, 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude, 
I  have  no  relish  of  them,  but  abound 
In  the  division  of  each  several  crime, 
Acting  it  many  ways.     Nay,  had  I  power,  I  should 
Pour  the  sweet  milk  of  concord  into  hell, 
Uproar  the  universal  peace,  confound 
All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd.  O  Scotland,  Scotland!  100 

Mai.  If  such  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  speak: 
I  am  as  I  have  spoken. 

Macd.  Fit  to  govern ! 

No,  not  to  live.    O  nation  miserable, 
With  an  untitled  tyrant  bloody-scepter'd, 
When  shalt  thou  see  thy  wholesome  days  again, 
Since  that  the  truest  issue  of  thy  throne 
By  his  own  interdiction  stands  accursed, 
And  does  blaspheme  his  breed?     Thy  royal  father 
Was  a  most  sainted  king:  the  queen  that  bore  thee, 
Oftener  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet,  110 

Died  every  day  she  lived.     Fare  thee  well! 
These  evils  thou  repeat'st  upon  thyself 
Have  banish'd  me  from  Scotland.     O  my  breast, 
Thy  hope  ends  here! 

Mai.  Macduff,  this  noble  passion, 

Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  soul 
Wiped  the  black  scruples,  reconciled  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  aDii  honour.     Devilish  Macbeth 


t 
mtm  ii i. )  MACBETH.  fttt 

By  many  of  these  trains,  hath  sought  to  win  me 
Into  his  power,  and  modest  wisdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  haste:  but  God  above  120 

Deal  between  thee  and  me !  for  even  now 
I  put  myself  to  thy  direction,  and 
I'nspeak  mine  own  detraction,  here  abjure 
The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  myself, 
For  strangers  to  my  nature.     I  am  yet 
Unknown  to  woman,  never  was  forsworn, 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own, 
At  no  time  broke  my  faith,  would  not  betray  , 
The  devil  to  his  fellow  and  delight 

No  less  in  truth  than  life:  my  first  false  speaking  130 

Was  this  upon  myself:  what' I  am  truly, 
Is  thine  and  my  poor  country's  to  command: 
Whither  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach, 
Old  Siward,  with  ten  thousand  warlike  men, 
Already  at  a  point,  -was  setting  forth. 
Now  we'll  together;  and  the  chance  of  goodness 
Be  like  our  warranted  quarrel!    Why  are  you  silent? 
Mfied.  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at  once 
'Tis  hard  to  reconcile. 

Enter  "  Doctor. 

Mat,  Well:  more  anon. — Comes  the  king  forth,  I  prav 
you?  I4ij 

Dort.  Ay.  but;  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  souls 
That  stay  his  cure:  their  malady  convinces 
The  great  assay  of  art;  but  at  his  touch — 
Such  sanctity  hath  heaven  given  his  hand — 
They  present!}'  amend. 

Mat  '  I  thank  you,  doctor.      [Exit  Doctor. 

Macd.  What's  the  disease  he  means? 

Mai.  Tis  call'd  the  evil : 

A  most  miraculous  work  in  this  good  king; 
Which  often,  since  my  here-remain  in  England, 
I  have  seen  him  do.     How  he  solicits  heaven. 
Himself  beat  knows:  but  strangely-visited  people,  150 

All  swolu  and  ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  eye, 
The  mere  despair  of  surgery,  he  cures, 
Hanging  a  golden  stamp  about  their  necks. 
Put  on  with  holy  prayers:  and  'tis  spoken, 
To  the  succeeding  royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  benediction.     With  this  strange  virtue, 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy. 
And  sundry  blessings  bans  about  his  throne, 
That  speak  him  full  of  grate. 
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Enter  Ross. 

Macd.  See,  who  comes  here? 

Mai.  My  countryman ;  but  yet  I  know  him  nol.  160 

Macd.  My  ever-gentle  cousin,  welcome  hither. 

Mai.  I  know  him  now.     Good  God,  betimes  remove 
The  means  that  makes  us  strangers! 

Ross.  Sir,  amen. 

Macd.  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did? 

Ross.  Alas,  poor  country! 

Almost, afraid  to  know  itself.     It  cannot 
Be  call'd  our  mother,  but  our  grave;  where  nothing, 
But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  seen  to«smile; 
Where  sighs  and  groans  and  shrieks  that  rend  the  air 
Are  made,  not  mark'd ;  where  violent  sorrow  seems 
A  modern  ecstasy :  the  dead  man's  knell  170 

Is  there  scarce  ask'd  for  who;  and  good  men's  lives 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps, 
Dying  or  ere  they  sicken. 

Macd.  O,  relation 

Too  nice,  and  yet  too  true! 

Mai.  What's  the  newest  grief? 

Bos*.  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hiss  the  speaker: 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  wife? 

Ross.  Why,  well. 

Macd.  And  all  my  children? 

Ross.  Well  too. 

Mined.  The  tyrant  has  not.  batter'd  at  their  peace? 

Sags.  No:  they  were  well  at  peace  when  I  did  leave  'em. 

Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  speech:  how  gocs't?  180 

I  toss.  When  I  came  hither  to  transport  the  tidings, 
Which  I  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out ; 
Which  was  to  my  belief  wilness'd  the  rather, 
For  that  I  saw  the  tyrant's  power  a-foot: 
Now  is  the  time  of  help;  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  soldiers,  make  our  women  fight, 
To  doff  their  dire  distresses. 

Mai.  Be't  their  comfort 

We  are  coming  thither:  gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Siward  ami  tin  thousand  men;  190 

An  older  and  a  better  soldier  none 
That  Christendom  gives  out. 

Ross.  Would  I  could  answer 

This  comfort  with  the  like!     But  I  have  words 
That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  desert  air. 
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Where  hearing  should  not  latch  them. 

M  i  What  concern  they ! 

The  general  cause"/  or  k  it  a  fee-grief 
Due  to  some  single  breast? 

fibat  No  mind  that's  honest 

But  in  it  shares  some  woe;  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Mocd.  If  it  be  mine, 

Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it.  200 

Hogs.  Let  not  your  ears  despise  my  tongue  for  ever, 
Which  shall  possess  them  with  the  heaviest  sound 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Marri.  Hum!  I  guess  at  it. 

Rons.  Your  castle  is  surprised ;  your  wife  and  babes 
Savagely  slaughter'd :  to  relate  the  manner, 
Were,  on  the  quarry  of  these  murder'd  deer, 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

MaL  Merciful  heaven ! 

What,  man!  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows; 
Give  sorrow  words:  the  grief  that  does  not  speak 
Whispers  the  o'er-fraught  heart  and  bids  it  break.  210 

MaeeL  My  children  too? 

ivW  Wife,  children,  servants,  all 

That  could  be  found. 

MaetL  And  I  must  lie  from  thence! 

My  wife  kill'd  too? 

Bam.  I  have  said. 

Mat.  Be  comforted: 

Let's  make  us  medicines  of  our  great  revenge, 
To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

MtuA  He  has  no  children.     All  my  pretty  ones? 
Did  you  say  all?    O  hell-kite!     All?" 
What,  all  my  pretty  chickens  and  their  dam 
At  one  fell  swoop? 

MaL  Dispute  it  like  a  man. 

Mm*.  I  shall  do  so;  220 

But  I  must  also  feel  it  as  a  man : 
I  cannot  but  remember  such  things  were, 
That  were  most  precious  to  me.     Did  heaven  look  on, 
And  would  not  take  their  part?     Sinful  Macduff, 
They  were  all  struck  for  thee!  naught  that  I  am, 
Xot  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine, 
Fell  slaughter  on  their  soul-;.     Heaven  rest  them  now! 

MaL  Be  this  the  whetstone  of  your  sword:  let  grief 
Convert  to  anger;  bluut  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 

Maedi  O.  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes      230 
And  braggart  with  my  tongue!     But,  gentle  heavens, 
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Cut  short  all  intermission;  front  to  front 
Bring;  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  and  myself; 
Within  my  sword's  length  set  him;  if  he  'scape, 
Heaven  forgive  him  too! 

Mai.  This  tune  goes  manly. 

Come,  go  we  to  the  king;  our  power  is  ready; 
Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave:  Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  shaking,  and  the  powers  above 
Pul  on  their  instruments.    Receive  what  cheer  you  may: 
The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day.     [Exeunt.     240 

ACT  V. 

Scene  I.     Duminane.     Ante-room  in  the  castle. 
Enter  a  Doctor  of  Physic  and  a  Waiting  Gentlewoman. 

Doct.  I  have  two  nights  watched  with  you,  but  can  per- 
ceive no  truth  in  your  report.  When  was  it  she  last 
walked? 

Gent.  Since  his  majesty  went  into  the  field,  I  have  seen 
her  rise  from  her  bed,  throw  her  nightgown  upon  her. 
unlock  her  closet,  take  forth  paper,  fold  it,  write  upon't, 
read  it,  afterwards  seal  it,  and  again  return  to  bed ;  yet  all 
this  while  in  a  most  fast  sleep.  9 

Doct.  A  great  perturbation  in  nature,  to  receive  at  once 
the  benefit  of  sleep,  and  do  the  effects  of  watching!  In 
this  slumbery  agitation,  besides  her  walking  and  other 
actual  performances,  what,  at  any  time,  have  you  heard 
her  say! 

Gent.  That,  sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

Doct.  You  may  to  me:  and  'tis  most  meet  you  should. 

Gent.  Neither  to  you  nor  any  one;  having  no  witness  to 
confirm  my  speech.  21 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  icith  a  taper. 
Lo  you,  here  she  comes!  This  is  her  very  guise ;  and,  upon 
my  life,  fast  asleep.     Observe  her;  stand  close. 

'Doct.  How  came  she  by  that  light? 

Gent.  Why,  it  stood  by  her:  she  has  light  by  her  con- 
tinually; 'tis  her  command. 

Doct.  You  see,  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gent.  Ay,  but  their  sense  is  shut. 

Doct.  What  is  it  she  does  now?  Look,  how  she  rubs  her 
hands.  31 

G&U.  It  is  an  accustomed  action  with  her,  to  seem  thus 
washing  her  hands:  I  have  known  her  continue  in  this  a 
quarter  of  an  hour. 


BOOT  I.]  MA<  BETH.  249 

Lady  M.   Yet  here's  a  spot. 

Duct.  Hark!  she  speaks:  I  will  set  dowu  what  comes 
from  her,  to  satisfy  my  remembrance  the  more  strongly. 

Lady  M.  Out,  damned  spot!  out,  I  say! — One:  two:  why. 
then  'tis  time  to  do't. — Hell  is  murky: — Fie.  my  lord,  tie: 
a  soldier,  and  afeard?  What  need  we  fear  who  knows  ir. 
when  none  can  call  our  power  to  account? — Yet  who  would 
have  thought  the  old  man  to  have  had  so  much  blood  in  him. 

Doct.  Do  you  mark  thai? 

Lady  M.  the  thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife:  where  is  she 
now? — What,  will  these  hands  ne'er  be  clean? — No  more 
o'  that,  my  lord,  no  more  o'  that:  you  mar  all  with  this 
starting.  50 

Doct.  Go  to,  go  to;  you  have  known  what  you  should  not. 

Gent.  She  has  spoke  what  she  should  not,  I  am  sure  of 
that:  heaven  knows  what  she  has  known. 

L'dy  M.  Here's  the  smell  of  the  blood  still:  all  the  per- 
fumes of  Arabia  will  not  sweeten  this  little  hand.  Oh, 
oh,  oh! 

Doct.  What  a  sigh  is  there!    The  heart  is  sorely  charged. 

Gent.  I  would  not  have  such  a  heart  in  my  bosom  for 
the  dignitv  of  the  whole  bod}". 

Doct.  Well.  well,  well,— 

Gent.   Pray  God  it  be,  sir. 

Doct.  This  disease  is  beyond  my  practice:  yet  I  have 
kuown  those  which  have  walked  in  their  sleep"  who  have 
died  holily  in  their  beds. 

Lady  M.  Wash  your  hands,  put  on  your  nightgown;  look 
not  so  pale. — I  tell  you  yet  again,  Bauquo's  buried;  he  can 
not  come  out  on's  grave.  71 

Doct.  Even  so? 

]."iy  M.  To  bed,  to  bed!  there's  knocking  at  the  gate: 
come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me  your  hand.  What's 
done  cannot  be  undone. — To  bed,  to  bed,  to  bed!       [Exit. 

Doct.  Will  she  go  now  to  bed? 

Gent.  Directly. 

Doct.  Foul  whisperings  are  abroad :  unnatural  deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  troubles:  infected  minds  80 

To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets: 
More  needs  she  the  divine  than  the  physician. 
God,  God  forgive  us  all!     Look  after  lier: 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annovance. 
And  still  keep  eyes  upon  her.     So,  good  night: 
My  mind  she  has  mated,  and  amazed  my  sight. 
I  think,  but  dare  not  speak 

'••  /''.  Good  night,  good  doctor. 

QEmtnt. 
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Scene  II.     The  country  near  Duminane. 

Drum  and  colours.      Enter  Menteith,  Caithness,  Angus, 
Lennox,  and  Soldiers. 

Mi  nt.  The  English  power  is  near,  led  on  by  Malcolm, 
Mis  untie  Si  ward  and  the  good  Macduff: 
Revenges  burn  in  them ;  for  their  dear  causes 
Would  to  the  bleeding  and  the  grim  alarm 
Excite  the  mortified  man. 

Ang.  Near  Birnam  wood 

Shall  we  well  meet  them;  that  way  are  they  coming. 

Caith.  Who  knows  if  Donalbain  be  with  his  brother? 

Len.  For  certain,  sir,  he  is  not:  I  have  a  file 
Of  all  the  gentry:  there  is  Siward's  son, 
And  many  unrough  youths  that  even  now  10 

Protest  their  first  of  manhood. 

Ment.  What  does  the  tyrant? 

Caith.  Great  Dunsinane  he  strongly  fortifies: 
Some  say  he's  mad ;  others  that  lesser  hate  him 
Do  call  it  valiant  fury:  but,  for  certain, 
He  cannot  buckle  his  distemper'd  cause 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Ang.  Now  does  he  feel 

His  secret  murders  sticking  on  his  hands; 
Now  minutely  revolts  upbraid  his  faith-breach; 
Those  lie  commands  move  only  in  eommand. 
Nothing  in  love:  now  does  he  feel  his  title  20 

Hang  loose  about  him,  like  a  giant's  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfish  thief. 

Ment.  Who  then  shall  blame 

His  pester'd  senses  to  recoil  and  start. 
When  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn 
Itself  for  being  there? 

Caith.  Well,  march  we  on, 

To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  owed: 
Meet  we  the  medicine  of  the  sickly  weal, 
And  with  him  pour  we  in  our  country's  purge 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Len.  Or  so  much  as  it  needs, 

To  dew  the  sovereign  flower  and  drown  the  weeds.  30 

Make  we  our  march  towards  Birnam.     [Exeunt,  marching. 
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Scene  III.     Vundnotu.     A  room  in  Op  cattle. 

h'nttr  Macbeth.  Doctor  n,«t  Attendants. 

Maeb.  Bring  me  no  more  reports;  let  them  fly  all: 
Till  Birnam  wood  remove  to  Dunsinane, 
l  cannot  taint  with  fear.     What's  the  boy  Malcolm? 
Was  he  not  born  of  woman?     The  spirits  that  know 
All  mortal  consequences  have  pronounced  me  thus: 
"  Fear  not,  Macbeth;  no  man  that's  born  of  woman 
Shall  e'er  have  power  upon  thee."    Then  fly,  false  thanes, 
And  mingle  with  the  English  epicures: 
The  mind  I  sway  by  and  the  heart  I  bear 
Shall  never  sag  with  doubt  nor  shake  with  fear.  10 

Enter  a  Servant. 

The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-faced  loon ! 
Where  got'st  thou  that  goose  look? 

Sire.  There  is  ten  thousand — 

Maeb.  Geese,  villain? 

Sen.  Soldiers,  sir. 

Maeb.  Go  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear, 
Thou  lily-liver'd  boy.     What  soldiers,  patch? 
Death  of  thy  soul!  those  linen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counsellors  to  fear.     What  soldiers,  wheyface ! 

Sen.  The  English  force,  so  please  you. 

Maeb.  Take  thy  face  hence.  [Exit  Servant. 

Seyton! — I  am  sick  at  heart. 
When  I  behold— Seyton,  I  say!— This  push  20 

Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  disseat  me  now. 
1  have  lived  long  enough:  my  way  of  life 
Is  fall'n  into  the  sere,  The  yellow  leaf; 
And  that  which  should  accompany  old  age, 
As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  must  not  look  to  have;  but,  in  their  stead, 
Curses,  not  loud  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath. 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  not 
Seyton! 

Ehtey  Seyton. 

&y.  What  is  your  gracious  pleasure  I 
Maeb.  What  news  more?  30 

Sty.  All  is  confirm'd,  my  lord,  which  was  reported. 
Maeb.   I'll  right  till  from  my  bones  my  flesh  be  hack'd. 
(Jive  me  my  armour. 
8eg.  Tis  net  needed  yet. 
uaeb,  I'll  put  it  or, 
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Send  out  more  horses:  skirr  the  country  round: 
Hang  those  that  talk  of  fear.     Give  me  mine  armour. 
How  does  your  patient,  doctor? 

Doct.  Not  so  sick,  my  lord, 

As  she  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies, 
That  keep  her  from  her  rest. 

Macb.  Cure  her  of  that. 

Canst  thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  diseased,  40 

Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow, 
Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain 
And  with  some  sweet  oblivious  antidote 
Cleanse  the  stuff 'd  bosom  of  that  perilous  stuff 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart? 

Doct.  Therein  the  patient 

Must  minister  to  himself 

Macb.  Throw  physic  to  the  dogs;  I'll  none  of  it. 
Come,  put  mine  armour  on;  give  me  my  staff. 
Seyton,  send  out.     Doctor,  the  thanes  fly  from  me. 
Come,  sir,  dispatch.     If  thou  couldst,  doctor,  cast  50 

The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  disease, 
And  purge  it  to  a  sound  and  pristine  health, 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo, 
That  should  applaud  again. — Pull't  off,  I  say. — 
What  rhubarb,  f  cyme,  or  what  purgative  drug, 
Would  scour  these" English  hence?    Hear'st  thou  of  them? 

Doct.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  something. 

Macb.  Bring  it  after  me. 

I  will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane, 
Till  Birnam  forest  come  to  Dunsinane.  60 

Doct.   [Aside]  Were  I  from  Dunsinane  away  and  clear. 
Profit  again  .should  hardly  draw  me  here.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  IV.     County  near  Birnam  wood. 

Drum  and  colours.  Enter  Malcolm,  old  Siward  and  his 
Son,  Macduff,  Menteith,  Caithness,  Angus,  Len- 
nox, Ross,  and  Soldiers,  marching. 

Mai.  Cousins,  I  hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand 
That  chambers  will  be  safe. 

Ment.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Siw.  What  wood  is  this  before  us? 

Ment.  The  wood  of  Birnam. 

Mai.  Let  every  soldier  hew  him  down  a  bough 
And  bear't  before  him:  thereby  shall  we  shadow 
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The  numbers  of  our  host  and  make  discovery 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Soldurs.  It  shall  be  done. 

Sit.  We  learn  no  other  but  the  confident  tyrant 
Keeps  still  in  Dunsinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  setting  down  before't. 

MaL  Tis  his  main  hope:  10 

For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given. 
Both  more  and  less  have  given  him  the  revolt. 
And  none  serve  with  him  but  constrained  things 
Whose  hearts  are  absent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  just  censures 

Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Industrious  soldiership. 

>i>r.  The  time  approaches 

That  will  with  due  decision  make  us  know 
What  we  shall  say  we  have  and  what  we  owe. 
Thoughts  speculative  their  unsure  hopes  relate, 
But  certain  issue  strokes  must  arbitrate :  20 

Towards  which  advance  the  war.  [Exeunt,  marching. 

Scene  V.     Dunsinane.     Within  the  castte. 

Enter  Macbeth,    Seyton,  and  Soldiers,  with  drum  and 
colour*. 

Macb.  H-ang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward  walls; 
The  cry  is  still  "They  come:"  our  castle's  strength 
Will  laugh  a  siege  to  scorn :  here  let  them  lie 
Till  famine  and  the  ague  eat  them  up: 
Were  they  not  forced  with  those  that  should  be  ours, 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home.      [^1  cry  of  women  icithin. 

What  is  that  noise? 

Set/.  It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  lord.  [Exit. 

Macb.  I  have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  fears: 
The  time  has  been  my  senses  would  have  cool'd  10 

To  hear  a  night-shriek;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  dismal  treatise  rouse  and  stir 
As  life  were  in't:  I  have  supp'd  full  with  horrors; 
Direness,  familiar  to  my  slaughterous  thoughts, 
Cannot  once  start  me. 

Re-enter  Seyton*. 

Wherefore  was  that  cry? 
The  queen,  my  lord,  i*  dead. 
i/  ,.h.  She  should  have  died  hereafter; 
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There  would  have  been  a  lime  for  such  a  word. 

To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow, 

Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day  20 

To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time. 

And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools 

The  way  to  dusty  death.     Out,  out,  brief  caudle! 

Life's  but  a  walking  shadow,  a  poor  player 

That  struts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage 

And  then  is  heard  no  more:  it  is  a  tale 

Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  sound  and  fury, 

Siguifying  nothing. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Thou  comest  to  use  thy  tongue ;  thy  story  quickly. 

Mess.  Gracious,  my  lord.  30 

I  should  report  that  which  I  say  I  saw, 
But  know  not  how  to  do  it. 

Macb.  Well,  say,  sir. 

Mess.  As  I  did  stand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 
I  look'd  toward  Birnam,  and  anon,  methought, 
The  wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Liar  and  slave! 

Mess.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if't  be  not  so: 
Within  this  three  mile  may  you  see  it  coming; 
I  say,  a  moving  grove. 

Macb.  If  thou  speak'st  false, 

Upon  the  next  tree  shalt  thou  hang  alive, 
Till  famine  cling  thee:  if  thy  speech  be  sooth,  40 

I  care  not  if  thou  dost  for  me  as  much. 
I  pull  in  resolution,  and  begin 
To  doubt  the  equivocation  of  the  fiend 
That  lies  like  truth:  "Fear  not,  till  Birnam  wood 
Do  come  to  Dunsinane:"  and  now  a  wood 
Comes  toward  Dunsinane.     Arm,  arm,  and  out ! 
If  this  which  he  avouches  does  appear, 
There  is  nor  flying  hence  nor  tarrying  here. 
I  gin  to  be  aweary  of  the  sun, 

And  wish  the  estate  o'  the  world  were  now  undone.        50 
Ring  the  alarum-bell!     Blow,  wind!  come,  wrack! 
At  least  we'll  die  with  harness  on  our  back.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  VI.     Dunsinane.    Before  the  castle. 

Drum  and  colours.  Enter  Mw,coi,m,  old  Siward.  Macduff, 
and  their  Army,  with  houj/hs. 

Mul.    Now  Dear  enough:  your  leafy  screens  throw  down. 
And  show  like  those  vou  arc,     You,  worthy  uncle, 
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Shall,  with  my  cousin,  your  right  noble  son. 
Lead  our  ifM  battle:  worthy  Macduff  and  we 
Shall  take  upon 's  what  else  remains  to  do, 
According  to  our  order. 

Stir.  Fare  you  well. 

Do  we  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  tonight. 
Let  us  be  beaten  if  we  cannot  fight. 

Meted.  Make   ail  our   trumpets    speak;    give  them    all 

breath,  '«* 

Those  clamorous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death.    [Exeunt, 

Scene  VII.     Another  part  of  the  field. 

A'",  fim*.     Enter  Macbeth. 

Morb.  They  have  tied  me  to  a  stake ;  I  cannot  fly, 
But,  bear-like,  I  must  fight  the  course.     What's  he 
That  was  not  born  of  woman  ?     Such  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  young  Si  ward. 

To.  Stir.   What  is  thy  name? 

Marb.  Thou'lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 

To.  8t*o.  Xo:  though  thou  call'st  thyself  a  hotter  name 
Than  any  is  in  hell. 

.\facb.  My  name's  Macbeth. 

To.  Siw.  The  devil  himself  could  not  pronounce  a  title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 

Maeb.  Xo.  nor  more  fearful. 

To.  Silt.  Thou  liest,  abhorred  tyrant;  with  my  sword 
I'll  prove  the  lie  thou  speak'st.  11 

\  iheyjlghi  and  young  Sitbard  it  tlain. 

Maeb.  Thou  wast  born  of  woman. 

But  swords  I  smile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  scorn, 
Brandish'd  by  man  that's  of  a  woman  born.  [Brit. 

Alarum*.     Enter  Macduff. 

Mnrd.  That  way  the  noise  is.     Tyrant,  show  thy  face: 
If  thou  be'st  slain  and  with  no  stroke  of  mine. 
My  wife  and  children's  ghosts  will  haunt  me  still. 
I  cannot  strike  at  wretched  kerns,  whose  arms 
Are  hired  to  bear  their  staves:  either  thou,  Macbeth, 
Or  else  my  sword  with  an  unbatter'd  edge 
I  sheathe  again  undeeded.     There  thou  shouldst  be ;        20 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greatest  note 
Seems  bruited.     Let  me  find  him,  fortune! 
And  more  I  beg  not.  [Exit.     Alarums. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  old  Siward. 
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She.  This  way,  my  lord;  the  castle's  gently  render'd : 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  sides  do  right; 
The  noble  tuunes  do  bravely  in  the  war; 
The  duy  almost  itself  professes  yours, 
And  little  is  to  do. 

Mai.  We  have  met  with  foes 

That  strike  beside  us. 

She.  Enter,  sir,  the  castle. 

[Exeunt.     Alarums 

Scenk  VIII.    Another  part  of  the  field. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Why  should  I  play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  sword?  whiles  I  see  lives,  the  gashes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn! 

Macb.  Of  all  men  else  I  have  avoided  thee: 
But  get  thee  back ;  my  soul  is  too  much  charged 
With  blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd.  I  have  no  words: 

My  voice  is  in  my  sword:  thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out!  [Theyfif/ht. 

Macb.  Thou  losest  labour: 

As  easy  mayst  thou  the  intrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  sword  impress  as  make  me  bleed :  10 

Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crests; 
1  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  must  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  born. 

Macd.  Despair  thy  charm ; 

And  let  the  angel  whom  thou  still  hast  served 
Tell  thee,  Macduff  was  from  his  mother's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Macb.  Accursed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  so, 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man ! 
And  be  these  juggling  fiends  no  more  believed, 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  sense;  20 

That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear, 
And  break  it  to  our  hope.     I'll  not  fight  with  thee. 

Macd.  Then  yield  thee,  coward, 
And  live  to  be  the  show  and  gaze  o'  the  time: 
We'll  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monsters  are. 
Painted  upon  a  pole,  and  underwrit, 
"  Here  may  you  see  the  tyrant." 
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Jfact  1  will  not  yield, 

To  kiss  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm  a  feet, 

And  to  be  bailed  with  the  rabble's  curse. 

Though  Birnam  wood  be  come  to  Duusinane,  30 

And  Thou  opposed,  being  of  no  woman  born. 

Yet  I  will  try  the  last.     Before  uiy  body 

I. throw  my  Warlike  shield     Lay  on,  Macduff, 

And  damu'd  be  him  that  first  cries  "  Hold,  enough!" 

[Exeunt,  fglttiiiy.     Alarum*. 

Rftreat.   Wttnruk.   Enter,  wtthdrmmand colours.  Malcolm, 
old  SrwAKD,  Ross.  tAe  ether  Thanes,  and  Soldiers. 

Mai.   I  would  the  friends  we  mi?-  were  safe  arrived. 

8m.  Some  must  go  off:  and  yet,  by  these  I  see. 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  l>ought. 

Mai.  Macduff  is  missing,  and  your  noble  son. 

Ross.  Your  son,  my  lord,  has  paid  a  soldier's  debt: 
He  only  lived  but  till  he  was  a  man ;  40 

The  which  no  sooner  had  his  prowess  confirm'd 
In  the  unshrinking  station  where  he  fought, 
But  like  a  man  he  died. 

Site.  Then  he  is  dead? 

R>m.  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field:  your  cause  of  sor- 
row 
Must  not  be  measured  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

8m.  Had  he  his  hurts  before? 

Boss.  Ay,  on  the  front. 

8m.  Wh\  then,  God's  soldier  be  he! 

Had  I  as  many  sons  as  I  have  hairs. 
I  would  not  wish  them  to  a  fairer  death; 
And  so,  his  knell  is  knoll'd. 

Mai.  He's  worth  more  sorrow,       50 

Aud  that  I'll  spend  for  him. 

8m.  He's  worth  no  more: 

They  say  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  score: 
And  so,  God  be  with  him!     Here  comes  newer  comfort. 

Re-enttr  Macduff,  irith  Macbeth's  head. 

Macd.  Hail,  king!  for  so  thou  art :  behold,  where  stands 
The  usurper's  cursed  head:  the  time  is  free: 
I  see  thee  compass'd  with  thy  kingdom's  pearl, 
That  speak  my  salutation  in  their  minds; 
Whose  voices  I  desire  aloud  with  mine: 
Hail.  Kin?  of  Scotland! 
All.  Hail,  King  of  Scotland!  [Flour/yh 

Mai.  We  shall  not  spend  a  large  expense  of  time  6# 

iHAK    in.— ft 
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Before  we  reckon  with  your  several  loves. 

And  make  us  even  With  you.     My  thanes  and  kinsmen, 

Henceforth,  be  earls,  the  first  (hat  ever  Scotland 

In  such  an  honour  named.     What's  more  to  do, 

Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, 

As  calling  home  our  exiled  friends  abroad 

That  tied  the  snares  of  watchful  tyranny; 

Producing  forth  the  cruel  ministers 

Of  tins  dead  botcher  and  his  fiend-like  queen, 

Who,  as  'tis  thought,  by  self  and  violent  hands  7( 

Took  off  her  life;  this,  and  what  needful  else 

That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  Grace, 

We  will  perform  in  measure,  time  and  place: 

So,  thanks  to  all  at  once  and  to  each  one, 

Whom  we  invite  to  see  us  crown'd  at  Scone. 

[Ffrur&h.     EieunU 
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Scexe:  Denmark: 

ACT  I. 

Scene  I.     Elnnore.     A  platform  before  the  eoetle. 
Fbaxcisco  at  hit  )»>*(.      Enter  to  Mm   Berxardo. 

Ber.  Who's  there? 

Fran.  Nay,  answer  me:  stand,  and  unfold  yourself. 

far.  Long  live  the  king! 

Fro ti.  Bernardo? 

Ber.  He. 

Froii    You  eoine  most  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Hi:    Tis  now  struck  twelve ;  get  thee  to  bed,  Francisco. 

Fran.  For  this  relief  much  thanks:  ti>;  hitter  cold, 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart. 

Ber.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard? 

Fran.  Not  a  mouse  stirring.  10 

Bar.  Well,  good  night. 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  M^rcellus. 
The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  hMte. 


260  HAMLET.  [act  L 

Fran.  I  think  I  hear  them.     Stand,  ho!     Who's  there? 
Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Hor.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.  Give  you  good  night. 

Mar.  O,  farewell,  honest  soldier: 

Who  hath  relieved  you? 

Fran.  Bernardo  has  my  place. 

Give  you  good  night.  [Exit 

Afar.  Holla!  Bernardo! 

Ber.  Say, 

What,  is  Horatio  there? 

Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber.  Welcome,  Horatio:  welcome,  good  Marcellus.       20 

Mar.  What,  has  this  thing  appear'd  again  to-night? 

Ber.  I  have  seen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  says  'tis  but  our  fantasy, 
And  will  not  let  belief  lake  hold  of  him 
Touching  this  dreaded  sight,  twice  seen  of  us: 
Therefore  I  have  entreated  him  along 
With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night 
That  if  again  this  apparition  come, 
He  may  approve  our  eyes  and  speak  to  it. 

Hor.  Tush,  tush,  'twill  not  appear. 

Ber.  Sit  down  awhile;      30 

And  let  us  once  again  assail  your  ears, 
That  are  so  fortified  against  our  story 
What  we  have  two  nights  seen. 

Hor.  Well,  sit  we  down, 

And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this. 

Ber.  Last  night  of  all, 
When  yond  same  star  that's  westward  from  the  pole 
Had  made  his  course  to  illume  that  part  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  burns,  Marcellus  and  myself, 
The  bell  then  beating  one, — 

Enter  Ghost. 

Mar.  Peace,  break  thee  off;  look,  where  it  comes  again! 
Ber.  In  the  same  figure,  like  the  king  that's  dead.        41 
Mar.  Thou  art  a  scholar;  speak  to  it,  Horatio. 
Ber.  Looks  it  not  like  the  king?  mark  it,  Horatio. 
Hor.  Most  like:  it  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 
Ber.  It  would  be  spoke  to. 
Mar.  Question  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou  that  usurp'st  this  time  of  night, 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form 
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lu  which  the  majesty  of  buried  Denmark 

Diti  sometimes  march?  by  heaven  1  charge  the**,  speak! 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Ber.  See.  it  stalks  away'  SO 

Hor.  Stay!  speak,  speak!    ]  charge  thee,  speak! 

[  F>it  Gh-.tt. 

Mar.   "Tis  gone,  and  will  not  answer. 

Ber.  How  now.  Horatio!  you  tremble  ami  look  pale: 
la  not  this  something  more  than  fantasy? 
What  think  you  on't? 

Mar.  Before  mv  God,  I  might  not  thi*  l>elieve 
Without  the  sensible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  king? 

Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thyself: 
Such  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on  60 

When  he  the  ambitious  Norway  combated: 
So  frownd  he  once.  when,  in  an  angry  parle, 
He  smote  the  sledded  Polacks  on  the  ice. 
Tis  strange. 

Mar.  Thus  twice  before,  and  jump  at  tins  dead  hour, 
With  martial  stalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hm'.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work  I  know  not: 
But  in  the  gross  and  scope  of  my  opinion, 
This  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to  our  state.  G9 

Mar.  Good  now.  sit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that  knows, 
Why  this  same  strict  and  most  observant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  subject  of  the  land, 
And  why  such  daily  ca*t  of  brazen  cannon, 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war; 
Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week; 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  joint-labourer  with  the  day : 
Who  is't  that  can  inform  me? 

Hor.  That  can  I ; 

At  least,  the  whisper  goes  so.     Our  last  king,  80 

Whose  image  even  but  now  appear'd  to  us, 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
Thereto  prick'd  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride", 
Dared  to  the  combat ;  in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet — 
For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteem'd  him — 
Did  slay  this  Fortinblas;  who,  by  a  sea  I'd  compact. 
Well  ra'tified  by  law  and  heraldry, 
Did  forfeit,  with  his  life,  all  those  his  lands 
Which  he  stood  seized  of,  to  the  conqueror: 
Against  the  which,  a  moiety  competent  90 
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Was  gaged  by  our  king;  which  had  return'd 

To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 

Had  he  been  vanquisher;  as,  by  the  same  covenant, 

And  carriage  of  the  article  design'd, 

His  fell  to  Hamlet.     Now.  *ir  young  Fortinbras. 

Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full, 

Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway  here  and  there 

Shark'd  up  a  list  of  lawless  resolutes, 

For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterprise 

That  hath  a  stomach  in't;  which  is  no  other —  100 

As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state — 

But  to  recover  of  us,  by  strong  hand 

And  terms  compulsatory,  those  foresaid  lands 

So  by  his  father  lost:  and  this,  I  take  it, 

Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 

The  source  of  this  our  watch  and  the  chief  head 

Of  this  post-haste  and  romage  in  the  land. 

Btr.   1  think  it  be  no  other  but  e'en  so: 
Well  may  it  sort  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch;  so  like  the  king         110 
That  was  and  Is  the  question  of  these  Avars. 

Hor.  A  mote  it  i.i  to  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  most  high  and  palmy  state  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere  the  mightiest  Julius  fell, 
The  graves  stood  teuantless  and  the  sheeted  dead 
Did  squeak  and  gibber  i:i  the  Roman  streets: 
f  As  stars  with  trains  of  fire  and  dews  of  blood, 
Disasters  in  the  sun;  and  the  moist  star 
Upon  whose  influence  Neptune's  empire  stands 
Was  sick  almost  to  doomsday  with  eclipse:  120 

And  even  the  like  precurse  of  fierce  events, 
As  harbingers  preceding  still  the  fates 
And  prologue  to  the  omen  coming  on. 
Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demonstrated 
Unto  our  climatures  and  countrymen. — 
But  soft,  behold!  lo,  where  it  comes  again! 

Re-enter  Ghost. 

I'll  cross  it,  though  it  biast  me.     Stay,  illusion ! 

If  thou  hast  any  sound,       t  se  of  voice, 

Speak  to  me: 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done,  130 

That  may  to  thee  do  ease  and  grace  to  me, 

Speak  to  me .  [ Coek  cr<nr$. 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fate, 

Which,  happily*  foreknowing  may  avoid, 

O, speak ! 
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Or  if  thou  hast  uphoardod  in  thy  life 

Extorted  treasure  iu  the  womb  of  earth. 

For  which,  they  say,  you  spirits  oft  walk  iu  death. 

Speak  of  it :  stay,  and"  speak !     Stop  it,  Marcellus. 

Mar.  Shall  I  "strike  at  it  with  my  partisan?  140 

Hor.  Do,  if  it  will  not  staud. 

Ber.  Tis  here ! 

Hor.  'Tis  here! 

Mar.  Tis  gone'.  [Exit  Ghwt. 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  so  majestical. 
To  offer  it  the  show  of  violence; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invulnerable, 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Bar.  It  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  cock  crew. 

Hor.  And  then  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons.     I  have  heard, 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn.  150 

Doth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day ;  and,  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  sea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air, 
The  extravagant  and  erring  spirit  hies 
To  his  confine:  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation. 

.)/?/•.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  say  that  ever  'gaic-t  that  season  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated. 
The  bird  of  dawning  singeth  all  night  long:  160 

And  then,  they  say.  no  spirit  dares  stir  abroad: 
The  nights  are  wholesome;  then  no  planets  strike, 
No  fairy  takes,  nor  witch  hath  power  to  charm. 
So  hallow'd  and  so  gracious  is  the  time. 

Hor.  So  have  I  heard  and  do  in  part  believe  it. 
But.  look,  the  morn,  iu  russet  mantle  clad, 
Walks  o'er  the  dew-  of  you  high  eastward  hill: 
Break  we  our  watch  up;  and  by  my  advice. 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  seen  to-night 
L'nto  young  Hamlet;  for,  upon  mv  life,  170 

This  spirit,  dumb  to  us.  will  speak  to  him. 
Do  you  consent  we  shail  acquaiut  him  with  it. 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty v 

Mar.  Let's  do't.  I  pray;  and  I  this  morning  know 
Where  we  shall  find  him  most  conveniently.  [Errunt. 
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Scene  II.     A  room  of  state  in  the  cattle. 

Enter  tlie  King,  Queen,  Hamlet,  Polonius,  Laertes, 
Voltlmand,  Cornelius,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

King.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  brother's  death 
The  memory  be  green,  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief  and  our  whole  kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe. 
Yet  so  far  hath  discretion  fought  with  nature 
That  we  with  wisest  sorrow  think  on  him, 
Together  with  remembrance  of  ourselves. 
Therefore  our  sometime  sister,  now  our  queen, 
The  imperial  jointress  to  this  warlike  state, 
Have  we,  as  'twere  with  a  defeated  joy, —  10 

With  an  auspicious  and  a  dropping  eye, 
With  mirth  in  funeral  and  with  dirge  in  marriage, 
In  equal  scale  weighing  delight  and  dole, — 
Taken  to  wife:  nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 
Your  better  wisdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  affair  along.     For  all,  our  thanks. 
Now  follows,  that  you  know,  young  Fortinbras, 
Holding  a  weak  supposal  of  our  worth, 
Or  thinking  by  cur  late  dear  brother's  death 
Our  state  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame.  20 

Col  leagued  with  the  dream  of  his  advantage, 
He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pester  us  with  message, 
Importing  the  surrender  of  those  lands 
Lost  by  his  father,  with  all  bonds  of  law. 
To  our  most  valiant  brother.     So  much  for  him. 
Now  for  ourself  and  for  this  lime  of  meeting: 
Thus  much  the  business  is:  we  have  here  writ 
To  Norway,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, — 
Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  scarcely  hears 
Of  this  his  nephew's  purpose, — to  suppress  30 

His  further  gait  herein;  in  that  the.  levies, 
The  lists  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 
Out  of  his  subject:  and  we  here  dispatch 
You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you,  Voltimand, 
For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway: 
Giving  to  you  no  further  personal  power 
To  business  with  the  king,  more  than  the  scope 
Of  these  delated  articles  allow. 
Farewell,  and  let  your  haste  commend  your  duty. 

In  that  and  all  things  will  W*  show  par  dun     -to 
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King.   We  doubt  it  nothing:  heartily  farewell. 

[Exeunt  Yoltimand  and  Cornelia*. 
And  now,  Laertes,  what's  the  news  with  you? 
You  told  us  of  some  suit;  what  is't,  Laertes? 
You  cannot  speak  of  reason  to  the  Dane, 
And  lose  your  voice:  what  wouldst  thou  beg,  Laertes, 
That  shall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking? 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 
The  hand  more  instrumental  to  the  mouth, 
Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  wouldst  thou  have,  Laertes? 

Laer.  My  dread  lord,  50 

Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France; 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark, 
To  show  my  duty  in  your  coronation, 
Yet  now,  I  must  confess,  that  duty  done, 
My  thoughts  and  wishes  bend  aga'in  toward  France 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 
King.  Have  you  your  father's  leave?    What  says  Po- 

lonius? 
Pol.  He  hath,  my  lord,  wrung  from  me  my  slow  leave 
By  laboursome  petition,  and  at  last 

Upon  his  will  I  sealed  my  hard  consent:  60 

I  do  beseech  you,  give  him  leave  to  zo. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes;  time  be  thine, 
And  thy  best  graces  spend  it  at  thy  will! 
But  now,  my  cousin  Hamlet,  and  niy  son, — 
Ham.  [Aside]  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  less  than  kind. 
King.  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  still  hang  on  you? 
Ham.  Not  so.  my  lord;  I  am  too  much  i'  the  sun. 
Queen.  Good  Hamlet,  cast  thy  nighted  colour  off, 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not  for  ever  with  thy  vailed  lids  70 

Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust: 
Thou  knowst  'tis  common  ;  all  that  lives  must  die, 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity. 
Ham.  Ay,  madam,  it  is  common. 
Queen.  If  it  be. 

Why  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee? 

Ham.  Seems,  madam!  nay,  it  is:  I  know  not  -seems." 
Tis  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother. 
>"or  customary  suits  of  solemn'black, 
Nor  windy  inspiration  of  forced  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye,  80 

Nor  the  dejected  'haviour  of  the  visage. 
Together  with  all  forms,  moods,  shapes  of  grief. 
That  can  denote  me  truly:  these  indeod  seem, 
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For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play ; 
But  I  have  that  within  which  passcth  show: 
These  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 

King.  'Tis    sweet   and    commendable  in  your  nature, 
Hamlet, 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  father: 
Hut,  you  must  know,  your  father  lost  a  father; 
That  father  lost,  lost  his,  and  the  survivor  bound  9<) 

In  filial  obligation  for  some  term 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow :  but  to  persever 
In  obstinate  condolement  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness;  'tis  unmanly  grief; 
It  shows  a  will  most  incorrect  to  heaven, 
A  heart  unfortified,  a  mind  impatient. 
An  understanding  simple  and  unschool'd : 
For  what  we  know  must  be  and  is  as  common 
As  any  the  most  vulgar  thing  to  sense, 
Why  should  we  in  our  peevish  opposition  100 

Take  it  to  heart?    Fie!  'tis  a  fault  to  heaven, 
A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature, 
To  reason  most  absurd;  whose  common  theme 
Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  still  hath  cried, 
From  the  first  corse  till  he  that  died  to-day, 
'This  must  be  so."    We  pray  you,  throw  to  earth 
This  unpre vailing  woe,  and  think  of  us 
As  of  a  father:  for  let  the  world  take  note, 
You  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne; 
And  with  no  less  nobility  of  love  110 

Than  that  which  dearest  father  bears  his  son, 
Do  I  impart  toward  you.     For  your  intent 
In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 
It  is  most  retrograde  to  our  desire: 
And  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here,  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye, 
Our  chiefest  courtier,  cousin,  and  our  sou. 

Qiteen.  Let  not  thy  mother  lose  her  prayers,  Hamlet: 
I  pray  thee,  stay  with  us;  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Ham.  I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you,  madam.  12<» 

King.  Why,  'tis  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply : 
Be  as  ourself  in  Denmark.     Madam,  come ; 
This  gentle  and  unforced  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  smiling  to  my  heart :  in  grace  whereof. 
No  jocund  health  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day. 
But  the  great  canuon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell. 
And  the  king's  rouse  the  heavens  shall  bruit  again, 
Re-speaking  earthly  thunder.     Come  awav. 

[ Ereunt  att  but  Mami<i. 
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Hun.  0,  that  thi>  too  too  solid  flesh  would  melt, 
Thaw  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew!  130 

Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fix'd 
His  canon  'gainst  self-slaughter!     O  God!  God! 
How  weary,  stale,  flat  and  unprofitable. 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world! 
Pie  on't!  ah  fie!  'tis  an  unweeded  garden. 
That  grows  to  seed ;  things  rank  and  gross  in  nature 
Possess  it  merely.     That  it  should  come  to  this! 
But  two  months  dead:  nay.  not  so  much,  not  two: 
So  excellent  a  king;  that  "was,  to  this, 
Hyperion  to  a  satyr;  so  loving  to  my  mother  140 

That  he  might  not  beteem  the  winds  of  heaven 
Visit  her  face  too  roughly.     Heaven  and  earth ! 
Must  I  remember?  why,  she  would  hang  on  him, 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on:  and  vet,  within  a  month — 
Let  me  not  think  on*t — Fruity,  thy  name  is  woman! — 
A  little  month,  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old 
With  which  she  follow'd  my  poor  father's  body, 
Like  Niobe,  all  tears: — why  she,  even  she — 
O  God!  a  beast,  that  wants  discourse  of  reason.  150 

Would  have  mourn 'd  longer — married  with  my  uncle, 
My  father's  brother,  but  no  more  like  my  father 
Than  I  to  Hercules  :  within  a  month  : 
Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  flushing  in  her  galled  eves. 
She  married.     O,  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 
With  such  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets! 
It  is  not  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good : 
But  break,  my  heart ;  for  I  must  hold  my  tongue. 

Kn.hr  Horatio.  Marcllus,  unrl  Bekxardo. 

Hor.   Hail  to  your  lordship ! 

Hum.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well;  *60 

Horatio, — or  I  do  forget  myself. 

Hor.  The  same,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  servant  evar. 

Hiim.  Sir,  my  good  friend;  I'll  change  that  namo  with 
you: 
Atul  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Horatio? 
Xarcellus? 

Mar.  My  good  lord —  , 

Hnm    I  am  very  glad  to  see  you.     Good  eveu,  sir. 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg? 

//"/.  A  truant  disposition,  good  my  lord. 

Ilun.   I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  say  bo,  >?• 

i.all  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence," 


368  HAMLET.  [act  l 

To  make  it  truster  of  your  own  report 
Against  yourself:  I  know  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elsinore?* 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  you  depart. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  came  to  see  your  father's  funeral. 

Ham.  I  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow-student  ; 
I  think  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 

Hor.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  followed  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio!  the  funeral  baked  meats 
Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  tables.  181 

Would  I  had  met  my  dearest  foe  in  heaven 
Or  ever  I  had  seen  that  day,  Horatio! 
My  father! — methinks  I  see  my  father. 

IL>r.  Where,  my  lord? 

Ham.  In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor.  I  saw  him  once :  he  was  a  goodly  king. 

Ham.  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  think  I  saw  him  yesternight. 

Ham.  Saw?  who?  190 

Hor.  My  lord,  the  king  your  father. 

Ham.  The  king  my  father! 

Hor.  Season  your  admiratiou  for  awhile 
With  an  atteut  ear,  till  I  ma}-  deliver. 
Upon  the  witness  of  these  gentlemen, 
This  marvel  to  you. 

Ham.  For  God's  love,  let  me  hear. 

Hor.  Two  nights  together  had  these  gentlemen, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watch. 
In  the  dead  vast  and  middle  of  the  night. 
Been  thus  encounter'd.     A  figure  like  your  father, 
Armed  at  point  exactly,  cap-ape,  200 

Appears  before  them,  and  with  solemn  march 
Goes  slow  and  stately  by  them :  thrice  he  walk'd 
By  their  oppress'd  and  fear-suprised  eves. 
Within  his  truncheon's  length;  whilst" they,  distill'd 
Almost  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear, 
Stand  dumb  and  speak  not  to  him.     This  to  me 
In  dreadful  secrecy  impart  they  did ; 
And  I  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch: 
Where,  as  they  had  deliver'd,  both  in  time, 
Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good,        210 
The  apparition  comes  :  I  knew  your  father; 
These  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham.  But  where  was  this? 

.War.  My  lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we  watch'd 

Harm,  Did  you  not  speak  to  it? 
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Bar.  My  lord.  I  did: 

But  answer  made  it  none:  vet  once"  methought 
It  lifted  up  its  head  and  dicl  address 
Itself  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  speak; 
But  eveu  then  the  morning  cock  crew  loud, 
And  at  the  sound  it  shrunk  in  haste  away, 
And  vanish'd  from  our  sight. 

Ham.  Tis  very  strange.  220 

Hor.  As  I  do  live,  my  honour'd  lord  'tis  true ; 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham..  Indeed,  indeed,  sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  watch  to-night? 

j£f  I  We  do,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Arm'd,  say  you? 

^f-  j-  Arm'd,  my  lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe? 

Jjk,r-  I  My  lord,  from  head  to  foot. 

Ham.  Then  saw  you  not  his  face? 
Hor.  O,  ves,  my  ford;  he  wore  his  beaver  up.  280 

Ham.  What,  look'd  he  frowningly? 
Hor.  A  countenance  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger. 
Ham.  Pale  or  red? 
Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  you  I 

Hor.  Most  constantly. 

Ham.  '  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amazed  you. 
Ham.  Very  like,  very  like.     Stay'd  it  long? 
Hor.  While  one  with  moderate  haste  might  tell  a  hun- 
dred. 

Rr.    !'  LonSer>  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  saw't. 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grizzled, — no?  240 

Hor.  It  was,  as  I  have  seen  it  in  his  life, 
A  sable  silver'd. 

Ham.  I  will  watch  to-uighi ; 

Perchance  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  I  warrant  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  assume  my  noble  father's  person, 
I'll  speak  to  it.  though  hell  itself  should  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.     I  pray  you  all, 
If  you  have  hitherto  concealed  this'sfjht, 
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Let  it  bu  tenable  in  your  silence  still; 

And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night. 

Give  it  an  understanding,  but.  no  tongue:  250 

I  will  requite  your  loves.     So,  fare  you  well: 

Upon  the  platform,  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 

I'll  visit  you. 

All.  Our  duty  to  your  honour. 

Ham.  Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you:  farewell. 

[Exevnt  all  but  Hamlet. 
My  father's  spirit  in  arms!  all  is  not  well: 
I  doubt  some  foul  play :  would  the  night  were  come ! 
Till  then  sit  still,  my  soul:  foul  deeds  will  rise, 
Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  men's  eyes.[Erit. 


Scene  III.     A  room  in  Polonium'  liou.se. 
Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Laer.  My  necessaries  are  embark'd :  farewell : 
Aud,  sister,  as  the  winds  give  benefit 
And  convoy  is  assistant,  do  not  sleep, 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Oph.  Do  you  doubt  that? 

Laer.  For  Hamlet  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour, 
Hold  it  a  fashion  and  a  toy  in  blood, 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting, 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute; 
No  more. 

Oph.  No  more  but  so? 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more:  10 

For  nature,  crescent,  does  not  grow  alone 
In  trews  and  bulk,  but,  as  this  temple  waxes, 
The  inward  service  of  the  mind  and  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.     Perhaps  he  loves  you  now, 
And  now  no  soil  or  cautel  doth  besmirch 
The  virtue  of  his  will:  but  you  must  fear. 
His  greatness  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own; 
For  be  himself  is  subject  to  his  birth : 
lie  may  not,  as  unvalued  persons  do. 
Carve  for  himself:  for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  safety  and  health  of  this  whole  state: 
Aud  therefore  must  his  choice  be  circumscribed 
Unto  the.  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body 
Whereof  he  is  the  head.     Then  if  he  says  he  tores  you. 
It  liii  vour  wisdom  so  far  to  believe  i! 
As  lit-  in  bis  particular  act  and  place 
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May  give  his  saying  deed;  which  is  no  further 

Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 

Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honour  may  sustain. 

It"  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  his  songs,  30 

Or  lose  your  heart,  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 

To  his  unmaster'd  importunity. 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  sister, 

And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affection, 

Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 

The  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 

If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon: 

Virtue  itself  scapes  not  calumnious  strokes: 

The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  spring, 

Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclosed,  40 

And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 

Contagious  blastmeuts  are  most  imminent. 

Be  wary  then;  best  safety  lies  in  fear: 

Youth  to  itself  rebels,  though  none  else  near. 

Opk.  I  shall  the  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep, 
A-  watchman  to  my  heart.    But,  good  my  brother. 
Do  not.  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do, 

me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven ; 
Whiles,  like  a  puffd  and  reckless  libertine, 
Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads.  50 

And  recks  not  his  own  rede. 

Laer.  O,  fear  me  not. 

I  stay  too  long:  but  here  my  father  comes. 

EaUr  Fobomm 

A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace ; 
Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second  leave. 

Pol.   Yet  here,  Laertes!  aboard,  aboard,  for  shame! 
The  wind  sets  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail, 
And  you  are  stay?d  for.     There;  my  blessing  with  thee! 
And  these  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
See  thou  character.     Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue. 
Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act.  60 

Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar. 
Those  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried. 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel ; 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
Of  each  new-hatch'd,  unfledged  comrade.     Br  ware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel,  but  being  in. 
Bear't  that  the  opposed  may  beware  of  thee. 
Give  every  man  thy  ear.  but  few  thy  voice; 
Take  each  man's  censure,  but  reserve  thy  judgment. 
Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy,    *  70 
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But  not  express'd  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy ; 

For  the  apparel  oft,  proclaims  the  man, 

And  they  in  France  of  the  best  rank  and  sUliun 

fAre  of  a  most  select  and  generous  chief  in  that. 

Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be; 

For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend, 

And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 

This  above  all:  to  thine  own  self  be  true, 

And  it  must  follow,  as  tha  night  the  day, 

Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man.  86 

Farewell:  my  blessing  season  this  in  thee! 

Laer.  Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Pol.  The  time  invites  you;  go;  your  servants  tend. 

Laer.  Farewell,  Ophelia;  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 

Oph.  'Tis  in  my  memory  lock'd. 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  ke)r  of  it.' 

Laer.  Farewell.  [En/. 

Pol.  What  is't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you? 

Oph.  So  please  you,  something  touching  the  Lord  Ham 
let. 

Pol.  Marry,  well  bethought :  90 

"Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you;  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and  bounteous: 
If  it  be  so,  as  so  'tis  put  on  me. 
And  that  in  way  of  caution.  I  must  tell  you, 
You  do  not  understand  yourself  so  clearly 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter  and  your  honour. 
What  is  between  you?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph.  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me.  100 

Pol.  Affection!  pooh!  you  speak  like  a  green  girl, 
Unsifted  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  should  think. 

Pol.  Marry,  I'll  teach  you:  think  yourself  a  baby; 
That  you  have  ta'en  these  tenders  for  true  paw 
Which  are  not  sterling.     Tender  yourself  more  dearly; 
Or — not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase, 
Running  it  thus — you'll  tender  me  a  fool. 

Oph.  My  lord,  he  hath  importuned  me  with  love         110 
In  honourable  fashion. 

Pol.  Ay,  fashion  you  may  call  it;  go  to,  go  to. 

Oph.  And  hath  given  countenance  to   his  speech,    my 
lord, 
With  almost  all  the  holv  vows  of  heaven. 
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Pol.  Ay.  springes  to  catch  woodcocks.     I  do  know, 
When  the  blood  burns,  bow  prodigal  the  soul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows:  these  blazes,  daughter, 
Giving  more  light  than  heat,  extinct  in  both, 
Even  in  their  promise,  as  it  is  a-making, 
You  must  not  take  for  fire.     From  this  time  1*20 

Be  somewhat  scanter  of  your  maiden  presence; 
Set  your  entreatments  at  a  higher  rate 
Than  a  command  to  parley.     For  Lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  so  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young, 
And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk 
Than  may  be  given  you:  in  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  vows;  for  they  are  brokers, 
Not  of  that  dye  whicli  their  investments  show, 
But  mere  implorators  of  unholy  suits, 
Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bawds,  13Q 

The  better  to  beguile.     This  is  for  all: 
1  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth. 
Have  you  so  slander  any  moment  leisure. 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet. 
Look  to't,  I  charge  you:  come  your  ways. 

Oph.  I  shall  obey,  my  lord.  [Ereunt 

Scene  IV.     The  platform. 
Enter  Hami.et,  Horatio,  and  Marcei.ixs. 

Ha. a.  The  air  bites  shrewdly;  it  is  very  cold. 

Hor.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air. 

Ham.  What  hour  now? 

Hot.  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Ham.  No,  it  is  struck. 

Hor.  Indeed?    I  heard  it  not:  then  it  draws  near  th* 
season 
Wherein  the  spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

[A  flourish  of  trumpet*,  and,  ordnance  shot  off,  icithin. 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord? 

Ham.  The  king  doth  wake  to-night  and  takes  his  rouse. 
Keeps  wassail,  and  the  swaggering  up  spring  reels; 
And,  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenish  down,  10 

The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hor.  Is  it  a  custom? 

Ham.  Ay,  marry,  is't: 
But  to  my  mind,  though  I  am  native  here 
And  to  the  manner  born,  it  is  a  custom 
More  honourd  in  the  breach  than  the  observance. 
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This  heavy-headed  revel  east  and  west 

Makes  us  traduced  and  tax'd  of  other  nations-. 

They  clepe  us  drunkards,  and  with  s\\  im>li  pfcr&se 

Soil  our  addition;  and  indeed  it  takes  '-20 

From  our  achievements,  though  perfornrd  at  height, 

The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 

So,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men, 

That  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them. 

As,  in  their  birth— wherein  they  are  not  guilty, 

Since  nature  cannot  choose  his  origin — 

By  the  o'ergrowth  of  some  complexion. 

Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reason, 

Or  by  some  habit  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 

The  form  of  plausive  manners,  that  these  nun.  .'10 

Carrying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect, 

Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  star, — 

Their  virtues  else — be  they  as  pure  as  grace, 

As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo — 

Shall  in  the  general  censure  take  corruption 

From  that  particular  fault:  the  dram  of  feale 

Doth  all  the  noble  substance  f  of  a  doubt 

To  his  own  scandal. 

Her.  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes! 

Enter  Ghost. 

Horn.  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend  us! 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health  or  goblin  damn  d,  40 

Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven  or  blasts  from  hell, 
Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable. 
Thou  comest  in  such  a  questionable  shape 
That  I  will  speak  to  thee:  I'll  call  thee  Hamlet. 
King,  father,  royal  Dane:  O,  answer  me! 
Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance;  but  tell 
Why  thy  canonized  bones,  hearsed  in  death. 
Have  burst  their  cerements;  why  the  sepulchre. 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  inurn'd. 
Hath  oped  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws,  58 

To  cast  thee  up  again.     What  may  this  mean. 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again  in  complete  steel 
Revisitst  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon. 
Making  night  hideous:  and  we  fools  of  nature 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  souls? 
Say,  why  is  this?  wherefore?  what  should  we  do'.' 

[Qheat  bfcfow*  Hambt. 

Hor.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it, 
As  if  it  some  impartment  did  desire 
To  you  alone. 
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Mar.  Look,  with  what  courteous  action  60 

It  waves  you  to  a  more  removed  ground: 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 
Hor.  No,  by  no  means. 

Hi' in.  It  will  not  speak;  then  I  will  follow  it. 

Hor.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Hum.  Why,  what  should  be  the  fear? 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee; 
And  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that. 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself  7 
It  waves  me  forth  again :  I'll  follow  it. 

Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood,  my  lord, 
Or  to  the  dreadful  summit  of  the  cliff  TO 

That  beetles  o'er  his  ba-e  into  the  sea. 
And  there  assume  some  other  horrible  form, 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereignty  of  reason 
And  draw  you  into  madness?  think  of  it: 
The  very  place  puts  toys  of  desperation, 
Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain 
That  looks  so  many  fathoms  to  "the  sea 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  It  waves  me  still. 

Go  on;  I'll  follow  thee. 

Mar.  You  shall  not  go,  my  lord. 

Horn.  Hold  off  your  hands.    SO 

Hor.  Be  ruled ;  you  shall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  fate  cries  out. 

And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Xetnean  lion's  nerve. 
Still  am  I  call'd.     Unhand  me,  gentlemen. 
By  heaven,  I'll  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me! 
1  say,  away!     Go  on:  111  follow  thee. 

[Esaoit  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 

Hor.  He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 

Mar.  Let's  follow;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor.  Have  after.     To  what  issue  will  this  come? 

Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark.       90 

Bar.  Heaven  will  direct  it. 

Jfiw.  Nay,  let's  follow  him. 

{Etfiint. 

Scene  V.     Another  part  of  the  platform . 

Enter  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Where  wilt  thou  lead  me?  speak:  I'll  go  no  further. 
(Jhost.   Mark  me. 
Ham.  I  will. 
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Ghost.  My  hour  is  almost  come, 

When  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Must  render  up  myself. 

Ham.  Alas,  poor  ghost! 

Ghost.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  serious  hearing 
To  what  I  shall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak;  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghost.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  shalt  hear. 

Ham.  What? 

Ghost.  I  am  thy  father's  spirit, 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night.  10 

And  for  the  day  confined  to  fast  in  fires, 
Till  the  foul  crimes  done  in  my  days  of  nature 
Are  burnt  and  purged  away.     But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prison-bouse, 
1  could  a  tale  unfold  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul,  freeze  thy  young  blood, 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their  spheres, 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  an  end, 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porpentine:  20 

But  this  eternal  blazon  must  not  be 
To  ears  of  flesh  and  blood.     List,  list,  O,  listl 
If  thou  didst  ever  tfry  dear  father  love — 

Ham.  O  God! 

Ghost.  Revenge  his  foul  and  most  unnatural  murder. 

Ham.  Murder! 

Ghost.  Murder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is; 
But  this  most  foul,  strange  and  unnatural. 

Ham.  Haste  me  to  know't,  that  I,  with  wings  as  swift 
As  meditation  or  the  thoughts  of  love,  80 

May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghost.  I  find  thee  apt; 

And  duller  shouldst  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  roots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 
Wouldst  thou  not  stir  in  this.     Now,  Hamlet,  hear: 
'Tis  given  out  that,  sleeping  in  my  orchard, 
A  serpent  stung  me;  so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a  forged  process  of  my  death 
Rankly  abused:  but  know,  thou  noble  youth, 
The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O  my  prophetic  soul ! 

My  uncle! 

Ghost.  Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate  beast, 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts, — 
O  wicked  wit  and  gifts;  that  have  the  power 
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S>  la  seduce! — won  to  his  shameful  lust 
The  will  of  my  most  seeming-virtuous  queen: 

0  Hamlet,  what  a  falling-off  was  there". 
From  me,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 

1  made  to  her  in  marriage,  and  to  decline  50 
Upon  a  wretch  whose  natural  gifts  were  poor 

To  those  of  mine! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  win  be  moved, 

Though  lewdness  court  it  in  a  shape  of  heaven, 

So  lust,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  link'd. 

Will  sate  itself  in  a  celestial  bed, 

And  prey  on  garbage. 

But.  soft*!  methiuks  I  scent  the  morning  air; 

Brief  let  me  be.     Sleeping  within  my  orchard, 

My  custom  always  of  the  afternoon.  60 

Upon  my  secure  hour  thy  uncle  stole, 

"With  juice  of  cursed  hebenon  in  a  vial. 

And  in  the  porches  of  my  ears  did  pour 

The  leperous  distilmeut ;  whose  effect 

Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man 

That  swift  as  quicksilver  it  courses  through 

The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body. 

And  with  a  sudden  vigour  it  doth  posset 

And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk. 

The  thin  and  wholesome  blood:  so  did  it  mine;  70 

And  a  most  instant  tetter  bark'd  about, 

Most  lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathsome  crust, 

All  my  smooth  body. 

Thus  was  I,  sleeping,  by  a  brother's  hand 

Of  life,  of  crown,  of  queen,  at  once  dispatch'd: 

Cut  off  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sin. 

Unhousel'd,  disappointed,  unanel'd, 

No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account 

With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head: 

O,  horrible!  O,  horrible!  most  horrible!  80 

If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not; 

Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 

A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  incest. 

But,  howsoever  thou  pursuest  this  act. 

Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  soul  contrive 

Against  thy  mother  aught :  leave  her  to  heaven 

And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge, 

To  prick  and  sting  her.     Fare  thee  well  at  once! 

The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  l>e  near, 

And  gins  to  pale  his  uneffectual  lire:  90 

Adieu,  adieu!     Hamiet.  n  -member  me.  [Exit. 
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lift  in.  O  all  you  host  of  heaven!    O  earth!  -what  else? 
And  shall  I  couple  hell ?    O,  fie!    Hold,  hold,  my  heart; 
And  you,  my  sinews,  grow  not  instant  old, 
But  bear  me  stiffly  up.     Remember  thee! 
Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  a  seat 
In  this  distracted  globe.     Kemember  thee ! 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I'll  wipe  away  all  trivial  i ond  records, 
All  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  past,  100 

That  youth  and  observation  copied  there; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmix'd  with  baser  matter:  yen,  by  heaven! 
O  most  pernicious  woman! 
O  villain,  villain,  smiling,  damned  villain! 
My  tables, — meet  it  is  I  set  it  down, 
That  one  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  villain; 
At  least  I'm  sure  it  may  be  so  in  Denmark:  [Writing. 

So,  uncle,  there  you  are.     Now  to  my  word;  110 

It  is  "Adieu,  adieu!  remember  me." 
J  have  sworn't. 

ffor    \  \-mthinli  %  lord-  mv  l^d — 

Mar.  [Within]  Lord  Hamlet,— 

Hot.  [Witlim\  Heaven  secure  him! 

Ham.  So  be  it! 

Hor.  [WitMn]  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord! 

Hniii.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy!  come,  bird,  conic. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcelxtjs. 

Mar.  How  ist't,  my  noble  lord? 

Hor.  What  news,  my  lord? 

Ham.   O,  wonderful! 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  tell  it. 

Ham.  No;  you'll  reveal  it. 
Hor.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven. 

Mar.  Nor  1,  my  lord.  120 

Ham.  How  say  you,  then;   would  heart  of  man  once 
think  it? 
But  you'll  be  secret? 

jfar  c  Ay,  by  heaven,  my  lord. 

Ham.  There's  ne'er  a  villain  dwelling  in  all  Denmark 
But  he's  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.    There  needs  no  ghost,  my  lord,  come  from  the 
grave 
To  tell  us  this. 
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//'*,'.  Why.  right:  you  arc  i*  the  right; 

Ami  bo,  without  more  circumstance  at  all. 
1  hold  it  fit  that  we  shake  hands  and  part: 
Von,  3S  your  business  aud  desire  shall  point  you: 
For  every  man  has  business  and  desire,  ISO 

Such  as  it  is;  and  for  mine  own  poor  part, 
Look  you,  I'll  go  pray. 

Hor.  These  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I'm  sorry  they  offend  you,  heartily; 
Yes.  'faith,  heartily. 

Hor.  There's  no  offence,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  Saint  Patrick,  but  there  is,  Horatio, 
And  much  offence  too.     Touching  this  vision  here, 
It  is  an  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you : 
For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  betweeu  us, 
O'erfnaster't  as  you  may.     And  now,  good  friends,         140 
As  you  are  friends,  scholars  and  soldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  request. 

Hor.  What  is't,  my  lord?  we  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  seen  to-night. 

Var   I  ^  ^on*'  we  w*^  not- 

Ho  in.  Nay.  but  swear't. 

Hor.  In  faith. 

My  lord,  not  I. 

'Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 

Ham.  Upon  my  sword. 

-*«>"•  We  have  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 

Ghost.  [Beneath]  Swear. 

Bom*.  Ah,  ha,  boy!  say'st  thou  so?  art  thou  there,  true- 
penny? 150 
Come  on— you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellarage — 
Consent  to  swear. 

Hor.  Propose  the  oath,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  seen. 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Ghost."  [BeneatJi]  Swear. 

Ham.  Hie  et  ubique?  then  we'll  shift  our  ground. 
Come  hither,  gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  sword: 
Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 
Swear  by  my  sword.  160 

Ghost."  [Beneath]  Swear. 

Ham.  Well  said,  old  mole!  canst  work  i'  the  earth  so  fast  ? 
A  worth v  pioner!    Once  more  remove,  good  friends. 

//•"'.  0  day  and  night,  buf  this  is  wondrous  strange! 
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Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  stranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  jour  philosophy. 
But  come; 

Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  you  mercy, 
How  strange  or  odd  soe'er  I  bear  myself,  170 

As  I  perchance  hereafter  shall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antic  disposition  on, 
That  you,  at  such  times  seeing  mc,  never  shall. 
With  arms  encumber'd  thus,  or  this  head-shake, 
Or  by  prououncing  of  some  doubtful  phrase, 
As   "Well,   well,  we  know,"  or   "We  could,  an  if  we 

would," 
Or  "If  we  list  to  speak,"  or  ' ' There  be,  an  if  they  might," 
Or  such  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note 
That  you  know  aught  of  me:  this  not  to  do, 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  help  you,  180 

Swear. 

Ghost.  [Beneath]  Swear. 

Ham.  Rest,  rest,  perturbed  spirit!     [They  swear.]     So, 
gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack.     Let  us  go  in  together; 
Aud  still  your  fingers  on  your  lips,  I  pray. 
The  time  is  out  of  joint:  O  cursed  spite, 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  set  it  right! 
Nay,  come,  let's  go  together.  [Exeunt.        190 

ACT  II. 

Scene  I.     A  room  in  Polonium  house. 
Enter  Polonitjs  and  Reynaldo. 

Pol.  Give  him  this  money  and  these  notes,  Reynaldo. 

Bey.  I  wiil,  my  lord. 

Pol.  You  shall  do  marvellous  wisely,  good  Reynaldo, 
Before  you  visit  him,  to  make  inquire 
Of  his  behaviour. 

Bey.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol.  Marry,  well  said ;  very  well  said.     Look  you,  sir, 
Inquire  me  first  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris; 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep, 
What  company,  at  what  expense;  and  rinding 
By  this  encompassment  and  drift  of  question  10 

That  they  do  know  my  sou,  come  you  more  nearer 
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Than  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it: 
Take  you.  as  'twere,  some  distant  knowledge  of  him; 
As  thus,  "  I  know  his  father  and  his  friends, 
And  in  part  him :"  do  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo? 

Bat.  Ay.  very  well,  my  lord. 

P'k.   "  And  in  part  him;  but"  you  may  say  "  not  well: 
But.  if't  be  be  I  mean,  he's  very  wild: 
Addicted  so  and  so/'  and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  please;  marry,  none  so  rank 
A>  may  dishonour  him;  take  heed  of  that; 
But,  sir,  such  wanton,  wild  and  usual  slips 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Rey.  K&  gaming,  my  lord. 

Pol.  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  swearing,  quarrelling, 
Drabbing:  you  may  go  so  far. 

Rey.  My  lord,  that  would  dishonour  him. 

Pol.  'Faith,  no;  as  you  may  season  it  in  the  charge. 
You  must  uot  put  another  scandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency:  30 

That's  not  my  meaning:  but  breathe  his  faults  so  quaintly 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty. 
The  flash  and  outbreak  of  a  fiery  mind, 
A  savageness  in  unreclaimed  blood, 
Of  general  assault. 

Rey.  But.  my  good  lord, — 

Pol.  Wherefore  should  you  do  this? 

Rey.  Ay.  my  lord, 

I  would  know  that. 

Pol.  Marry,  sir,  here's  my  drift ; 

And,  I  believe,  it  is  a  fetch  of  wit: 
You  layiug  these  slight  sullies  on  my  son. 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  soil'd  i'  the  working.  40 

Mark  you, 

Your  party  in  converse,  him  you  would  sound, 
Having  ever  seeu  in  the  prenominate  crimes 
The  youth  you  breathe  of  guilty,  be  assured 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  consequence; 
"Good  sir."  or  so,  or   'friend."  or  "gentleman," 
According  to  the  phrase  or  the  addition 
Of  man  and  country. 

Rey.  Very  good,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  then.  sir.  does  he  this— he  does — what  was  I 
about  to  sav?  By  the  mass,  I  was  about  to  say  somethiug. 
where  did  t  leave?  SI 

Rey.  At  close?  in  the  consequence,"  at  friend  or  so." 
and  '•  ;eutleman." 
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P»l.  At  "closes  iu  the  consequence,"  ay,  marry; 
He  closes  thus:  "  I  know  the  gentleman; 

I  saw  him  yesterday,  or  t'other  day, 
Or  then,  or  then;  with  such,  or  such;  and,  as  you  say 
There  was  a'  gaming;  there  o'ertook  ins  rouse; 
There  falling  out  at  tennis:"  or  perchance, 
'  I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  of  sale,"  66 

Videlicet,  a  brothel,  or  so  forth. 
See  you  now ; 

Your  bait  of  falsehood  takes  this  carp  of  truth: 
And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach, 
With  windlasses  and  with  assays  of  bias, 
By  indirections  rind  directions  out: 
So  by  my  former  lecture  and  advice, 
Shall  you  my  son.     You  have  me,  have  you  not? 

Reij.  My  lord,  I  have. 

Pol.  God  be  wi'  you;  fare  you  -we J 

/<Vy/.  Good  my  lord!  70 

Pol.  Observe  his  inclination  in  yourself. 

Star.  I  shall,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  let  him  ply  his  music. 

Bey.  Well,  my  lord. 

Pol.  Farewell!  [Exit  Bey  naldo. 

Enter  Ophelia. 

How  now,  Ophelia!  what's  the  matter? 

Op/i.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord,  I  have  been  so  affrighted! 

Pol.  With  what,  i*  the  name  of  God? 

Oph.  My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  my  closet, 
Lord  Hamlet,  with  his  doublet  all  unbraced; 
No  hat  upon  his  head ;  his  stockings  foul'd, 
Uugarter'd,  and  down-gyved  to  his  ancle ;  80 

Pale  as  his  shirt;  his  knees  knocking  each  other; 
And  with  a  look  so  piteous  in  purport 
As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  of  hell 
To  speak  of  horrors, — he  conies  before  me. 

Pol.  Mad  for  thy  love? 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know; 

But  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

Pol.  What  said  her 

Oph.  He  took  me  by  the  wrist  and  held  me  hard; 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm: 
And,  with  his  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  brow. 
He  falls  to  such  perusal  of  my  face  90 

As  he  would  draw  it.     Longstay'd  he  so; 
At  last,  a  little  shaking  of  mine  arm 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down. 
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He  raised  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound 

As  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk 

Aud  eud  his  being:  that  doue,  he  lets  uie  go: 

And,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  turn'd. 

He  seem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes: 

For  out  o'  doors  he  went"  without  their  helps, 

And.  to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  me.  100 

Pol.  Come,  go  with  me:  I  will  go  seek  the  king. 
This  is  the  very  ecstasy  of  lore, 
Whose  violent  property  fordoes  itself 
And  leads  the  will  to  desperate  undertakings 
As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaveu 
That  does  afflict  our  natures.     I  am  sorry. 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late? 

Oph.  No,  my  good  lord,  but.  as  you  did  command^ 
I  did  repel  his  letters  and  denied 
His  access  to  me. 

/'  '  That  hath  made  him  mad.  110 

I  am  sorry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgement 
I  had  not  quoted  him :  I  fear'd  he  did  but  trifle, 
And  meant  to  wreck  thee;  but,  beshrew  my  jealousy! 
By  heaven,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion.     Come,  go  we  to  the  king: 
This  must    be  known:  which,  being    kept   close,   might 

move  • 

More  grief  to  hide  than  hate  to  utter  love.  [Ereunt. 

Scene  II.     .1  n^m  in  the  castle. 

Enter  Kino,  Queen,  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstekn,  and 
Attendants. 

Kiuy.   Welcome,  dear  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstem ! 
Moreover  that  we  much  did  long  to  see  you, 
The  need  we  have  to  use  j"ou  did  provoke 
Our  hasty  sending.     Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation;  so  call  it, 
Sith  nor  the  exterior  nor  the  inward  mau 
Resembles  that  it  was.     What  it  should  be, 
More  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  the  understanding  of  himself, 
I  cannot  dream  of:  I  entreat  you  both,  10 

That,  l)ehig  of  Be  young  days  brought  up  with  him. 
And  ritfe  so  neighiwura  to'his  youth  and  haviour, 
That  von  vouchsafe  vour  rest  litre  in  our  court 
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Some  little  time:  so  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures,  and  to  gather, 
So  much  as  from  occasion  you  may  glean, 
Whether  aught,  to  us  unknown,  afflicts  him  thus, 
That,  open'd,  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen.  Good  gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you; 
And  sure  I  am  two  men  there  are  not  living  20 

To  whom  he  more  adheres.     If  it  will  please  you 
To  show  us  so  much  gentrv  and  good  will 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  awhile, 
For  the  supply  and  profit  of  our  hope, 
Your  visitation  shall  receive  such  thanks 
As  fits  a  king's  remembrance. 

Ros.  Both  your  majesties 

Might,  by  the  sovereigu  power  you  have  of  us, 
Put  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

Guil.  '  But  we  both  obey, 

And  here  give  up  ourselves,  in  the  full  bent  30 

To  lay  our  service  freely  at  your  feet, 
To  be  commanded. 

King.  Thanks,  Rosencrantz  and  gentle  Guildenstern. 

Queen.  Thanks,  Guildenstern  and  gentle  Rosencrantz: 
And  I  beseech  you  instantly  to  visit 
My  too  much  changed  son.     Go,  some  of  you, 
And  bring  these  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Guil.  Heavens  make  our  presence  and  our  practices 
Pleasant  and  helpful  to  him! 

Queen.  Ay,  amen! 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstern,  arid  some  Attendants. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  The  ambassadors  from  Norway,  my  good  lord,    40 
Are  joyfully  returu'd. 

King.  Thou  still  hast  been  the  father  of  good  news. 

Pol.  Have  I,  my  lord?    I  assure  my  good  liege, 
I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  soul, 
Both  to  my  God  and  to  my  gracious  king: 
And  I  do  think,  or  else  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  so  sure 
As  it  hath  used  to  do,  that  I  have  found 
The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.  O,  speak  of  that;  that  do  I  long  to  hear.  50 

Pol.  Give  first  admittance  to  the  ambassadors; 
My  news  shall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feast. 

King.  Thvself  do  grace  to  them, "and  bring  them  in. 

[Frit  Polonius. 
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He  cells  me,  my  dear  Gertrude,  he  hath  found 
The  head  aud  source  of  all  your  son's  distemper. 

Queen.  I  doubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  main; 
His  father's  death,  and  our  o'erhasty  marriage. 

King.  Well,  we  shall  sift  him. 

Re-enter  Poloxics,  with  Voltimand  and  Cornelius. 

Welcome,  my  good  friends! 
Say.  Voltimand,  what  from  our  brother  Norway ! 
Volt.  Most  fair  return  of  greetings  and  desire*. 
Upon  our  first,  he  sent  out  to  suppress  61 

His  nephew's  levies;  wbich  to  him  appear'd 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainst  the  Polack; 
But,  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  against  your  highness-  whereat  grieved, 
That  so  his  sickness,  age  aud  impotence 
Was  falsely  borne  in  hand,  sends  out  arrests 
On  Fortinbras:  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys: 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway,  and  in  fine 
Makes  vow  before  his  uncle  never  more  70 

To  give  the  assay  of  arms  against  your  majesty. 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annual  fee, 
And  his  commission  to  employ  those  soldiers, 
So  levied  as  before,  against  the  Polack : 
With  an  entreaty,  herein  further  shown,     [Giving  a  paper. 
That  it  might  please  you  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions  for  this  enterprise, 
On  such  regards  of  safety  and  allowance 
As  therein  are  set  down." 

King.  It  likes  us  well;  80 

Aud  at  our  more  consider'd  time  we'll  read, 
Answer,  and  think  upon  this  business. 
Meantime  we  thank  you  for  your  well-took  labour: 
Go  to  your  rest;  at  night  we'll  feast  together: 
Most  welcome  home!        [Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Corneliu*. 

Pol.  This  business  is  well  ended. 

My  liege,  and  madam,  to  expostulate 
What  majesty  should  be.  what  duty  is, 
Why  day  is  day.  night  uight,  and  time  is  time, 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day  and  time. 
Therefore,  since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit,  90 

And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes, 
I  will  be  brief,  your  noble  son  is  mad: 
Mad  call  I  it;  for,  to  define  true  madness. 
What  Is't  but  to  be  nothius:  rise  but  mad? 
But  let  that  -to. 
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Queen,  More  matter,  with  less  art. 

Pol.  Madam,  I  swear  I  use  uo  art  at  all. 
That  he  is  mad.  'tis  true:  'tis  true  'tis  pity; 
And  pity  'tis  'tis  true:  a  foolish  figure; 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  uo  art. 

Mad  let  us  grant  him,  then:  and  now  remains  100 

That  we  find  out  the  cause  of  this  effect, 
Or  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect, 
For  this  effect  defective  comes  by  cause: 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 
Perpend. 

1  have  a  daughter — have  while  she  is  mine — 
Who,  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark, 
Hath  given  me  this:  now  gather,  and  surmise.  [Reads. 

"  To  the  celestial  and  my  soul's  idol,  the  most  beautified 
Ophelia,"—  110 

That's  an  ill  phrase,  a  vile  phrase ;  "beautified"  is  a  vile 
phrase :  but  you  shall  hear.     Thus:  [Beads, 

"  In  her  excellent  white  bosom,  these,  dfce." 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her'? 

Pol.  Good  madam,  stay  awhile;  I  will  be  faithful. 

[Rendu. 
"  Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire; 
Doubt  that  the  sun  doth  move; 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar; 
But  never  doubt  I  love.  119 

"  O  dear  Ophelia,  I  am  ill  at  these  numbers;  I  have  uot 
art  to  reckon  my  groans:  but  that  I  love  thee  best,  O  most 
best,  believe  it.     Adieu. 

"Thine  evermore,  most  dear  lady,  whilst  this  machine 

is  to  him,  Hamlet.  " 
This,  in  obedience,  hath  my  daughter  shown  me, 
And  more  above,  hath  his  solicitings, 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means  and  place, 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  she 

Received  his  love? 

Pol.  What  do  you  think  of  me? 

King.  As  of  a  man  faithful  and  honourable.  130 

Pol.  I  would  fain  prove  so.     But  what  might  you  think, 
When  I  had  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing — 
As  I  perceived  it,  I  must  tell  you  that, 
Before  my  daughter  told  me— what  might  vou, 
Or  my  dear  majesty  your  queen  here,  think, 
If  I  had  play'd  the  desk  or  table  book, 
Or  ijiven  my  heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb, 
Or  fook'd  upou  this  love  with  idle  sight; 
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What  might  you  think?     No,  I  went  round  to  work, 
And  my  vouiig  mistress  thus  1  did  bespeak:  140 

•  Lord" Hamlet  is  a  prince,  out  of  thy  star; 
This  must  not  be :"  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her, 
That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort. 
Admit  no  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Which  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice; 
And  he.  repulsed — a  short  tale  to  make — 
Fell  into  a  sadness,  then  into  a  fast, 
Thence  to  a  watch,  thence  into  a  weakness, 
Thence  to  a  lightness,  and.  by  this  declension, 
Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves.  150 

And  all  we  mourn  for. 

King.  Do  you  think  'tis  this? 

Queen.  It  may  be,  very  likely. 

/v.   Hath  there  been  such  a'time — I'd  fain  know  that — 
That  I  have  positively  said  "  Tis  so," 
When  it  proved  otherwise? 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 

Pd.  [Pointing  to  his  head  and  shoulder]     Take  this  from 
this,  if  this  be  otherwise: 
If  circumstances  lead  me.  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further? 

Pol.   You  know,  sometimes  he  w'alks  four  hours  together 
Here  in  the  lobby.  161 

Queen.  So  he  does  indeed. 

iV.  At  such  a  time  I'll  loose  my  daughter  to  him: 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  arras  then; 
Mark  the  encounter:  if  he  love  her  not 
And  be  not  from  his  reason  fall'n  thereon, 
Let  me  be  no  assistant  for  a  state. 
But  keep  a  farm  and  carters. 

King.  We  will  try  it. 

Queen.  But,  look,  where  sadly  the  poor  wretch  comes 
reading. 

Pol..  Away,  I  do  beseech  you.  both  away: 
I'll  board  him  preseutlv. 

[Erettnt  King,  Queen,  and  Attendant*. 

Enter  Haxtlet,  reading. 

O,  give  me  leave :  170 

How  does  my  good  Lord  Hamlet? 
Ham.  Well,  God-a-mercy. 
Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord? 
Ham.  Excellent  well:  you  are  a  fishmonger. 
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Pol.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

ifc/w.  Then  I  would  you  were  so  honest  a  man. 

Pol.  Honest,  my  lord! 

Ham.  Ay,  sir;  to  be  honest,  as  this  world  goes,  is  to  be 
one  man  picked  out  of  ten  thousand 

Pol.  That's  very  true,  my  lord.  180 

Ham.  For  if  the  sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead  dog,  being 
a  god  kissing  carrion, — Have  you  a  daughter? 

Pol.  I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'  the  sun :  conception  is  a  bless- 
ing: but  not  as  your  daughter  may  conceive.  Friend, 
look  to't. 

Pol.  [Aside]  How  say  you  by  that?  Still  harping  on 
my  daughter:  yet  he  knew  me  not  at  first;  he  said  1  was  a 
fishmonger:  he  is  far  gone,  far  gone:  and  truly  in  my 
youth  I  suffered  much  extremity  for  love;  very  near  this. 
I'll  speak  to  him  again.     What  do  you  read,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 

Pol.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Between  who? 

Pol.  I  mean,  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  lord. 

Ham..  Slanders,  sir:  for  the  satirical  rogue  says  here 
that  old  men  have  grey  beards,  that  their  faces  are  wrin- 
kled, their  eyes  purging  thick  amber  and  plum-tree  gum 
and  that  they  have  a  plentiful  lack  of  wit,  together  with 
most  weak  hams:  all  which,  sir,  though  I  most  powerfully 
and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not  honesty  to  have  it 
thus  set  down,  for  yourself,  sir,  should  be  old  as  I  am,  if 
like  a  crab  you  could  go  backward. 

Pol.  [Aside']  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there  is  method 
in't.     Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Into  my  grave.  210 

Pol.  Indeed,  that  is  out  o'  the  air.  L*4s/<Z(;]  How  preg- 
nant sometimes  his  replies  are!  a  happiness  that  often 
madness  hits  on,  which  reason  and  sanity  could  not  so 
prosperously  be  delivered  of.  I  will  leave  him,  and  sud- 
denly contrive  the  means  of  meeting  between  him  and  my 
daughter. — My  honourable  lord,  I  will  most  humbly  take 
my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  sir,  take  from  me  any  thing  that  I 
will  more  willingly  part  withal:  except  my  life,  except  my 
life,  except  my  life.  221 

PoK  Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Bam.  These  tedious  old  fools! 

Enter  Rosencraktz  and  Guildenstern  . 
Pol.  You  go  to  seek  the  Lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  is 
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/i'"«.  (7"  Poloaiu*]  God  are  you,  sir!        [Exit  Pohnins. 

QuiL  My  honoured  lord! 

Ros.  My  most  dear  lord! 

float  My  excellent  good  friends!  How  dosl  ihou. 
Guildenstern?  Ah,  Rosencrantz!  Good  lads,  how  do  ye 
both?  2*30 

Ros.  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth, 

GvH.  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  over  happy, 
On  fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 

Ham.  Nor  the  soles  of  her  shoe? 

Ros.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  waist,  or  in  the  middle  of 
her  favours? 

Gulf.  'Faith,  her  privates  we. 

lit  in.  In  the  secret  parts  of  fortune?  (),  most  true:  she 
i<  a  strumpet.     What's  the  news?  240 

Ros.  None,  my  lord,  but  that  the  world's  grown  honest. 

Ham.  Then  is  doomsday  near:  but  your  news  is  not 
true.  Let  me  question  more  in  particular:  what  have  you, 
my  good  friend*,  deserved  at  the  hands  of  fortune,  that 
she  sends  you  to  prison  hither? 

GuiJ.  Prison,  my  lord! 

Ham.  Denmark's  a  prison. 

Ros.  Then  is  the  world  one.  250 

Ham.  A  goodly  one;  in  which  there  are  many  confines, 
wards  and  dungeons,  Denmark  being  one  o'  the  worst. 

Ros.  We  think  not  so,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  then,  'tis  none  to  you:  for  there  is  nothing 
either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  "makes  it  so:  to  me  it  i<  a 
prison. 

Box.  Why  then,  ycur  ambition  makes  it  one:  'tis  too 
narrow  for  your  mind.  259 

Ham.  O  God,  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nut-shell  and 
count  myself  a  king  of  infinite  space,  were  it  not  that  I 
have  bad  dreams. 

Gvil  Which  dreams  indeed  are  ambition,  for  the  very 
substance  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the  shadow  of  a 
dream. 

Ham.  A  dream  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 

Ros.  Truly,  and  I  hold  ambition  of  so  airy  and  light  a 
quality  that  it  is  but  a  shadow's  shadow. 

Ham.  Then  are  our  beggars  bodies,  and  our  monarchs 

and  outstretched  heroes  the  beggars'  shadows.     Shall  we 

to  the  court?  for,  by  my  fay,  I  caunot  reason. 

Ros.     )  ,r-  ,,, 

Q_uil    ■  We  11  wait  upon  you. 

Ham.   No  such  matter:  I  will  not  sort  you  with  the  rest 

SHAK.    III.— 10 
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of  my  servants,  for,  to  speak  to  you  like  an  honest  man,  I 
am  most  dreadfully  attended.  But,  in  the  beaten  way  of 
friendship,  what  make  you  at  Elsinoru? 

Ros.  To  visit  you,  my  lord;  no  other  occasion. 

Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  1  am  even  poor  in  thanks;  but 
1  thank  you:  and  sure,  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are  ton 
dear  a  halfpenny.  Were  you  not  sent  for?  Is  it  youi 
own  inclining?  Is  it  a  free  visitation?  Come,  deal  justly 
with  me:  come,  come;  nay,  speak. 

Guil.  What  should  we  say  my  lord? 

Ham.  Why,  any  thing,  but  to  the  purpose.  You  were 
sent  for;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  confession  in  your  looks 
which  your  modesties  have  not  craft  enough  to  colour:  I 
know  the  good  king  and  queen  have  sent  for  you.  291 

Ros.  To^what  end,  my  lord? 

Ham.  That  you  must  teach  me.  But  let  me  conjure  you. 
by  the  rights  of  our  fellowship,  by  the  consonancy  of  out- 
youth,  by  the  obligation  of  our  ever-preserved  love,  and 
by  what  more  dear  a  better  proposer  could  charge  you 
withal,  be  even  and  direct  with  me,  whether  you  were  sent 
for,  or  no? 

Bos.  [Aside  to  Gail.]  What  say  you?  300 

limn.  [Aside]  Nay,  then,  1  have  an  eye  of  you. — If  you 
love  me,  hold  not  off. 

Guil.  My  lord,  we  were  sent  for. 

Ham.  1  will  tell  you  why;  so  shall  my  anticipation  pre- 
vent your  discovery,  and  your  secrecy  to  the  king  and 
queen  moult  no  feather.  I  have  of  late — but  wherefore  I 
know  not — lost  all  my  mirth,  forgone  all  custom  of  exer- 
cises; and  indeed  it  goes  so  heavily  with  my  disposition 
that  this  goodly  frame,  the  earth,  seems  to  mc  a  sterile 
promontory,  this  most  excellent  canopy,  the  air.  look  you. 
this  brave  o'erhanging  firmament,  this  majestical  roof  fret- 
ted with  golden  fire,  why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  to  me 
than  a  foul  and  pestilent  congregation  of  vapours.  What, 
a  piece  of  work  is  a  man!  how  noble  in  reason!  how  infi- 
nite in  faculty!  in  form  and  moving  how  express  and  ad- 
mirable! in  action  how  like  an  angel!  in  apprehension  how 
like  a  god!  the  beauty  of  the  world!  the  paragon  of  ani- 
mals! And  yet,  to  me,  what  is  this  quintessence  of  dust? 
man  delights  not  me:  no,  nor  woman  neither,  though  by 
your  smiling  you  seem  to  say  so. 

Ros.  My  lord,  there  was  no  such  stuff  in  my  thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh  then,  when  I  said  "'man  de- 
lights not  me"? 

Ros.  To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man, 
what   lenten  entertainment  the  players  shall  receive  from 
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you;  we  ccted  them  ou  the  way:  and  hither  are  they  com 
ing^to  offer  you  service. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  king  shall  be  welcome:  hi* 
majesty  shall  have  tribute  of  me":  the  adventurous  knight 
shall  use  his  foil  and  target;  the  lover  shall  not  sigh  gratis, 
the  humorous  man  shall  end  his  part  in  peace;  the  clown 
shall  make  those  laugh  whose  lungs  are  tickled  o'  the  sece; 
and  the  lady  shall  say  her  mkid  freely,  or  the  blank  verse 
ihall  halt  foVt.     What  players  are  they!  340 

R<)$.  Even  those  you  were  wont  to  take  delight  in.  the 
tragedians  of  the  city. 

Ham.  How  chances  it  they  travel?  their  residence,  both 
in  reputation  and  profit,  was  better  both  ways. 

R/s.  I  think  their  inhibition  eornes  by  the  means  of  the 
late  innovation. 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  same  estimation  they  did  when 
I  was  in  the  city?  are  they  so  followed?  890 

Ro*.  No,  indeed,  are  they  not 

Ham.  How  comes  it?  do  they  grow  rusty? 

Eos.  Nay.  their  endeavor  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace:  but 
there  is,  sir,  an  aery  of  children,  little  eyases,  that  cry  out 
on  the  top  of  question,  and  are  most  tyrannically  clapped 
fort:  these  are  now  the  fashion,  and  so  berattlethe  com- 
mon stages — so  they  call  them — that  many  wearing  rapier* 
are  afraid  of  goose-quills  and  dare  scarce  come  thither. 

Hani.  What,  are  they  children?  who  maintains  'em? 
how  are  they  escoted?  Will  they  pursue  the  quality  no 
longer  than  they  can  sing?  will  they  not  say  afterwards,  if 
they  should  grow  themselves  to  common  players — as  it  i< 
most  like,  if  their  means  are  no  better — their  writers  do 
them  wrong,  to  make  thorn  exclaim  against  their  own  -ur- 
<ession? 

Bos.  'Faith,  there  has  !>een  much  to  do  on  both   sides ; 
and  the  nation  holds  it  no  sin  to  tarre  them  to  controversy 
ihere  was,  for  a  while,  no  money  bid  for  argument,  unless 
the  poet  and  the  player  went  to  cuff*  in  the  qjie*tion. 

Ham.  ls't  possible? 

QtttL  O,  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  of  brains. 

Hum.  Do  the  boys  cam  it  away? 

Ro*.  Av,  that  theV  do.  mv  lord ;  Hercules  and  hi<  load  too 

070 

U'Iik.  It  is  not  very  strange:  for  mine  uncle  is  king  of 
Denmark,  and  those  that  would  make  mows  at  him  while 
my  father  lived,  give  twenty,  forty,  fifty,  an  hundred  du 
<ats  apiece  for  his  picture  in  little.  '  'Sblood,  there  i* 
something  in  this  more  than  natural,  if  philosophy  could 
rind  it  out.  [ Ffonruh  »f  frumpt t»  iritM,,. 
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Guil.  There  are  the  players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore.  Your 
hands,  come  then :  the  appurtenance  of  welcome  is  fashion 
and  ceremony:  let  me  comply  with  you  in  this  garb,  lest 
my  extent  to  the  players,  which,  I  tell  you,  must  show 
fairly  outward,  should  more  appear  like  entertainment 
than  yours.  You  are  welcome:  but  my  uncle-father  and 
auut  mother  are  deceived. 

(Jail.  In  what,  my  dear  lord? 

J  Jam.  1  am  but  mad  north-north-west:  when  the  wind  is 
southerly,  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  handsaw. 

Enter  Poloniub. 

Pol.  Well  be  with  you,  gentlemen! 

Ham.  Hark  you,  Guildenstern;  and  you  too:  at  each  ear 
a  hearer:  that  great  baby  you  see  there" is  not  yet  out  of  his 
swaddling-clouts. 

Mos.  Happily  he's  the  second  time  come  to  them;  for 
they  say  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ham.  I  will  prophesy  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  players; 
mark  it.  You  say  right,  sir:  o'  Monday  morning;  'twas  so 
indeed. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you, 
When  Roscius  was  an  actor  in  Rome, —  410 

Pol.  The  actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Buz,  buz! 

Pol.  Upon  mine  honour, — 

nam.  Then  came  each  actor  on  his  ass, — 

Pol.  The  best  actors  in  the  world,  either  for  tragedy, 
comedy,  history,  pastoral,  pastoral-comical,  historical-pas- 
toral, tragicai-historkal,  tragical-comical-historical-pas- 
toral, scene  individable,  or  poem  unlimited:  Seneca  can- 
not be  too  heavy,  nor  Plautus  too  light.  For  the  law  of 
writ  and  the  liberty,  these  are  the  only  men.  420 

Ham.  O  Jephthah,  judge  of  Israel,  what  a  treasure  hadst 
thou! 

Pol.  What  a  treasure  had  he,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Why, 

"  One  fair  daughter,  and  no  more, 

The  which  he  loved  passing  well." 

Pol.   [Aside]  Still  on  my  daughter. 

Ham.  Am  1  not  i'  the  right,  old  Jephthah  ? 

Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jephthah,  my  lord,  1  have  a  daughter 
that  I  love  passing  well.  480 

Ham.  Nay,  that  follows  not. 

Pol.  What  follows,  then,  my  lord? 
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Ho,,,.  Why, 

"As  by  lot.  Goil  wot." 
and  then,  you  kuow, 

•'  It  came  to  pa^s.  as  most  like  it  was," — 
the  first  row  of  the  pious  chanson  will  show  you  more;  for 
look,  where  my  abridgement  comes. 

Enter/bur  •>/■  fin  Player-. 

You  are  welcome,  masters;  welcome,  all.  T  am  glad  to 
«ee  thee  well.  Welcome,  good  friends.  O,  my  old  friend! 
thy  face  is  valanced  since  I  b»«  thee  last:  comest  thou  to 
heard  me  in  Denmark?  What,  my  young  lady  and  mis 
By'r  lad}",  your  ladyship  is.  nearer  to  heaven  than 
when  I  saw  you  last,  by  the  altitude  of  a  chopine.  Pray 
God,  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be  not 
cracked  within  the  ring.  Masters,  you  are  all  welcome. 
Well  e'en  to*t  like  French  falconers,  fly  at  any  thing  we  see: 
we'll  have  a  speech  straight:  come,  give  us  a  taste  of  your 
quality;  come,  a  passionate  speech. 

Firtt  P'iy.   What  speech,  my  lord? 

Ham.  I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once,  but  it  was 
never  acted;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above  once,  for  the  play,  1 
remember,  pleased  not  the  million;  'twas  caviare  to  the 
general:  but  it  was — its  I  received  it.  and  others,  whose 
judgements  iu  such  matters  cried  in  the  top  of  mine — an 
excellent  play,  well  digested  in  the  scenes,  set  down  with 
as  much  modesty  as  cunning.  I  remeinl>er,  one  said  there 
were  no  sal!et<  in  the  lines  to  make  the  matter  savoury, 
nor  no  matter  in  the  phrase  that  might  indict  the  author  <>t 
affectation;  but  called  it  an  honest  method,  as  wholesome 
as  sweet,  and  by  very  much  more  handsome  than  fine. 
One  speech  in  it  I  chiefly  loved,  'twas  ^Eneas'  tale  to 
Dido;  and  thereabout  of  it  especially,  where  he  speaks  of 
Priam's  slaughter:  if  it  live  iu  your  memory,  begin  at  tins 
line:  let  me  see,  let  me  see —  4~1 

•  The  rugged  Pyrrhus,  like  the  Hyrcanian  beast," — it  i* 
not  so: — it  begins  with  Pyrrhus: — 
'  The  rugged  Pyrrhus,  he  whose  sable  arms. 

Black  as  his  purpose,  did  the  night  resemble 

When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horse. 

Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  complexion  smeard 

With  heraldry  more  dismal ;  head  to  foot 

Now  is  he  total  gules:  horridly  trick'd 

With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  sons. 

Baked  and  impasted  with  the  parching  streets. 

That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  damned  light 

To  their  lord's  murder:  roasted  in  wrath  and  fire. 
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And  thus  oer-sized  with  coagulate  gore, 
With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellish  Pyrrhus 
Old  grandsire  Priam  seeks." 

So,  proceed  you. 
Pol.  'Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken,  with  good  accent 

and  good  discretion." 

First  Play.  "Anon  he  finds  him 

Striking  too  short  at  Greeks;  his  antique  sword, 

Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls. 

Repugnant  to  command:  unequal  match'u, 

Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives;  in  rage  strikes  wide; 

But  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  sword 

The  unnerved  father  falls.     Then  senseless  Ilium, 

Seeming  to  feel  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 

Stoops  to  his  base,  and  with  a  hideous  crash 

Takes  prisoner  Pyrrhus' car:  for,  lo!  his  sword, 

Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head  500 

Of  reverend  Priam,  scem'd  i'  the  air  to  stick: 

So,  as  a  painted  tyrant,  Pyrrhus  stood, 

And  like  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter, 

Did  nothing. 

But,  as  we  often  see,  against  some  storm, 

A  silence  in  the  heaven*,  the  rack  stand  still, 

The  bold  winds  speechlos  and  the  orb  below 

As  hush  as  death,  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 

Doth  rend  the  region,  so.  alter  Pyrrhus'  pause, 

Aroused  vengeance  sets  him  new  a-work;  510 

And  never  did  the  Cyclop*'  hammers  fall 

On  Mars's  armour  forged  for  proof  eterne 

With  less  remorse  than  Pyrrhus'  bleeding  sword 

Now  falls  on  Priam. 

Out,  out,  thou  strumpet,  Fortune!    All  you  gods, 

In  general  synod,  take  away  her  power; 

Break  all  the  spokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel, 

And  bowl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven, 

As  low  as  to  the  fiends!'' 

Pol.  This  is  too  long.  520 

Ham.  It  shall  to  the  barber's,  with  your  beard.    Prithee. 

say  on:  he's  for  a  jig  or  a  tale  of  bawdry,  or  he  sleeps: 

say  on:  come  to  Hecuba. 

First  Play.  "But  who.  O.   who   had    seen  the  molded 

queen — " 

Ham.   "  The  mobled  queen?" 

Pol.  That's  good;  "  mobled  queen"'  is  good. 

Ft rA  Play.    "Run   barefoot  up   and  down,  threatening 

the  flames 
With  bisson  rheum;  a  clout  upon  that  head 
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Where  late  the  diadem  stood,  and  for  a  robe,  530 

About  her  lank  and  all  o'er-teemed  loins, 
A  blanket,  in  the  alarm  of  fear  caught  up: 
Who  this  had  seen,  with  tongue  in  venom  steep'd. 
Gainst  Fortune's  state  would  treason  have  pronounced : 
But  if  the  gods  themselves  did  see  her  then 
When  she  saw  PyrrhiH  make  malicious  sport 
In  mincing  with  his  sword  her  husband's  limbs. 
The  instant  burst  of  clamour  that  she  made. 
Unless  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all. 
Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of  heaven,    540 
And  passion  in  the  gods." 

Pol.  Look,  whether  he  has  not  turned  his  colour  and  has 
tears  ins  eyes.     Prav  you,  no  more. 

Ham.  Tis  well;  I'll  have  thee  speak  out  the  rest  soon. 
Good  my  lord,  will  you  see  the  players  well  bestowed'?  Do 
you  hear,  let  them  be  well  used;  for  they  are  the  abstract 
and  brief  chronicles  of  the  time:  after  your  death  you 
were  better  have  a  bad  epitaph  than  their  ill  report  while 
you  live.  550 

BoL  My  lord.  1  will  use  them  according  to  their  desert. 
II' m.  God's  bodykins.  man,  much  better:  use  every 
man  after  his  desert,  and  who  should  'scape  whipping? 
Use  them  after  your  own  honour  and  dignity:  the  les** 
they  deserve,  the"  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty.  Take 
them  in. 

Pol.  Come.  sirs.  500 

Ham.  Follow  him.  friends:  we'll  hear  a  plav  to-morow. 

[En't  Pdonws  trith  all  §  but  the  First.]    Dost  thou 

hear  me,  old  friend;  cau  you  play  the  Murder  of  Gonzago? 

First  Ploy.  Ay.  my   od. 

Ham.  We'll  hat  to-morrow  night.  You  could,  for  a 
need,  study  a  speech  of  some  dozen  or  sixteen  lines,  which 
1  would  set  down  and  insert  in't,  could  you  not? 

First  PI")/.  Ay.  my  lord.  569 

H' hi.  Very  well.  "  Follow  that  lord:  and  look  you  mock 
him  not.     [Eiit  First  Piagt  r.  ]     My  good  friends,  I'll  leavti 
you  till  night:  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 
Ban,  Good  my  lord ! 

fibat.    Ay      >,  God  be  wf  ye;  [Exeunt  Ro&ucrantz  and 

!>  ow  I  am  alone. 
<),  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  -lav.-  am  I! 
Is  it  not  monstrous  that  this  player  here, 
But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dn  am  of  passion, 
Could  force  his  soul  so  to  his  own  conceit 
That  from  her  working  all  wann'd. 

• 
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A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  suiting 

With  forms  to  his  conceit?  and  all  for  nothing! 

For  Hecuba! 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 

That  be  should  weep  for  her?    What  would  he  do, 

Hud  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion 

That  I  have?     He  would  drown  the  stage  with  tears 

And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech, 

Make  mad  the  guilty  and  appal  the  free,  890 

Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed 

The  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears. 

Yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rascal,  peak, 

Like  Jokn-a-d reams,  unpreguant  of  my  cause, 

And  can  a&y  nothing;  no,  not  for  a  king, 

Upon  whose  property  and  most  dear  life 

A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.     Am  I  a  coward? 

Who  calls  me  villain?  breaks  my  pate  across? 

Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face? 

Tweaks  me  by  the  nose?  gives  me  the  lie  i'  the  throat,  600 

As  deep  as  to  the  lune;s?  who  does  me  this? 

Ha! 

'Swounds,  I  should  take  it:  for  it  cannot  be 

But  I  am  pigeon -liver'd  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppression  bitter,  or  ere  this 

I  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 

With  this  slave's  offal:  bloody,  bawdy  villain! 

Remorseless,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindless  villain! 

O,  vengeance!  610 

Why,  what  an  ass  am  I!    This  is  most  brave, 

That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  father  murdei'd. 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell. 

Must,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

And  fall  a-cursiug,  like  a  very  drab, 

A  scullion! 

Fie  upon't!  fob!     About,  my  brain!     I  have  heard 

That  guilt}'  creatures  sitting  at  a  play 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  scene 

Been  struck  so  to  the  soul  that  presently  620 

They  have  proclaim'd  their  malefactions; 

For  murder,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  speak 

With  most  miraculous  organ.     I'll  have  these  players 

Play  something  like  the  murder  of  my  father 

Before  mine  uncle:  I'll  observe  his  looks: 

I'll  tent  him  to  the  quick:  if  he  but  bleach, 

I  know  my  course.     The  spirit  that  I  have  seen 

May  be  the  devil;  and  the  devil  hath  pov- 
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To  assume  a  pleasing  shape:  yea,  and  perhaps 
>ut  of  ray  weakness  and  my  melancholy,  630 

As  he  is  very  potent  with  such  spirits. 
Abuses  me  to  damn  me:  I'll  have  grounds 
More  relative  than  this:  the  play's  the  thing 
Wherein  I'll  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king.  [Exit. 


ACT  ni. 

Scene  I.     A  room  in  the  cattle. 

Enter  King.  Qceen,  Polonius.  Ophelia,  PiOsencrantz, 
and  Guilder  stern. 

King.  And  can  you,  by  no  drift  of  circumstance, 
Get  from  him  why  he  puts  on  this  confusion. 
Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  daugerous  lunacy? 

Bos.  He  does  confess  he  feels  himself  distracted; 
But  from  what  cause  he  will  by  no  means  speak 

Guil.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  sounded, 
But.  with  a  crafty  madness,  keeps  aloof, 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  some  confession 
Of  his  true  state. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well?  10 

Bos.  Most  like  a  gentleman. 

Guil.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  disposition. 

Bos.  Niggard  of  question ;  but,  of  our  demands. 
Most  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  assay  him 

To  auy  pastime? 

Bos.  Madam,  it  so  fell  out,  that  certain  players 
We  o'er-raught  on  the  way:  of  these  we  told  him; 
And  there  did  seem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it:  they  are  about  the  court, 
And.  as  I  think,  they  have  already  order  20 

This  night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol.  'Tis  most  true: 

And  he  beseech'd  me  to  entreat  your  majesties 
To  hear  and  see  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  it  doth  much  content  me 
To  hear  him  so  inclined. 
Good  gentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge, 
And  drive  his  purpose  on  to  these  delight-;. 

/?.'.*.   We  shall,  my  lord. 

/,//  Giiihhnstern 

King.  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too; 
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For  we  have  closely  sent  for  Hamlet  hither. 

That  he,  us  'twere  by  accident,  may  here  30 

Affront  Ophelia: 

Her  father  and  myself,  lawful  espials, 

Will  so  bestow  ourselves  that,  seeing,  unseen. 

We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge, 

And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behaved, 

If' t  be  the  affliction  of  his  love  or  no 

That  thus  he  suffers  for. 

Queen.  I  shall  obey  you. 

And  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wish 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  cause 
Of  Hamlet's  wildness:  se  shall  I  hope  your  virtues  40 

Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 
To  both  your  honours. 

Op/i.  Madam,  I  wish  it  may.  [Meit  Queen,. 

Pol.  Ophelia,  walk  you  here.     Gracious,  so  please  you. 
We  will  bestow  ourselves.     [To  Ophelio]     Read  on  this 

book; 
That  show  of  such  an  exercise  may  colour 
Tour  loneliness.     We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, — 
Tis  too  much  proved — that  with  devotion's  visage 
And  pious  .action  we  do  sugar  o'er 
The  devil  himself. 

King.      [Aside]  Q,  'tis  too  true) 
How  smart  a  lash  that  speech  doth  give  my  conscience! 
The  harlot's  cheek,  beautied  with  plastering  art,  51 

Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  most  painted  word: 
O  heavy  burthen ! 

Pot.  I  hear  him  coming:  let's  withdraw,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Pdhnma. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

//'////.  To  be,  or  not  to  be:  that  is  the  question: 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in.  the  mind  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune. 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 
And  by  opposing  end  them?    To  die:  to  sleep;  60 

No  more ;  and  by  a  sleep  to  say  we  end 
The  heart-ache  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to,  'tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish  d.     To  die,  to  sleep ; 
To  sleep:  perchance  to  dream:  ay,  there's  the  rub; 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come 
When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil. 
Must  give  us  pause:  there's  the  respect 
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That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life: 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time,  70 

The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely. 

The  pangs  of  despised  love,  the  law's  delay. 

The  insolence  of  office  and  the  spurns 

That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  take-. 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin?  who  would  fardels  bear, 

To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life. 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death, 

The  uudiscover'd  country  from  whose  bourn 

No  traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will  80 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of? 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all; 

Aud  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 

Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought. 

And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment 

With  this  regard  theil*currents  turn  awry. 

And  lose  the  name  of  action. — Soft  you  now! 

The  fair  Ophelia!     Xymph.  in  thy  orisons 

Be  all  mv  sins  remember'd. 

Oph.    '  Good  my  lord,  90 

How  docs  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day? 

Horn.  I  humbly  thank  you:  well,  well,  well. 

Oph.  My  lord.  I  have  remembrances  of  yours. 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  re  deliver; 
I  pray  you.  now  receive  them. 

Hn in.  Xo.  not  I; 

I  never  save  you  aught. 

Oph.  Sly  honour'd  lord,  you  know  right  well  you  did: 
.Vnd.  with  them,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  composed 
As  made  the  things  more  rich:  their  perfume  lost, 
Take  these  again:  for  to  the  noble  mind  100 

Rich  gifts  wax  poor  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

ILnn.   Ha.  ha!  are  you  honest? 

Oph.  My  lord? 

IJam.  Are  you  fair? 

Oph.   What  means  your  lordship? 

ILnn.  That  if  you  be  honest  and  fair,  your  honesty 
-hould  admit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty. 

Oph.  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  commerce  than 
with  houesty;  110 

R'im.  Ay.  truly;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  sooner 
transform  honesty  from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd  than  the  force 
..>t  honesty  ran  translate  beauty  into  hts  Kkenes3;  this  was 
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sometime  a  paradox,  but  uow  the  time  gives  it  proof.     I 
aid  love  you  ouco. 

Oph.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  so. 

Ham.  You  should  not  have  believed  me;  tor  virtue  can- 
not so  inoculate  our  old  stock  but  we  shall  relish  of  it:  I 
loved  you  not.  120 

Oph.  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery:  why  wouldst  thou  be  a 
breeder  of  sinners?  I  am  myself  indifferent  hones-t;  but 
yet  I  could  accuse  me  of  such  things  that  it  were  better  my 
mother  had  not  borne  me:  I  am  very  proud,  revengeful, 
ambitious,  with  more  offences  at  my  beck  than  I  have 
thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagination  to  give  them  shape, 
or  time  to  act  them  in.  What  should  such  fellows  as  I  do 
crawling  between  earth  and  heaven?  We  are  arrant  knaves, 
all ;  believe  none  of  us.  Go  thy  ways  to  a  nunnery.  Where's 
your  father? 

Oph.  At  home,  my  lord.  - 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  shut  upon  mm,  that  he  may  play 
the  fool  no  where  but  in's  own  house.     Farewell. 

Oph.  O,  help  him,  you  sweet  heavens! 

Ham.  If  thou  dost 'many,  I'll  give  thee  this  plague  for 
thy  dowry:  be  thou  as  chaste  as  ice,  as  pure  as  snow,  thou 
shalt  not  escape  calumny.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery,  go: 
farewell.  Or,  if  thou  wilt  needs  many,  many  a  fool;  for 
wise  men  know  well  enough  what  monsters  you  make  ot 
them.     To  a  nunnery,  go,  and  quickly  too.     Farewell. 

Oph.  O  heavenly  powers,  restore  him! 

nam.  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too,  well  enough; 
God  has  given  you  one  face,  and  you  make  yourselves 
another:  you  jig,  j'ou  amble,  and  you  lisp,  and  nick-name 
God's  creatures,  and  make  your  wantonness  your  ignor- 
ance. Go  to,  I'll  no  more  ou't;  it  hath  made  me  mad.  I 
say,  we  will  have  no  more  marriages:  those  that  are  mar- 
ried already,  all  but  one,  shall  live;  the  rest  shall  keep  as 
they  are.     To  a  nunnery,  go.  [Exit. 

Oph.  O,  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'erthrown! 
The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar's,  eye,  tongue,  sword; 
The  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state,  160 

The  glass  of  fashion  and  the  mould  of  form, 
The  observed  of  all  observers,  quite,  quite  down! 
Aud  I,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched, 
That  suck'd  the  honey  of  his  music  vows, 
Now  see  that  coble  and  most  sovereign  reason. 
Like  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  tune  aud  harsh: 
Thai  unmatch'd  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth     • 
Ulnsted  with  ecstasy;  O.  ijvoe  i>  p^e, 
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To  have  seen  what  I  have  seen,  see  what  I  see! 
Re-enU-r  King  and  Poloxics. 

King.  Love!  his  affections  do  not  that  way  tend;       170 
Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  Iack'd  form  a  little, 
Was  not  like  madness.     There's  somethiug  in  his  soul, 
O'er  which  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood; 
And  1  do  doubt  the  hatch  and  the  disclose 
Will  be  some  danger:  which  for  to  prevent, 
I  have  iu  quick  determination 
Thus  set  it  down:  he  shall  with  speed  to  England, 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute : 
Haply  the  seas  and  countries  different 
With  variable  objects  shall  expel  180 

Th:>  something-settled  matter  in  his  heart. 
Whereon  his  brains  still  beating  puts  him  thus 
From  fashion  of  himself.     What  think  you  on't? 

Pol.  It  shall  do  well:  but  yet  do  I  believe 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love.     How  now,  Ophelia! 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  Lord  Hamlet  said; 
We  heard  it  all.    My  lord,  do  as  you  please; 
But,  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  play 

Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him  190 

To  show  his  grief:  let  her  be  round  with  him: 
And  I'll  be  placed,  so  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference.     If  she  find  him  not, 
To  England  send  him,  or  confine  him  where 
Your  wisdom  best  shall  think. 

King.  It  shall  be  so : 

Madness  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatch'd  go.       [Exeunt. 

Scexe  II.     A  hall  in  the  castle. 
Enter  Hamlet  and  Players. 

Ham.  Speak  the  speech.  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronounced  it 
to  you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue:  but  if  you  mouth  it,  as 
many  of  your  players  do,  I  had  as  lief  the  town-crier  spoke 
my  lines."  Xor  do  not  saw  the  air  too  much  with  your 
hand,  thus,  but  use  all  gently;  for  in  the  very  torrent, 
tempest,  and,  as  I  may  say,  the  whirlwind  of  passion,  you 
must  acquire  and  beget  a  temperauce  that  may  give  it 
smoothness.  O.  it  offends  me  to  the  soui  to  hear  a  robus- 
tious periwig-pated  fellow  tear  a  passion  to  tatters,  to  very 
rags,  to  split  the  ears  of  the  groundliugs.  who  for  the  most 
yart  are  capable  of  uothinjj  but  inexplicable  dumb-show  i 
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and  noise:  I  would  have  such  a  fellow  whipped  for  o'erdo- 
\u,r  Termagant;  it  out-herods  Herod:  pray  you,  avoid  it. 

First  Play.   I  warrant  your  honour. 

limn.  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  own  discre- 
tion he  your  tutor:  suit  the  action  to  the  word,  the  word 
to  the  action ;  with  this  special  observance,  that  you  o'er- 
slep  not  the  modesty  of  nature:  for  anything  so  overdone 
is  from  the  purpose  of  playing,  whose  end,  both  at  the  first 
and  now,  was  and  is,  to  hold,  as  'twere,  the  mirror  up  to 
nature;  to  show  virtue  her  own  feature,  scorn  her  own 
image,  and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time  his  form  and 
pressure.  Now  this  overdone,  or  come  tardy  off,  though 
it  make  the  unskilful  laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judicious 
grieve;  the  censure  of  the  which  one  must  in  your  allow- 
ance o'erweigh  a  whole  theatre  of  others.  O,  there  be 
players  that  I  have  seen  play,  and  heard  others  praise,  and 
that  highly,  not  to  speak  it  profanely,  that,  neither  having 
the  accent  of  Christians  nor  the  gait  of  Christian,  pagan, 
nor  man,  have  so  strutted  and  bellowed  that  I  have  thought 
some  of  nature's  journeymen  had  made  men  and  not  made 
them  well,  they  imitated  humanity  so  abominably. 

First  Flay.  I  hope  we  have  reformed  that  indifferently 
with  us,  sir.  11 

Ham.  O,  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  those  that  piny 
your  clowns  speak  uo  more  than  is  set  down  for  them;  for 
there  be  of  them  that  will  themselves  laugh,  to  set  on  some 
quantity  of  barren  spectators  to  laugh  too:  though,  in  the 
mean  time,  some  necessary  question  of  the  play  be  then 
to  be  considered:  that's  villanous,  and  show*  a  most  piti 
ful  ambition  iu  the  fool  that  uses  it.     Go.  make  you  ready. 

[Exeunt  Players 

Enter  PoLoxrus.  Bosencraxtz,  and  Guildexstekx. 

How  now,  my  lord!  will  the  king  hear  this  piece  of  work? 
Pol.  And  the  queen  too,  and  that  presently. 
Ham.  Bid  the  players  make  haste.   [Exit  Polo n Sax.]  Will 
you  two  help  to  hasten  them? 

Gnk   [We  will,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Rosencnante  ami  QuUdensb  m. 
Ham.   What  ho!  Horatio! 

inter  Hokatio. 

Hor.   Hera,  sweet  lord,  at  your  service. 
firm.   Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  just  a  man 
As  e'er  my  conversation  coped  withal.  •  00 

ffor.   (),  ni)  dear  lord, — 
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Ham.  Nay,  do  not  tliiuk  I  flatter; 

For  what  advancement  may  I 'hope  from  thee 
That  no  revenue  hast  but  thy  good  spirits, 
To  feed  and  clothe  thee'?     Why  should  the  poor  be  flat- 

ter'd? 
No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp, 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee 
Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.     Dost  thou  hear? 
Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  her  choice 
And  could  of  men  distinguish,  her  election 
Hath  scald  thee  for  herself;  for  thou  hast  been  70 

As  one,  in  suffering  all.  that  suffers  nothing, 
A  man  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
Hast  ta'eu  with  equal  thanks:  and  blest  are  those 
Whose  blood  and  judgement  are  so  well  commingled, 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger 
To  sound  what  stop  she  please.     Give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  passion's  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart, 
As  I  do  thee. — Something  too  much  of  this. — 
Tiiere  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king::  80 

One  scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumstance 
Which  I  have  told  thee  of  my  father's  death: 
I  prithee,  when  thou  seest  that  act  afoot, 
Even  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  soul 
Observe  mine  uncle:  if  his  occulted  guilt 
Do  not  itself  unkennel  in  one  speech. 
It  is  a  damned  ghost  that  we  have  seen. 
And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 
Ajs  Vulcan's  stithy.     Give  him  heedful  note; 
For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face,  90 

And  after  we  will  both  our  judgements  join 
In  censure  of  his  seeming. 

Bor.  "  Well,  my  lord: 

If  he  steal  aught  the  whilst  this  play  is  playiug. 
And  'scape  detecting.  I  will  pay  the  theft.  " 

Ho  in.  They  are  coining  to  the  pla\  ;  I  must  be  idle: 
Get  you  a  place. 

DiinixJt  mo  fell.    Ajburuh.  Enter.  Kinu,  Qikex.  Poloxiis. 
Ophelia.  Roskxi  kaxtz.  Gvildkxsterx.  and  ether*. 

King.  How  fares  our  cousin  Hamlet? 

Bum.  Excellent,  i'  faith:  of  the  chameleon's  dish:  I  cat 
the  air,  promise-crammed:  you  cannot  feed  capons  so.  100 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  tiiis  answer,  Hamlet:  these 
words  are  not  mine. 
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Ham.  No,  nor  miue  now.     [2b  Pohnius]     My  lofd,  you 

played  once  i'  the  university,  you  say? 

Pol.  That  did  I,  my  lord;  and  was  accounted  a  good 
actor. 

Ham.  What  did  you  enact? 

Pol.  I  did  enact  Julius  Ca?sar:  I  was  killed  i'  the  Capi- 
tol; Brutus  killed  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him  to  kill  so  capital  a  calf 
there.     Be  the  players  ready?  Ill 

Ros.  Ay,  my  lord;  they  stay  upon  your  patience. 

Queen.  Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet,  sit  by  me. 

Ham.  No,  good  mother,  here's  metal  more  attractive. 

Pol.  [To  the  King]  O,  ho!  do  you  mark  that? 

Ham.  Lady,  shall  I  lie  in  your  lap? 

[Lying  down  at  Ophelia's  feet. 

Oph.  No,  my  lord.  '120 

Ham.  I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  lap? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think  I  meant  country  matters? 

Oph.  I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Ham.  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  maids'  legs. 

Oph.  What  is,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Nothing. 

Oph.  You  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Who,  I? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord.  130 

Hami.  O  God,  your  only  jig-maker.  What  should  a  man 
do  but  be  merry?  for,  look  jrou,  how  cheerfully  my  mother 
looks,  and  my  father  died  within  these  two  hours. 

Oph.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham.  So  long?  Nay  then,  let  the  devil  wear  black,  for 
I'll  have  a  suit  of  sables.  O  heavens!  die  two  months 
ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet?  Then  there's  hope  a  great 
man's  memory  may  outlive  his  life  half  a  year:  but,  by'r 
lady,  he  must  build  churches,  then ;  or  else  shall  he  suffer 
not.  thinking  on,  with  the  hobby-horse,  whose  epitaph  is 
"For,  O,  for,  O,  the  hobby-horse  is  forgot." 

Hautboys  play.     The  dumb-show  ewti  vs. 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen  very  lovingly ;  the  Queen  un- 
bracing him,  and  he  her.  She  kneels,  and  makes  sltoic  <>f 
protestation  unto  him.  He  lakes  her  vp,  and  declines  his 
head  upon  her  neck:  lays  him  down  upon  o  bank  of  flowers: 
she,  seeing  him  asleep,  leaves  him.  Avon  comes  in  a  f&dotc, 
takes  off  his  crown ,  kisses  it,  and  pours  poison  in  the  King 6 
ears,  and  exit.  The  Queen  returns;  finds  the"K\ng  dead 
and  makes  itassionate  action.    The  Poisoner,  with  somt  ttcu 
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>>r  tkree  Mute*,  comet  M  <yx*.  twi'nf  fa  lament  with  her. 
Tht  dead  body  u  earned  away.  The  Poisoner  wooes  the 
Queen  tmtf  <7#&:  «#<•  «f<?//w  foafA  and  unwilling  awhile, 
but  in  the  end  accepts  his  loce.  [Exeunt. 

Oph.  "What  means  this,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Marry,  this  is  miching  mallecho;  it  means  mis- 
chief. 

Oph.  Belike  this  show  imports  the  argument  of  the  play 

Enter  Prologue. 

Ham.  We  shall  know  by  this  fellow:  the  players  canno\ 
keep  counsel;  they'll  tell  all. 

Oph.  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant? 

Bam.  Ay.  or  any  show  that  you'll  show  him:  be  not  you 
ashamed  to  show,  he'll  not  shame  to  tell  you  what  it  mean?. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught :   I'll  mark  the 
plav. 

Pro.  For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy. 

Here  stooping  to  your  clemency,  160 

We  beg  your  hearing  patiently.  [Exit. 

Ham.  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  posy  of  a  ring? 

Oph.  'Tis  brief,  my  lord. 

Ham.  As  woman's  love. 

Enter  two  Players,  King  and  Queen. 

P.  King.  Full   thirty  times  hath  Phoebus'  cart  gone 
round 
Neptune's  salt  wash  and  Tellus'  orbed  ground, 
And  thirty  dozen  moons  with  borrow'd  sheen 
About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  been. 
Since  love  our  hearts  and  Hymen  did  our  hands 
Unite  commutual  in  most  sacred  bands.  170 

P.  Queen.  So  many  journeys  may  the  sun  and  moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er  ere  love  be  done! 
But,  woe  is  me,  you  are  so  sick  of  late, 
So  far  from  cheer  and  from  your  former  State, 
That  I  distrust  you.     Yet.  though  I  distrust, 
Discomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  must: 
For  women's  fear  and  love  holds  quantity; 
In  neither  aught,  or  in  extremity. 
Now,  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know  j 
And  as  my  love  is  sized,  my  fear  is  so:  180 

Where  love  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear; 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there. 

P.  King.  'Faith,  I  must  leave  thee,  love,  and  shortly 
too; 


-.m  hamlet.  | act  in. 

My  operant  powers  their  functions  leave  to  il<>: 

And  thou  shalt  live  iu  this  fair  world  behind. 
Honour'd,  beloved;  and  happy  one  as  kind 
For  husband  shalt  thou— 

P.  Queen.  Q,  confound  the  rest! 

Such  love  must  needs  be  treason  in  my  breast : 
In  second  husband  let  me  be  accurst  1 
None  wed  the  second  but  who  kill'd  the  first.  190 

Ham.   [Aside]  Wormwood,  wormwood. 

P.  Qiieen.  The  instances  that  second  marriage  move 
Are  base  respects  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love: 
A  second  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead. 
When  second  husband  kisses  me  in  bed. 

P.  King.  I  do  believe  you  think  what  now  you  speak: 
But  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break. 
Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory, 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity: 

Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree;  200 

But  fall,  unshaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 
Most  necessary  'tis  that  we  forget 
To  pay  ourselves  what  to  ourselves  is  debt: 
What  to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose. 
The  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose. 
The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 
Their  own  euactures  with  themselves  destroy: 
Where  joy  most  revels,  grief  doth  most  lament ; 
Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident. 
This  world  is  not  for  aye,  nor  'tis  not  strange  210 

That  even  our  loves  should  with  our  fortunes  change; 
For  'tis  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove. 
Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  else  fortune  love. 
The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  flics; 
The  poor  advanced  makes  friends  of  enemies. 
And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend; 
For  who  not  needs  shall  never  lack  a  friend, 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try, 
Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy. 

But,  orderly  to  end  where  1  begun,  2-2<! 

Our  will9  and  fates  do  so  contrary  run 
That  our  devices  still  are  overthrown ; 
Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  oar  own: 
So  think  thou  wilt,  no  second  husband  wed : 
But  die  thy  thoughts  when  thy  first  lord  is  dead. 

P.  Queen.  Nor  earth  to  me  give  food,  nor  heaven  light' 
Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me  day  and  night! 
To  desperation  turn  my  trust  and  hope! 
An  anchor's  cheer  in  prison  be  my  scope ! 
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Kach  opposite  thai  blanks  the  face  of  joy  230 

Meet  what  I  would  have  well  and  it  destroy! 
Both  here  and  hence  pursue  me  lasting  strife. 
If,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife! 
Jli.rt.  If  she  should  break  it  now! 

P.  King.    Tis    deeplj'  sworn.      Sweet,  leave  me  here 
awhile; 
My  spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  sleep.  [Sleeps. 

P.  Quftn.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain; 

And  never  come  mischance  between  us  twain!  [Ex>t. 

Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  this  play? 

Queen.  The  lady  protests*  too  much,  methinks.  240 

Ham.  O.  but  she'll  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  argument';  Is  there  no 
offence  in't ! 

Hun.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jest,  poison  in  jest;  no  offence 
i'  the  world. 

King.   What  do  you  call  the  play? 

Ham.  The  Mouse-trap.  Marry,  how?  Tropically.  This 
play  is  the  image  of  a  murder  done  i»  Vienna:  Gonzago  \% 
the  duke's  name:  his  wife,  Baptista:  you  shall  see  anon: 
'tis  a  knavish  piece  of  work:  but  what  o'  that?  your  majesU 
and  we  that  have  free  souls,  it  touches  us  not :  let  the  galled 
jade  wince,  our  withers  are  unwrung. 

8  ter  LuciAxrs. 

This  i-  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  king. 

Oph.   You  are  as  good  as  a  chorus,  my  lord. 

Sum.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love,  if  i 
could  see  the  puppets  dallying. 

Oph.  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 

Ham.  It  would  cost  you  a  groaning  to  take  off  my  edge. 

Oph.  Still  better,  ami  worse. 

Ham.  So  you  must  take  your  husbands.  Begin,  mur- 
derer; pox.  leave  thy  damnable  faces,  and  beginT  Come: 
':the  croaking  raven  doth  bellow  for  revenge." 

Luc.  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit.  and  timt 
agreeing; 

Confederate  season,  else  no  creature  seeing: 

Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  collected. 

With  Hecate's  ban  thrice  blasted,  thrice  infected. 

Thy  natural  magic  and  dire  property,  870 

On  wholesome  life  usurp  immediately. 

[JrVuni  the  poison  into  the  sleeper'*  eafx. 

Ham.  He  poisons  him  i'  the  garden  for's  estate.  His 
■ante's  Gonzago:  the  <torv  is  extant,  and  writ  in  choice 
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Italian:  you  shall  sec  anon  bow  the  murderer  gels  the  Jove 
«>f  Gonzago's  wife. 
Oph.  The  king  rises. 
Ham.  What,  frighted  with  false  fire! 
Queen.  How  fares  my  lord? 
Pol,  Give  o'er  the  play. 

King.  Give  me  some  light:  away!  280 

AV.  Lights,  lights,  lights! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 
Ham.  Why,  let  the  stricken  deer  go  weep, 
The  hart  ungalled  play ; 
For  some  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep: 
So  runs  the  world  away. 
\vnuid  not  this,  sir,  and  a  forest  of  feathers — if  the  rest  of 
my  rbrtunes  turn  Turk  with  me — with  two  Provincial 
ro««*  on  my  razed  shoes,  get  me  a  fellowship  in  a  cry  of 
p.„yei>,  sir? 
}Ior.  Half  a  share.  290 

ffam.  A  whole  one,  I. 

For  thou  dost  know,  O  Damon  dear, 

TMs  realm  dismantled  was 
Of  Oove  himself;  and  now  reigns  here 
A  very,  very — pajock. 
Hor.  You  might  have  rhymed. 

Ham.  O  good  Horatio,  I'll  take  the  ghost's  word  for  a 
thousand  pound.     Didst  perceive? 
Hor.  Very  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning?  300 

Hor.  I  did  very  well  note  him. 

Ham.  Ah,  ha!     Come,  some  music!  come,  the  recorders! 
For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy, 
Why  then,  belike,  he  likes  it  not,  perdy. 
Come,  some  music! 

Re-enter  Robencbantz  and  Guildenstekx. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  vouchsafe  me  a  word  with  you. 

Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  history. 

Guil,  The  king,  sir,—  310 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  what  of  him? 

Guil.  Is  in  his  retirement  marvellous  distempered. 

Ham,  With  drink,  sir? 

Guil.  No,  my  lord,  rather  with  choler, 

Ham,  Your  wisdom  should  show  itself  more  richer  to 
signify  this  to  his  doctor;  for,  for  me  to  put  him  to  his 
purgation  would  perhaps  plunge  him  into  far  more  choler. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  put  your  discourse  into  some  frame 
and  start  not  so  wildly  from  my  affair. 
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linn.   1  aui  tame,  sir:  pronouuce. 

Gvil.  The  queen,  j^our  mother,  in  most  great  affliction 
of  spirit,  hath  sent  me  to  you. 

Flo  m.  You  are  welcome. 

Guil.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  courtesv  is  not  of  the 
right  breed."  ft  it  shall  please  you  to  make  me  a  -whole- 
some answer,  I  will  do  your  mother's  commandment:  if 
not,  your  pardon  and  my  return  shall  be  the  end  of  my 
business.  330 

Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

Guil.  What,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer;  my  wit's  dis- 
eased :  but,  sir,  such  answer  as  I  can  make,  you  shall  com- 
mand; or,  rather,  as  you  say.  my  mother:  therefore  no 
more,  but  to  the  matter:  my  mother,  you  say, — 

Ros.  Then  thus  she  says;  your  behaviour  hath  struck 
her  into  amazement  and  admiration.  339 

H'lm.  O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish  a  mother! 
Bat  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  of  this  mother's  admira- 
tion?   Impart. 

At,  She  desires  to  speak  with  you  in  her  closet,  ere  you 
go  to  bed. 

Hato.  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our  mother. 
Have  you  any  further  trade  with  us? 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Horn.  So  I  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and  stealers.       349 

Ros.  Good  my  lord,  what  is  your  cause  of  distemper? 
you  do,  surely,  bar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty,  if  you 
deny  your  griefs  to  your  friend. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 

R  >*.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  the 
kin?  himself  for  your  succession  in  Denmark? 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,"  but.  "While  the  grass  grows," — the 
proverb  is  something  musty.  359 

Re-enter  Players  t«'*A  recorder*. 

O,  the  recorders!  let  me  see  one.  To  withdraw  with  you: 
— why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  as  if 
you  would  drive  me  into  a  toil? 

Guil.  O.  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love  is  too 
unmannerly. 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  understand  that.  Will  you  play 
upon  this  pipe? 

Guff.  My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  pray  you. 

Guil.  Believe" me,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  do  beseech  vou.  870 
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Guil.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  iuy  lord. 

Ham.  Tis  as  easy  as  lying:  govern  these  ventages  with 
your  fingers  and  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your  mouth, 
and  it  will  discourse  most  eloquent  music.  Look  you, 
these  are  the  stops. 

Guil.  But  these  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance  of 
harmony;  I  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing  you 
make  of  me!  You  would  play  upon  me;  you  would  seem 
to  know  my  stops;  you  would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my 
mystery;  you  would  sound  me  from  my  lowest  note  to  the 
top  of  my  compass:  and  there  is  much  music,  excellent 
voice,  in  this  little  organ ;  yet  cannot  you  make  it  speak. 
'Sblood,  do  you  think  1  am  easier  to  be  played  on  than  a 
pipe?  Call  me  what  instrument  you  will,  though  you  can 
fret  me,  yet  you  cannot  play  upon  me. 

Enter  Polonius. 

God  bless  you,  sir!  390 

Pol.  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  you,  and 
presently. 

Ham.  Do  you  see  yonder  cloud  that's  almost  in  shape 
of  a  camel  ? 

Pol.  By  the  mass,  and  "tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

Pol.  It  is  backed  like  a  weasel. 

Ham.  Or  like  a  whale? 

Pol.  Very  like  a  whale.  399 

Ham.  Then  I  will  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by.  They 
fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.     I  will  come  by  and  by. 

Pol.  I  will  say  so. 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  easily  said.  [Exit  Poloni >/.*.]  Leave 
me,  friends.  |  Exeunt  aU  but  Hamlet. 

'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 
When  churchyards  yawn  and  hell  itself  breathes  out 
Contagion  to  this  world:  now  could  I  drink  hot  blood, 
And  do  such  bitter  business  as  the  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.     Soft!  now  to  my  mother.      410 
()  heart,  lose  not  thy  nature;  let  not  ever 
The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  Ann  bosom: 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural: 
I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none; 
My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites; 
How  in  my  words  soever  she  be  shent, 
To  give  them  seals  never,  my  soul,  consent!  {Exit 
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Boon  111.    -1  ntem  in  th*  <;i.iH» . 
Enter  Kix<;,  Rosexkh.vntz.  ■imi  QvtLTngftmrmat. 

King.  I  like  him  not,  nor  stands  it  safe  with  u> 
To  let  his  madness  range.     Therefore  prepare  you; 
I  your  commission  will  forthwith  dispatch. 
And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  you: 
The  terms  of  our  estate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  so  dangerous  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  lunacies . 

Ouil.  We  will  ourselves  provide: 

Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is 
To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe 
That  live  aud  feed  upon  your  majesty.  10 

fig*  The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound. 
With  all  the  strength  and  armour  of  the  mind. 
To  keep  itself  from  noyance;  but  much  more 
That  spirit  upon  whose  weal  depend  and  rest 
The  lives  of  many.     The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone;  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What  s  near  it  with  it:  it  is  a  massy  wheel, 
Fix'd  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  mount. 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  thing* 
Are  mortised  and  adjoin  d:  which,  when  it  falls.  20 

Each  small  anuexment,  petty  consequence, 
Attends  the  boisterous  ruiu.     Never  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you.  I  pray  you.  fit)  this  speedy  voyage; 
For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear. 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

Q*'fl  !-  We  will  haste  us. 

[Exeunt  Romumanta  <tmi  GuildenMem. 

Enter  PoIjOKIOB. 

Pol.  My  lord,  he's  going  to  hi»  mother's  closet: 
Behind  the  arras  I'll  convey  myself, 
To  hear  the  process:  I'll  warrant  she'll  tax  him  home: 
And,  as  you  said,  and  wisely  was  it  said,  30 

Tis  meet  that  some  more  audience  than  a  mother. 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o'erhear 
The  speech,  of  vantage.     Faro  you  well,  my  liege: 
I'll  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed. 
And  tell  you  what  I  know. 

KiiKj.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 

[Erit  Pvkniu.1. 
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0,  my  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven; 
It  hath  the  primal  eldest  curse  upon't, 

A  brother's  murder.     Pray  cau  I  not, 

Though  inclination  bo  as  sharp  as  will: 

My  strouger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent;  40 

And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 

1  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin. 

And  both  neglect.     What  if  this  cursed  hand 

Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brother's  blood, 

Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens 

To  wash  it  white  as  snow?    Whereto  serves  mercy 

But  to  confront  the  visage  of  offence? 

And  what's  in  prayer  but  this  two-fold  force, 

To  be  forestalled  ere  we  come  to  fall, 

Or  pardon'd  being  down?     Then  I'll  look  up;  50 

My  fault  is  past.     But,  O,  what  form  of  pray  or 

Oan  serve  my  turn?     "Forgive  me  my  foul  murder  "? 

That  cannot  be;  since  I  am  still  possess'd 

Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder, 

My  crown,  mine  own  ambition  and  my  queen. 

May  one  be  pardon'd  and  retain  the  offence? 

In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world 

Offence's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  justice, 

And  oft  'tis  seen  the  wicked  prize  itself 

Buys  out  the  law:  but  'tis  not  so  above;  60 

There  is  no  shuffling,  there  the  action  lies 

In  his  true  nature ;  and  we  ourselves  compell'd, 

Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults, 

To  give  in  evidence.     What  then?  what  rests? 

Try" what  repentance  cant  what  can  it  not? 

Yet  what  can  it  when  one  can  not  repent? 

O  wretched  state!     O  bosom  black  as  death! 

O  limed  soul,  that,  struggling  to  be  free, 

Art  more  engaged!     Help,  angels!    Make  assay! 

Bow,  stubborn  knees;  and,  heart  with  strings  of  steel,     70 

Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-born  babe! 

All  may  be  well.  [Retires  ami  kneels 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now  might  I  do  it  pat,  now  he  is  praying; 
And  now  I'll  do't.     And  so  he  goes  to  heaven; 
And  so  am  I  revenged.     That  wrould  be  scann'd: 
A  villain  kills  ray  father;  and  for  that, 

1,  his  solo  son,  do  this  same  villain  send 
To  heaven. 

O,  this  is  hire  and  salary,  uot  reveuge. 

He  took  ray  father  grossly,  full  of  bread:  80 
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With  all  his  Crimea  broad  blowu,  as  flush  a>  May: 
And  bow  bis  audit  stands  who  knows  save  heaven? 
Hut  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  thought, 
*Tis  heavy  with  him:  and  am  I  then  revenged, 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul, 
When  he  is  fit  and  season'd  for  his  passage? 
Xo! 

Cp,  sword:  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  bent: 
When  he  is  drunk  asleep,  or  in  bis  rage. 
Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasure  of  bis  bed ;  90 

At  gaming,  swearing,  or  about  some  act 
That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in't: 
Then  trip  him,  that  bis  heels  may  kick  at  heaven, 
And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damu'd  and  black 
As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  mother  stay-: 
This  physic  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days.  [Ecit. 

King.'  [Rising]  My  words*  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain 
below : 
"Words  without  thoughts  never  to  heaven  qo.  [AY//. 
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Knt,  r  Qi "ekn  and  Polonivs. 

]'■'!.  He  will  come  straight.     Look  you  lay  home  to  him: 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with. 
And  that  your  grace  hath  screen'd  and  stood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.     I'll  sconce  me  even  here. 
Prav  you,  be  round  with  him. 

itam.  [Within]  Mother,  mother,  mother! 

Qu>  ■  I'll  warrant  you. 

Fear  me  not:  withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[Polonivs  hides  behind  the  arras. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ilam.   Now,  mother,  what's  the  matter: 

Qucn.  Hamlet,  thou  hast  thy  father  much  offended. 

limn.  Mother,  you  have  my  father  much  offended.       10 

Queen.  Come,  come,  you  answer  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Ham.  Go,  go.  you  question  with  a  wicked  tongue. 

Queen.  Why,  how  now  Hamlet! 

H«m.  "What's  the  matter  now? 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me? 

Ham.  No,  by  the  rood,  not  so: 

You  are  the  queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife; 
And — wovdd  it  were  not  so! — you  are  my  mother. 

Q'uru,  Xay.  then.  I'll  set  those  to  yon  that  can  speak. 
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Horn.   Come,   come,   and   sit  you  down;    you   shall   nc> 
budge ; 
You  go  not  till  1  set  you  up  a  glass 
Where  you  may  see  the  inmost  part  of  you.  'Jiv 

Queen.   What  wilt  thou  do?  thou  wilt'  not  murder  me? 
Help,  help,  ho! 

/'»/.   [Behind]  What,  ho!  help,  help,  help! 

Ham.  [Drawing^  How  now!  a  rat?    Dead,  for  a  dueat, 
dead!  [Makes  a  pass  through  the  arras. 

Pol,  \ Behind]  O,  I  am  slain!  [FaUs  and  dies. 

Queen.  O  me.  what  hast  thou  done.' 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not. 

Is  it  the  king? 

Queen.  O,  what  a  rash  and  bloody  deed  is  this! 

Ham.  A  bloody  deed!  almost  as  bad,  good  mother, 
As  kill  a  king,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 

Queen,   As  kill  a  king! 

Ham.  Ay,  lady,  'twas  my  word.  30 

[Lifts  up  the  arras  and  discover*  PoUnritu. 
Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell! 
I  took  thee  for  thy  better:  take  thy  fortune; 
Thou  fiud'st  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger. 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands:  peace!  sit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart;  for  so  I  shall, 
If  it  bo  made  of  penetrable  stuff, 
If  damned  custom  have  not  brass'd  it  so 
That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 

Queen.  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  darest  wag  thy 
tongue 
In  noise  so  rude  against  me? 

Bam.  Such  an  act  40 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty, 
Calls  virtue  hypocrite,  takes  off  the  rose 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love 
And  sets  a  blister  there,  makes  marriage-vows 
As  false  as  dicers'  oaths;  O,  such  a  deed 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  soul,  and  sweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapsody  of  words :  heaven's  face  doth  glow ; 
Yea,  this  solidity  and  compound  mass. 
With  tristful  visage,  as  against  the  doom,  50 

Is  thought-sick  at  the  act. 

Queen.  Ay  me,  what  act, 

That  roars  so  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index? 

Ham,.  Look  here,  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this. 
The  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothers. 
Sec,  what  a  grace  was  seated  en  this  brow; 
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Hyperion's  curls;  the  front  of  .Jove  himself; 

An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command; 

A  station  like  the  herald  Mercury 

New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill; 

A  combination  aud  a  form  indeed,  -       60 

"Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal, 

To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man: 

This  was  your  husband.     Look  you  now,  what  follows. 

Here  is  your  husband;  like  a  mildew'd  ear. 

Blasting  his  wholesome  brother.     Have  you  eyes? 

Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed. 

Aud  batten  on  this  moor?     Ha!  have  you  eyes? 

You  cannot  call  it  love;  for  at  your  age 

The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble. 

And  waits  upon  the  judgement:  aud  what  judgement     70 

Would  step  from  this  to  this?     Sense,  sure,  you  have. 

Else  could  you  not  have  motion;  but  sure,  that  sense 

Is  apoplex"d;  for  mndncss  would  not  err, 

Xor  sense  to  ecstasy  was  ne"er  so  thrall'd 

But  it  reserved  some  quantity  of  choice. 

To  serve  in  such  «\  difference.     What  devil  was*t 

That  thus  hath  c^zeu'd  you  at  hoodmanblind? 

Eye--  without  fueling,  feeling  without  sight. 

Ears  without  bauds  or  eyes,  smelling  sans  all, 

Or  but  a  sicHy  part  of  one  true  sense  80 

Could  not  %  mope. 

O  shame:  where  is  thv  blush?     Rebellious  hell, 

If  thou  canst  mutine  hi  a  matron's  bones. 

To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax. 

And  melt  in  her  own  fire:  proclaim  no  shame 

When  the  compulsive  ardour  gives  the  charge, 

Since  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  buru 

Aud  reason  panders  will. 

Queen.  O  Hamlet,  speak  no  more: 

Thou  turu*st  mine  eyes  into  mv  very  soul ; 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots  90 

As  will  not  leave  their  tinct. 

Ham.  Nay.  but  to  live 

In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  euseamed  bed, 
Stew'd  in  corruption,  honeying  and  making  love 
Over  the  nasty  sty, — 

Queen.  O,  speak  to  me  no  more; 

These  words,  like  daggers,  enter  in  mine  ears: 
Xo  more,  sweet  Hamlet! 

Ham.  A  murderer  and  a  villain; 

A  slave  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tithe 
Of  your  precedent  lord;  a  vice  of  k- 
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A  cutpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule, 

That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole,  100 

And  put  it  iu  his  pocket! 

Queen.  No  more ! 

Ham.  A  king  of  shreds  and  patches, — 

Enter  Ghost. 

Save  me,  aud  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings, 

You  heavenly  guards!     What  would  your  gracious  figure? 

Queen.  Alas,  he's  mad ! 

Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  son  to  chide, 
That,  lapsed  in  time  aud  passion,  lets  go  by 
The  important  acting  of  your  dread  command? 
O,  say! 

Ghost.  Do  not  forget:  this  visitation  110 

Is  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose. 
But,  look,  amazement  on  thy  mother  sits: 
O,  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul : 
Conceit  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works: 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady? 

Queen.  Alas,  how  is't  with  you, 
That  you  do  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy 
And  with  the  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  spirits  wildly  peep; 
And,  as  the  sleeping  soldiers  in  the  alarm,  120 

Your  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  excrements, 
Starts  up,  and  stands  an  end.     O  gentle  son, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.     Whereon  do  you  look? 

Ham.  On  him,  on  him!     Look  you.  how  pale  he  glares! 
His  form  and  cause  conjoin'd.  preaching  to  stones, 
Would  make  them  capable.     Do  not  look  upon  me; 
Lest  with  this  piteous  action  you  convert 
My  stern  effects:  then  what  I  have  to  do 
«Vill  want  true  colour;  tears  perchance  for  blood.  130 

Queen.  To  whom  do  you  speak  this? 

Ham.  Do  you  see  nothing  there? 

Queen.  Nothing  at  all ;  yet  all  that  is  I  sec. 

Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear? 

Queen.  No,  nothing  but  ourselves 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  there!  look,  how  it  steals  away! 
My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  lived! 
Look,  where  he  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the  portal! 

[Ekit  Ghost 

Quirri.  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain: 
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This  bodiless  creation  ecstasy 
Is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  Ecstasy: 

My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time,  140 

And  makes  as  healthful  music :  it  is  not  madness 
That  I  have  utter'd:  bring  me  to  the  test, 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word;  which  madness 
Would  gambol  from.     Mother,  for  love  of  grace, 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul. 
That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  madness  speaks: 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place, 
Whilst  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within, 
Infects  unseen.     Confess  yourself  to  heaven; 
Repent  what's  past;  avoid  what  is  to  come;  150 

And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds, 
To  make  them  ranker.     Forgive  me  this  my  virtue; 
For  in  the  fatness  of  these  pursy  times 
Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  beg, 
Yea,  curb  and  woo  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen.  O  Hamlet,  thou  hast  cleft  my  heart  in  twain. 

Ham.  O,  throw  away  the  worser  part  of  it, 
Aud  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night:  but  go  not  to  mine  uncles  bed; 
Assume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not.  160 

That  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eat, 
Of  habits  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this, — 
That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 
He  likewise  gives  a  frock  or  livery, 
That  aptly  is  put  on.     Refrain  to-night, 
And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 
To  the  next  abstinence:  the  next  more  easy; 
For  use  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  nature, 
And  either  master  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out 
With  wondrous  potency.     Once  more,  good  night :        170 
And  when  you  are  desirous  to  be  bless 'd, 
I'll  blessing  beg  of  you.     For  this  same  lord, 

[Pointing  to  Pofomus. 
I  do  repent:  but  heaven  hath  pleased  it  so. 
To  punish  me  with  this  and  this  with  me, 
That  I  must  be  their  scourge  and  minister. 
I  will  bestow  him,  and  will  answer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him.     8o,  again,  good  night. 
I  must  be  cruel,  onlv  to  be  kind: 
Thus  bad  begins  and  worse  remains  behind. 
One  word  more,  good  lady. 

Queen.  What  shall  I  do?  180 

farm,  >'ot  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you  do; 
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Let  the  bloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed; 

Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek;  call  you  his  OBiOBOe; 

And  let  him,  for  a  pair  of  rcechy  kisses. 

Or  paddling  in  your  nock  with  his  damn'd  finger-, 

Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 

That  I  essentially  aan  not  in  madness, 

But  mad  in  craft.     'Twere  good  you  let  him  know  ; 

For  who,  that's  but  a  queen,  fair,  sober,  wise, 

Would  from  a  paddock,  from  a  bat,  a  gib,  100 

Such  dear  concernings  hide?  who  would  do  so? 

No,  in  despite  of  sense  and  secrecy, 

Unpeg  the  basket  ou  the  house's  top, 

Let  the  birds  fly,  and,  like  the  famous  ape, 

To  try  conclusions,  in  the  basket  creep, 

And  hreak  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.  Be  thou  assured,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 
And  breath  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 

Ham.  I  must  to  England:  you  know  that? 

Queen.  Alack,       200 

I  had  forgot:  'tis  so  coucluded  on. 

Ham.  There's  letters  seal'd:  and  my  two  schoolfellows, 
Whom  I  will  trust  as  I  will  adders  faug'd, 
They  bear  the  mandate ;  they  must  sweep  my  way, 
And  marshal  me  to  knavery.     Let  it  work; 
For  'tis  the  sport  to  have  the  enginer 
Hoist  with  his  own  petar:  and't  shall  go  hard 
But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines. 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon :  O,  'tis  most  sweet, 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet.  210 

This  man  shall  set  me  packing: 
I'll  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room. 
Mother,  good  night.     Indeed  this  counsellor 
Is  now  most  still,  most  secret  and  most  grave, 
Who  was  in  life  a  foolish  prating  knave. 
Come,  sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 
Good  night,  mother. 

[Exeunt  severally;  Hamlet  dragging  in  Polonius. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     A  room  in  the  castle. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Rosexcrantz,  and  Guildenstekn. 

King.  There's    matter    in   these   sighs,    these    profound 
heaves; 
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You  iuu*t  translate:  "lis  tit  we  understand  ilirm. 
Where  is  your  son? 

(JHteit.  Bestow  this  place  on  us  a  little  while. 

[Ereunl  R»sencrante  and  GuUdemtern. 
Ah,  my  eood  lord,  what  have  I  seen  to-night! 

King.   What,  Gertrude*.'    How  does  Hamlet? 

Queen.  Mad  as  the  sea  and  wind,  when  both  coi_tend 
Which  is  the  mightier:  in  his  lawless  tit, 
Behind  the  arras  hearing  something  stir, 
Whips  out  his  rapier,  cries,  "A  rat,  a  rat!"  10 

And.  in  this  brainish  apprehension,  kills 
The  unseen  good  old  man. 

King.  O  heavy  deed ! 

It  had  been  so  with  us,  had  we  been  there: 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all; 
To  you  yourself,  to  us.  to  every  one 
Alas,  how  shall  this  bloody  deed  be  answer'd? 
It  will  te  laid  to  us,  whose  providence 
Should  have  kept  short,  restrain'd  and  out  of  haunt, 
This  mad  young  man :  but  so  much  was  our  love, 
We  would  not  understand  what  was  most  fit;  20 

But,  like  the  owner  of  a  foui  disease. . 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.     Where  is  he  gone? 

Queen.  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kill'd: 
O'er  whom  his  very  madness,  like  some  ore 
Among  a  mineral  of  metals  base, 
Shows  itself  pure:  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  O  Gertrude,  come  away  I 
The  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountains  touch, 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence:  and  this  vile  deed  30 

We  must,  with  al!  our  majesty  and  skill. 
Both  countenance  and  excuse.     Ho,  Guildenstern ! 

Re-enter  Rosexcuantz  and  Goldexsterx. 

Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  further  aid: 
Hamlet  iu  madness  hath  Polonius  slain. 
And  from  his  mother's  closet  hath  he  dragg'd  him: 
Go  seek  him  out;  speak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  chapel.     I  pi  ay  you,  haste  in  this. 

[kxtitat  Rotenerantz  and  Gufldentterr. 
Come.  Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wisest  friends; 
And  let  them  know,  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 
And  what's  untimely  done:  so,  haply  slander, —  44 

Whose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter. 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank. 
Transports  his  poison'd  shot,  may  miss  our  name, 
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And  hit  the  woundless  air.     O,  come  away! 

My  soul  is  full  of  discord  and  dismay.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  II.     Another  room  in  the  castle. 
Enter  Hamlet. 
Ham.  Safely  stowed. 
Ouil  \  lWitki*1  Hamlet!  Lord  Hamlet! 
Ham.  What  noise?  who  calls  on  Hamlet?    O,  here  they 
come. 

Enter  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 

Ros.  What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the  dead  body? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  dust,  whereto  'tis  kin. 

Bos.  Tefl  us  where  'tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence 
And  bear  it  to  the  chapel. 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 

Ros.  Believe  what?  10 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  counsel  and  not  mine  own. 
Besides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  sponge!  what  replication 
should  be  made  by  the  son  of  a  king? 

Ros.  Take  you  me  for  a  sponge,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  that  soaks  up  the  king's  countenance,  his 
rewards,  his  authorities.  But  such  officers  do  the  king 
best  service  in  the  end:  he  keeps  them,  like  an  ape.  in  the 
corner  of  his  jaw;  first  mouthed,  to  be  last  swallowed: 
when  he  needs  what  you  have  gleaned,  it  is  but  squeezing 
you,  and,  sponge,  you  shall  be  dry  again. 

Ros.  I  understand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it:  a  knavish  speech  sleeps  in  a 
foolish  ear. 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  must  tell  us  where  the  body  is,  and  go 
with  us  to  the  king. 

Ham.  The  bodv  is  with  the  king,  but  the  king  is  not 
with  the  body.     The  king  is  a  thing —  30 

Guil.  A  thing,  my  lord! 

Ham.  Of  nothing:  bring  me  to  him.  Hide  fox,  and  all 
after.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     Another  room  in  the  castle. 

Enter  Kino,  attended. 

King.  I  have  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find  the  body. 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loose! 
Yet  must  not  we  put  the  strong  law  on  him: 
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}I<  -  loved  of  f lie  distracted  multitude, 

Who  like  not  in  their  judgement,  bni  their  eye>- 

And  where  'tis  so,  the  offender's  scourge  is  weigh'd. 

But  never  the  offence.     To  bear  all  smooth  and  even. 

This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 

Deliberate  pause:  diseases  desperate" grown 

By  desperate  appliance  are  relieved.  10 

Or  not  at  all. 

Enter  ROSEXCRANTZ. 

How  now!  what  hath  befall'n? 

Rns.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bestow'd.  my  lord. 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King.  But  where  is  he? 

Jios.  Without,  my  lord:  guarded,  to  know  your  pleasure. 

King.  Bring  him  before  us, 

Ron.  Ho,  Guildenstern!  bring  in  my  lord. 

Ellhr  IIvMI.ET  and  Gtildensterx. 

King.  Now,  Hamlet,  where's  Polonius? 

Ham.  At  supper. 

King.   At  supper!  where?  10 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten:  a  certain 
convocation  of  politic  worms  are  e*eu  at  him.  Your  worm 
is  your  only  emperor  for  diet:  we  fat  all  creatures  else  to 
fat  us,  and  we  fat  ourselves  for  maggots,  your  fat  king 
and  your  lean  beggar  is  but  variable  service,  two  di=hes. 
but  to  one  table:  that's  the  end. 

King.  Alas,  alas! 

Ham.  A  man  may  fish  with  the  worm  that  hath  cat  oi  a 
king,  and  eat  of  the  fish  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm.        30 

King.  What  dost  thou  mean  by  this? 

Ham.  Nothing  but  to  show  you  how  a  king  may  go  a 
progress  through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 

Kng.  Where  is  Polonius? 

Ham.  In  heaven;  send  thither  to  see:  if  your  messeuger 
find  him  not  there,  seek  him  i'  the  other  place  yourself. 
But  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not  within  this  month,  you 
shall  nose  him  as  you  go  up  the  stairs  into  the  lobby. 

King.  Go  seek  him  there.  [To  some  Attendant*.     40 

Ham.  He  will  stay  till  ye  come.  [Exeunt  Attendant* 

King.  Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine  especial  safety. — 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done,— must  send  thee  hence 
With  fiery  quickness:  therefore  prepare  thyself; 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help. 
The  associates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
'Tor  England. 

SHAK.    ITT. — 11 
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Ham.  For  England! 

King.  Ay,  Hamlet. 

Hani.  Good. 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'st  our  purposes. 

Ham.  I  see  a  cherub  that  sees  them.  But,  come;  for 
England!    Farewell,  dear  mother.  51 

King.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother:  father  and  mother  is  man  and  wife; 
man  and  wife  is  one  flesh;  and  so,  mv  mother.  Come,  for 
England!  [Exit. 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot ;  tempt  him  with  speed  abroad ; 
Delay  it  not;  I'll  have  him  hence  to-night: 
Away !  for  every  thing  is  seal'd  and  done 
That  else  leans  on  the  affair:  pray  you,  make  haste. 

[Exeunt  rtosenerctntz  and  GnUdenstern. 
And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold'st  at  aught — 
As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  sense, 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us — thou  mayst  not  coldly  set 
Our  sovereign  process;  which  imports  at  full,     • 
By  letters  congruing  to  that  effect, 
The  present  death  of  Hamlet.     Do  it,  England; 
For  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood  he  rages, 
And  thou  must  cure  me:  till  I  know  'tis  done, 
Howe'er  my  haps,  my  joys  wore  ne'er  begun.      [E.r/I.     7ft 


Scene  IV.    A  plain  in  Denmark. 
Eiilcr  Fohtixbkas,  a  Captain,  and  Soldiers,  marching. 

For.  Go,  captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danish  king; 
Tell  him  that,  by  his  license,  Fortinbras 
Craves  the  conveyance  of  a  promised  march 
Over  his  kingdom.     You  know  the  rendezvous. 
If  that  his  majesty  would  aught  with  us, 
We  shall  express  our  duty  in  his  eye; 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap.  T  will  do't,  my  lord. 

For.  Go  softly  on.  [Exeunt  Fortinbras  and  Soldier*. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rosenciiantz,  Guii.dekstekn,  and  other*. 

Ham.  Good  sir,  whose  powers  are  these? 

Cap.  They  are  of  Norway,  sir.  10 

Ham.  How  purposed,  sir,  I  pray  you 9  - 

Cap.  Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who  commands  them,  sir? 


, 
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Gap.   The  nephew  lo  old  Norway,  Fortinbras. 

Ham.   Goes  it  against  the  main  of  Poland,  sir, 
Or  for  some  frontier? 

Cap.  Truly  to  speak,  and  with  no  addition, 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 
To  pay  five  ducats,  five,  I  would  not  farm  it;  20 

Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway  or  the  Pole 
A  ranker  rate,  should  it  be  sold  in  fee. 

Ham.  Why.  then  the  Polack  never  will  defend  it. 

Cap.  Yes.  it  is  already  garrison'd. 

Ham.  Two  thousand  souls  and  twenty  thousand  ducats 
Will  not  debate  the  question  of  this  straw: 
This  is  the  imposthume  of  much  wealth  and  peace, 
That  inward  breaks,  and  shows  no  cause  without 
Why  the  man  dies.     I  humbly  thank  you,  sir. 

Cap.  God  be  wi'  you,  sir.  [Exit. 

Eos.  Will  t  please  you  go,  my  lord?    30 

Ham.  I'll  be  with  you  straight.     Go  a  little  before. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Hamlet. 
How  all  occasions  do  inform  against  me, 
And  spur  my  dull  revenge !  What  is  a  man, 
If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 
Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  ?  a  beast,  no  more. 
Sure,  he  that  made  us  with  such  large  discourse, 
Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  god-like  reason 
To  fust  in  us  unused.     Now,  whether  it  be 
Bestial  oblivion,  or  some  craven  scruple  40 

Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  the  event, 
A  thought  which,  quarter'd,  hath  but  one  part  wisdom 
And  ever  three  parts  coward,  I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  I  live  to  say  "This  thing's  to  do;" 
Sith  I  have  cause  and  will  and  strength  and  means 
To  do't.     Examples  gross  as  earth  exhort  me : 
Witness  this  army  of  such  mass  and  charge 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince, 
Whose  spirit  with  divine  ambition  puff'd 
Makes  mouths  at  the  invisible  event.  60 

Exposing  what  is  mortal  and  unsure 
To  all  that  fortune,  death  and  danger  dare. 
Even  for  an  egg-shell.     Rightly  to  !*•  great 
Is  not  to  stir  without  great  argument. 
But  greatly  to  rind  quarrel  in  a  straw 
When  honour's  at  the  stake.     How  stand  I  then, 
That  have  a  father  kill'd,  a  mother  statn'd, 
Excitements  of  my  reason  and  mv  blood, 
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And  let  all  sleep?  while,  to  nsy  shame,  I  see 

The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men,  30 

That,  for  a  fantasy  and  trick  of  fame, 

Go  to  their  graves  like  beds,  fight  for  a  plot 

Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause, 

Which  is  not  tomb  enough  and  continent 

To  hide  the  slain?    O,  from  this  time  forth, 

My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth !  [Erit. 


Scene  V.     Elsinore.   A  room  in  the  castle. 

Enter  Queen,  Horatio,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Queen.  I  will  not  speak  with  her. 

Gent.  She  is  importunate,  indeed  distract: 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 

Queen.  What  would  she  have? 

Gent.  She  speaks  much  of  her  father;  Bays  she  hears 
There's  tricks  i'  the  world;  and  hems,  and  beats  her  heart; 
Spurns  enviously  at  straws;  speaks  things  in  doubt, 
That  carry  but  half  sense:  her  speech  is  nothing, 
Yet  the  unshaped  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection;  they  aim  at  it, 
And  botch  the  words  up  lit  to  their  own  thoughts;  10 

Which,  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  gestures  yield  them, 
Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  might  be  thought, 
Though  nothing  sure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Hot.  'Twere  good  she  were  spoken  with ;  for  she  may 
strew 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Queen.  Let  her  come  in.  [Exit  Horatio. 

To  my  sick  soul,  as  sin's  true  nature  is, 
Each  toy  seems  prologue  to  some  great  amiss: 
So  full  of  artless  jealousy  is  guilt. 
It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt.  20 

Re-enter  Horatio,  with  Ophelia. 

Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteotr;  majesty  of  Denmark* 

Q'/cen.  How  now,  Ophelia! 

Oph.  [Sings]  How  should  1  your  true  love  know 

From  another  one? 
By  his  cockle  hat  and  staff, 

And  his  sandal  shoon. 
Queen.  Alas,  sweet  lady,  what  imports  this  song? 
Oph.   Say  you?  nay,  pray  you.  mark. 
f.S/>i#s]  He  is  dead  and  gone,  lady. 

He  is  dead  and  gone;  30 
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At  his  head  a  grass-green  turf, 
N  At  his  heels  a  stone. 

Queen.  Nay.  but,  Ophelia  — 
Oph.  Pray  you,  mark. 
[.S1('/j<7*]  "White  his  shroud  as  the  mountain  sioff, — 

Knter  Kino. 

i^'irra.  Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 

Oph.   [&'«<7*]     Larded  with  sweet  flowers: 

Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  go 
With  true-love  showers. 
Kim;.  How  do  you,  pretty  lady?  40 

Oph.  Well,  God  'ild  you!    They  say   the  owl  was  a 
baker's  daughter.     Lord,  we  know  what  we  are.  but  know 
not  what  we  may  be.     God  be  at  your  table! 
King.   Conceit  upon  her  father. 

Oph.  Pray  you,  let's  have  no  words  of  this:  but  when 
they  ask  you  what  it  means,  say  you  this: 
[£m0»]  To-morrow  is  Saint  Valentine's  day. 

All  in  the  morning  betime, 
And  I  a  maid  at  your  window,  50 

To  be  your  Valentine.  *J 
Then  up  "he  rose,  and  donn'd  his  clothes. 

And  dupp'd  the  chamber-door; 
Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid 
Never  departed  more. 
King.  Pretty  Ophelia! 

Oph.  Indeed,  la,  without  an  oath,  I'll  make  an  end  on't. 
[Sings}  By  Gis  and  by  Saint  Charity. 

Alack,  and  fie  for  shame! 
Young  men  will  do't,  if  they  come  to't ;        60 

By  coek,  they  are  to  blame. 
Quoth  she,  before  you  tumbled  me, 

You  promised  me  to  wed. 
So  would  I  ha'  done,  by  yonder  sun, 
An  thou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bed. 
King.  How  long  hath  she  been  thus? 
Oph.  I  hope  all  will  be  well.     We  must  be  patient:  but 
I  cannot  choose  but  weep,  to  think  they  should  lay  him  i' 
the  cold  ground.     My  brother  shall  know  of  it:  and  so  I 
thank  you   for    your  good  counsel.     Come,  my  coach! 
Good  night,  ladies;  good  night,  sweet  ladies:  good  night, 
good  night,  {Brii. 

King.  Follow  her  close:  give  her  good  watch,  I  prav 
you.  [Exit  Horatio. 

O,  this  is  the  poison  of  deep  grief;  it  springs 
All  from  her  father's  death.   ~0  Gertrude,  Gertrude, 
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When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies. 

But  in  battalions.     First,  her  father  slain: 

Next,  your  son  gone;  and  he  most  violent  author  80 

Of  his  own  just  remove:  the  people  muddied, 

Thick  and  unwholesome  in  their  thoughts  and  whispers, 

For  good  Polonius'  death;  and  we  have  done  but  greenly, 

In  hugger-mugger  to  inter  him:  poor  Ophelia 

Divided  from  herself  and  her  fair  judgement, 

Without  the  which  we  are  pictures,  or  mere  beasts: 

Last,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  these, 

Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France; 

Feeils  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himself  in  clouds, 

And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear  90 

With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  father's  death; 

Wherein  necessity,  of  matter  beggar'd, 

Will  nothing  stick  our  person  to  arraign 

In  ear  and  ear.     O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 

Like  to  a  murdering-piece.  in  many  places 

(Jives  me  superfluous  death.  [A  noise  tcitliitt. 

Queen.  Alaek,  what  noise  is  this? 

King.  Where  are   my   Switzetsf     Let  them  guard  the 
door. 

Enii  r  another  Gentleman. 

What  is  the  matter. 

Gent.  Save  yourself,  mj-  lord: 

The  ocean,  overpeering  of  his  list, 

Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haste  100 

Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 
O'erbears  your  officers.     The  rabble  call  him  lord- 
And,  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  custom  not  known. 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word. 
They  cry  "  Choose  we:  Laertes  shall  be  king:" 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds: 
"Laertes  shall  be  king,  Laertes  king!" 

Queen.  How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail  they  cry! 
i),  this  is  counter,  you  false  Danish  dogs!  110 

King.  The  doors  are  broke.  [Noise  within. 

Enter  Laertes,  armed;  Danes  following. 

Laer.  Where  is  this  king?     Sirs,  stand  you  all  without. 
Danes.  No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 

Jkme$.  We  will,  we  will.      [Thei/  retire  without  the  door. 
Laer.  I  thank  you:  keep  the  door.     O  thou  vile  king, 
crive  me  my  father! 
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Qn>  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That   drop  of  blood  that's  calm  proclaims  me 
bastard. 
Cries  cuckold  to  my  father,  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here,  between  the  chaste  unsnurched  brow 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King,  What  is  the  cause.  Laertes,  120 

That  thy  rebellion  looks  so  giant-like? 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude:  do  not  fear  our  person: 
There's  such  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king. 
That  treason  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would. 
Acts  little  of  his  will.     Tell  me,  Laertes. 
Why  thou  art  thus  incensed.     Let  him  go,  Gertrude. 
Speak,  man. 

Lier.  Where  is  my  father? 

King.  Dead. 

Queen.  But  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.  How  came  he  dead?  I'll  not  be  juggled  with:  130 
To  hell,  allegiance!  voire,  to  the  blackest  devil! 
Conscience  and  grace,  to  the  profoundest  pit ! 
1  dare  damnation.     To  this  point  I  stand. 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes:  only  I'll  be  revenged 
Most  thoroughly  for  my  father. 

King.  Who  shall  stay  you? 

Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  world: 
Aud  for  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  so  well. 
They  shall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laerte?. 

If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty  140 

Of  your  dear  father's  death,  is't  writ  in  your  revenge, 
That,  swoopstake,  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe, 
Winner  and  loser? 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  then? 

Laer.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  I'll  ope  my  arms: 
And  like  the  kind  life-rendering  pelican, 
Repast  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why,  now  you  speak 

Like  a  good  child  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  your  father's  death, 
And  am  most  sensible  in  grief  for  it,  150 

It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgement  pierce 
A<  day  does  to  your  eye. 

Dane*.   [Within]  Let  her  come  in. 

Laer.  How  now:  what  noise  i>  that? 
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Re-enter  Ophelia. 

O  heat,  dry  up  my  brains!  tears  seven  times  salt, 

Burn  out  the  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye! 

By  heaven,  thy  madness  shall  be  paid  by  weight, 

Till  our  scale  turn  the  beam.     O  rose  of  May! 

Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia! 

O  heavens!  is't  possible,  a  young  maid's  wits 

Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life?  160 

Nature  is  tine  in  love,  and  where  'tis  fine, 

It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 

After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph.    [&R0t.] 

They  bore  him  barefaced  on  the  bier; 
Hey  non  nonny,  nonny,  hey  nonny; 
And  in  his  grave  rain  &  many  a  tear: — 
Fare  you  well,  my  dove! 

Laer.  Hadst  thou  thy  wits,  and  didst  persuade  revenge, 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph.  [Sings]  You  must  sing  a-dowu  a-down, 

An  you  call  him  a-down-a.  171 

O.  how  the  wheel  becomes  it!    It  is  the  false  steward,  that 
stole  his  master's  daughter. 

Laer.  This  nothingvs  more  than  matter. 

Oph.  There's  rosemary,  that's  for  remembrance;  pray, 
love,  remember:  and  there  is  pansies,  that's  for  thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madness,  thoughts  and  remem- 
brance fitted.  1T9 

Oph.  There's  fennel  for  you,  and  columbines:  there? 
rue  for  you;  and  here's  some  for  me:  we  may  call  it  herb- 
grace  o'  Sundays:  O,  you  must  wear  your  rue  with  a  dif- 
ference. There's  a  daisy:  I  would  give  you  some  violets, 
but  they  withered  all  when  my  father  died :  they  say  he 
made  a  good  end, — 

[Sings]  For  bonny  sweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy. 

Laer.  Thought  and  affliction,  passion,  hell  itself, 
She  turns  to  favour  and  to  prettiness. 

Oph.  [Sings]  And  will  he  not  come  again? 
And  will  he  not  come  again? 
No,  no,  he  is  dead : 
Go  to  thy  death-bed : 
He  never  wiU  come  again. 

His  beard  was  ■white  ac  encrw, 
All  flaxen  -was  his  poll : 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone. 

And  we  cast  away  moan: 
I  rod  ha'. mercy  ou  !;'-  soul 
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And  of  all  Christiau  souls,  I  pray  God.    God  be  wi'  ve. 

Laer.  Do  you  see  this.  O  God?  [Exit.  200 

King.  Laertes,  I  must  commune  with  your  grief, 
Or  you  deuy  me  right.     Go  but  apart, 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wisest  friends  you  will. 
And  they  shall  hear  and  judge  "twixt  you  and  me: 
If  by  direct  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will  our  kingdom  give, 
Ourcrown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours, 
To  you  in  satisfaction ;  but  if  not. 

Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us.  210 

And  we  shall  jointly  labour  with  your  soul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

£aer.  Let  this  be  so ; 

His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  funeral — 
No  trophy,  sword,  nor  hatchment  o'er  his  bones, 
No  noble  rite  nor  formal  ostentation — 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heaven  to  earth, 
That  I  must  call't  in  question. 

King.  So  you  shall ; 

And  where  the  offence  is  let  the  great  axe  fall. 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me.  [Exeunt 


Scene  VI.     Another  room  in  the  castle. 

Enter  Horatio  and  a  Servant. 

Hor.  "What  are  they  that  would  speak  with  me? 

Serv.  Sailors,  sir:  they  6ay  they  have  letters  for  you. 

Hor.  Let  them  come  in.  [Exit  Servant. 

I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  should  be  greeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamlet. 

Enter  Sailors. 

Ft mt  8bA  God  bless  you,  sir. 

Hor.  Let  him  bless  thee  too. 

First  Sail.  He  shall,  sir.  an't  please  him.  There's  a  let- 
ter for  you,  sir:  it  comes  from  the  ambassador  that  was 
bound  for  England;  if  your  name  be  Horatio,  as  I  am  let 
to  know  it  is.  11 

Hor.  [R'sads]  ' '  Horatio,  when  thou  shalt  have  overlooked 
thi?.  give  these  fellow>  some  means  to  the  king:  they  hav? 
letters  for  him.  Ere  we  were  two  days  old  at  sea.  a  pirate 
nt  very  warlike  appointment  gave  us  chase.  Finding  our 
selves  too  siuxs  of  sail,  we  put  ou  a  compelled  valour,  and 
m  the  grapple  I  boarded  them,  on  the  instant  the 
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clear  of  our  ship;*  so  I  alone  became  their  prisoner.  They 
have  dealt  with  me  like  thieves  of  mercy:  but  they  knew 
what  they  did;  I  am  to  do  a  good  turn  for  them.  Let  the 
king  have  the  letters  I  have  sent;  and  repair  thou  to  me 
w  ith  as  much  speed  as  thou  wouldst  fly  death.  I  have 
words  to  speak  in  thine  ear  will  make  thee  dumb;  yet  an- 
they  much  too  light  for  the  bore  of  the  matter.  These 
good  fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I  am.  Roseucrantz  ami 
Guildenstern  hold  their  course  for  England:  of  them  I 
have  much  to  tell  thee.     Farewell.  30 

"He  that  thou  kuowest  thine,  Hamlet." 

Come,  I  will  make  you  way  for  these  your  letters; 
And  do't  the  speedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 
To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  [Kim/tf. 


Scene  VII.     Another  room  in  the  oattie. 
Enter  King  and  Laektes. 

King.   Now  must  your  conscience  my  acquittance  seal, 
And  you  must  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend, 
Sith  you  have  heard,  aud  with  a  knowing  ear, 
That  he  which  hath  your  noble  father  slain 
Pursued  my  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears:  but  tell  me 

Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  feats, 
So  crimeful  aud  so  capital  in  nature. 
As  by  your  safety,  wisdom,  all  things  else. 
You  mainly  were  stirr'd  up. 

King.  O,  for  two  special  reasons ; 

Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  uusinew'd,         10 
But  yet  to  me  they  are  strong.     The  queen  his  mother 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks;  and  for  myself — 
My  virtue  or  my  plague,  be  it  either  which — 
She's  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul, 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.     The  other  motive, 
Why  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go, 
Is  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him: 
Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection. 
Would,  like  the  spring  that  turneth  wood  to  stone,  , 

Convert  his  gyves  to  graces;  so  that  my  arrows, 
Too  slightly  timber  "d  for  so  loud  a  wind. 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again. 
And  not  where  I  had  aim'a  them. 

Idler.   And  so  have  I  a  noble  father  lost; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  term-, 
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Whoso  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again. 

Stood  challenge!  on  mount  of  all  the  age 

For  her  perfections:  but  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  vour  sleeps  for  that:    vou   must    not 
think  30 

That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  ami  dull 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger 
And  think  it  pastime.     You  shortly  shall  hear  more: 
I  loved  your  father,  and  we  love  ourself ; 
And  that.  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

How  now!  what  new-. 

Mm.  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet: 

This  to  your  majesty;  this  to  the  queen. 

King.  From  Hamlet!  who  brought  them? 

Mess.  Sailors,  my  lord,  they  say;  I  saw  them  not: 
They  were  given  me  by  Claudio ;  he  received  them         40 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them. 

Leave  us.  [Ei-it  Messenger. 

[Reads]  "  High  and  mighty,  .You  shall  know  I  am  set 
naked  on  your  kingdom.  To-morrow  shall  I  beg  leave  to 
see  your  kingly  eyes .  when  I  shall,  first  asking  your  par- 
don" thereunto*,  recount  the  occasion  of  my  sudden  and 
more  strange  return.  ' '  Hamlet.  ' 

What  should  this  mean?     Are  all  the  rest  come  back?     50 
Or  is  it  some  abuse,  and  no  such  thing? 

Laer.  Know  you  the  hand? 

King.  Tis  Hamlets  character.     ••  Naked'" 

And  in  a  postscript  here,  he  says  -i  alone.** 
Can  you  advise  me? 

Law.   I'm  lost  in  it.  my  lord.     But  let  him  come; 
It  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart. 
That  I  shall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth. 
"Thus  didest  thou." 

King.  If  it  l>e  so,  Laertes — 

As  how  should  it  be  so?  how  otherwise '.' — 
"Will  you  be  ruled  by  me? 

Li'<r.  Ay   my  lord,  60 

So  you  will  not  o'errule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace.     If  he  be  now  retuni'd. 
As  checking  at  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it,  I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit,  now  ripe  in  my  device. 
Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall: 
Aud  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe, 
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But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice 
Aud  call  it  accident. 

Laer  My  lord,  I  will  be  ruled ; 

The  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so  TO 

That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King.  It  falls  right. 

You  have  been  talk'd  of  since  your  travel  much, 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein,  they  say,  you  shine:  your  sum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  such  envy  from  him 
As  did  that  one,  and  that,  in  my  regard, 
Of  the  unworthiest  siege. 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  lord? 

King.  A  very  riband  in  the  cap  of  youth, 
Yet  needful  too ;  for  youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears  80 

Than  settled  age  his  sables  and  his  weeds, 
Importing  health  and  graveness.     Two  months  since, 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy: — 
I've  seen  myself,  and  served  against,  tho  French, 
And  they  can  well  on  horseback:  but  this  gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in't;  he  grew  unto  his  seat; 
And  to  such  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horse. 
As  he  had  been  incorpsed  and  demi-natured 
With  the  brave  beast:  so  far  he  topp'd  my  thought. 
That  I,  in  forgery  of  shapes  and  tricks,  90 

Come  short  ot  what  he  did. 

Laer.  A  Norman  was't? 

King.  A  Norman. 

Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamond. 

King.  The  very  same. 

Laer.  I  know  him  well :  he  is  the  brooch  indeed 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

King.  He  made  confession  of  you, 
Aud  gave  you  such  a  masterly  report 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defence 
And  for  jour  rapier  most  especially, 
That  he  cried  out,  'twould  be  a  sight  indeed,  100 

If  one  could  match  you:  the  scrimers  of  their  nation, 
He  swore,  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  eye, 
If  you  opposed  them.     Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  so  envenom  with  his  envy 
That  he  could  nothing  do  but  wish  and  beg 
Your  sudden  coming  o'er,  to  play  with  him. 
■Now.  out  of  this. — 

Lasr.  What  out  of  this,  my  lord? 

King.  Laertes  was  your  father  dear  to  \ou. 
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Or  arc  you  like  the  painting  of  a  sorrow. 
A  face  "without  a  heart? 

Laer.  Why  ask  you  thisr  110 

King.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  father; 
But  that  I  know  love  is  begun  by  time; 
And  that  I  see,  in  passages  of  proof, 
Time  qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it. 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick  or  snuff  that  will  abate  it; 
Ami  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still; 
For  goodness,  growing  to  a  pluri?y, 

Dies  in  his  own  too  much :  that  we  would  do,  119 

We  should  do  when  we  would;  for  this  "would"  changes 
Aud  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents; 
Aud  then  this  "  should"  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh, 
That  hurts  by  easing.     But,  to  the  quick  o'  the  ulcer: — 
Hamlet  comes  back:  what  would  you  undertake, 
To  show  yourself  your  father's  son  in  deed 
More  than  in  words? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  throat  i'  the  church. 

King.  No  place,  indeed,  should  murder  sanctuarize; 
Revenge  should  have  no  bounds.     But,  good  Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  close  within  your  chamber.         130 
Hamlet  return'd  shall  know  you  arecome  home: 
We'll  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence 
And  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  gave  you.  bring  you  in  fine  together 
And  wager  on  your  heads :  he,  being  remiss, 
Most  generous  "and  free  from  all  contriving, 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils:  so  that,  with  ease, 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  you  may  choose 
A  sword  unbated,  and  in  a  pass  of  practice 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer.  Iwilldo't:  140 

And,  for  that  purpose,  I'll  anoint  my  sword. 
I  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank, 
So  mortal  that,  but  dip  a  knife  in  it, 
Where  it  draws  blood  no  cataplasm  so  rare, 
Collected  from  all  simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  save  the  thing  from  death 
That  is  but  scratch'd  withal :  I'll  touch  my  point 
With  this  contagion,  that,  if  I  araii  him  slightlv, 
I»  may  be  death. 

King.  Let"?  further  think  of  this: 

Weigh  what  convenience  both  of  lime  and  means  15© 

May  fit  us  to  out  shape .  if  this  should  fail, 
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Aud  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance, 

'Twere  better  not  assay 'd:  therefore  this  project 

Should  have  a  back  or  second,  that  might  hold, 

If  this  should  blast  in  proof.     Soft!  let  me  sec: 

We'll  make  a  solemn  wager  on  jour  cunniugs: 

I  ha't: 

When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  aud  dry — 

As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end — 

And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  I'll  have  prepared  him         16C 

A  chalice  for  the  nonce,  whereon  but  sipping, 

If  he  by  chance  escape  your  venom'd  stuck, 

Our  purpose  may  hold  there. 

Enter  Queen. 

How  now,  sweet  queen ! 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 
So  fast  they  follow:  your  sister's  drown'd,  Laertes. 

Laer.  Drown'd!     O,  where? 

Queen.  There  is  a  willow  grows  aslant  a  brook. 
That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream; 
There  with  fantastic  garlands  did  she  come 
Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples         17(' 
That  liberal  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name, 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call  them: 
There,  on  the  pendent  boughs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  silver  broke; 
When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  herself 
Fell  in  the  weeping  brook.     Her  clothes  spread  wide; 
And,  mermaid-like,  awhile  they  bore  her  up: 
Which  time  she  chanted  snatches  of  old  tunes; 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  distress, 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indued  1W 

Unto  that  element:  but  long  it  could  not  be 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
Pull'd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas,  then,  she  is  drown'd? 

Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Laer.  Too  much  of  water  hast  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears-  but  yet 
It  is  our  trick;  nature  her  custom  holds, 
Let  shame  say  what  it  will:  wheu  these  air  gone, 
The  woman  will  be  out.     Adieu,  my  lord:  190 

1  have  a  speech  of  fire,  that  fain  would  blaze, 
But  that  this  folly  douts  it.  I  %rit, 

K*ng.  Let's  follow,  Gertiudfc; 
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How  much  I  bad  to  do  to  calm  his  rage! 

how  fear  I  this  will  give  it  start  again; 

Therefore  let's  follow.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   V. 

Scene  I.     -4  c?iurchyard. 
Enter  tico  Clown*,  trith  spades,  dx. 

Fn-xt  Cl'h  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  Christian  burial  that 
wilfully  seeks  her  own  salvation? 

S  I'1".  I  tell  thee  she  is;  and  therefore  make  her  grave 
straight:  the  crowner  hath  sat  on  her,  and  finds  it  Chris 
!i:in  burial. 

First  CI".  How  can  that  be,  unless  she  drowned  herself 
in  her  own  defence? 

Clo.   Wby.  'tis  found  so. 

First  Clo.  It'must  be  "  se  offendendo:"  it  cannot  beelse. 
For  here  lies  the  point:  if  I  drown  myself  wittingly,  it 
argue*  an  act:  and  an  act  hath  three  branches;  it  is.  to  act. 
to  do.  and  to  perform:  argal.  she  drowned  herself  wit 
tingly. 

Clo.   Nay.  but  hear  j-ou,  goodman  delver, — 

First  Clo.  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water:  good 
here  stands  the  man;  good:  if  the  man  go  to  this  water, 
and  drown  himself,  it  is,  will  he,  nill  he,  he  goes, — mark 
you  that;  but  if  the  water  come  to  him  and  drown  him,  he 
drowns  not  himself:  argal,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own 
death  shortens  not  his  own  life. 

Sec.  Clo.  But  is  this  law? 

First  Clo.  Av,  marrv,  is't;  crowner 's  quest  law. 

See.  Clo.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't?  If  this  had  not 
been  a  gentlewoman,  she  should  ha'  been  buried  out  o' 
Christian  burial. 

HM  Clo.  Why.  there  thou  say 'at:  and  the  more  pity  that 
great  folk  should*  have  countenance  in  this  world  to  drown 
or  hang  themselves,  more  than  their  even  Christian.  Come. 
my  spade.  There  is  no  ancient  gentlemen  but  gardeners. 
ditchers,  and  grave-makers:  they  hold  up  Adam's  profes- 
sion. 

Sv.  CI".  Was  lie  a  gentleman'.' 

First  Clo.  He  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arms. 

See.  Clo.  Why,  he  had  none.  39 

First  Clo.  What,  art  a  heathen/  How  dost  thou  under- 
stand the  Scripture?  The  Scripture  says  "  Adam  digged:" 
could  he  dkr  without  arms?     I'll  put  another  question  to 
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thee:  if  thou  answerest  me  not  to  the  purpose,  confess 
thyself — 

Sec.  Clo.  Go  to. 

First  Clo.  What  is  he  that  builds  stronger  than  either  the 
mason,  the  shipwright,  or  the  carpenter? 

Sec.  Clo.  The  gallows-maker;  for  that  frame  outlives  a 
thousand  tenants.  50 

First  Clo.  I  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith:  the  gallows 
does  well;  but  how  does  it  wellV  it  does  well  to  those  that 
do  ill:  now  thou  dost  ill  to  say  the  gallows  is  built  stronger 
than  the  church:  argal,  the  gallows  may  do  well  to  thee. 
To't  again,  come. 

Sec.  Clo.  "Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason,  a  ^iiip 
wright,  or  a  carpenter?" 

First  Clo.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

Sec.  Clo.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell.  60 

First  Clo.  To't. 

Sec.  Clo.  Mass,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio,  at  a  distance. 

First  Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it,  for  your 
dull  ass  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating;  and,  when 
you  are  asked  this  question  next,  say  "a  grave-maker:"  the 
houses  that  he  makes  last  till  doomsday.  Go,  get  thee  to 
fYaughan:  fetch  me  a  stoup  of  liquor. 

[Exit  Sec.  Oleum. 
[lie  digs,  and  sing*. 
In  youth,  when  I  did  love,  did  love, 

Methought  it  was  very  sweet,  TO 

To  contract,  O,  the  time,  for,  ah,  my  behove, 
O,  methought,  there  was  nothing  meet. 
Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  business,  that  be 
sings  at  grave-making? 
Hot.  Custom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  easiness. 
Ham.  'Tis  e'en  so:  the  hand  of  little  employment  hath 
the  daintier  sense. 
First  Clo.     [Sings] 

But  age,  with  his  stealing  steps, 

Hath  claw'd  me  in  his  clutch,  Hfl 

And  hath  shipped  me  intil  the  land, 
As  if  I  had  never  been  such. 

[  Tkrotes  up  a  tktiU. 
Ham.  That  skull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  sing  once, 
how  the  knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground,  as  if  it  were  Cain's 
jaw-bone,  that  did  the  first  murder!  It  might  be  the  pate 
of  a  politician,  which  this  ass  now  o'er-rcaches:  one  that 
would  circumvent  God,  might  it  not? 
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Hor.  It  might,  ray  lord.  S9 

Ham.  Or  of  a  courtier;  which  could  say  "  Good  morrow, 
sweet  lord!  How  dost  thou,  good  lordV'  This  might  be 
my  lord  such-a-one,  that  praised  my  lord  such-a-one's 
horse,  when  he  meant  to  beg  it;  might  it  not? 

Hor.  At,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why/e'en  so:  and  now  my  Lady  Worm's;  chap- 
less,  and  knocked  about  the  mazzard  with  a  sexton's  spade 
here's  line  revolution,  an  we  had  the  trick  ti,  see't.  Did 
these  bones  cost  no  more  the  breeding,  but  to  play  at  log 
gats  with  'em?  mine  ache  to  think  ou't.  101 

First  Clo.     [Sings] 

A  pick-axe,  and  a  spade,  a  spade, 

For  and  a  shrouding  sheet: 
O,  a  bit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet. 

[Throw*  up  another  skull 

Ham.  There's  another:  why  may  not  that  be  the  skull 
of  a  lawyer?  Where  be  his  quiddities  now,  his  quillets, 
his  cases,  his  tenures,  and  his  tricks?  why  does  he  suffer 
this  rude  knave  now  to  knock  him  al>out  the  sconce  with  a 
dirty  shovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  cf  his  action  of  battery? 
Hum!  This  fellow  might  be  in's  time  a  great  buyer  of 
land,  with  his  statutes,  his  recognizances,  his  tines,  his 
double  vouchers,  his  recoveries:  is  this  the  fine  of  his  fines, 
and  the  recovery  of  his  recoveries,  to  have  his  tine  pate  full 
of  fine  dirt?  will  his  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his 
purchases,  and  double  ones  too,  than  the  length  and  breadth 
of  a  pair  of  indentures?  The  very  conveyances  of  his 
lands  will  hardly  lie  in  this  box;  and  mu*t  the  inheritor 
himself  have  no  more,  ha? 

Hor.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Is  not  parchment  made  of  sheepskins? 

Hor.  Av,  my  lonl.  and  of  calf-skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  sheep  and  calves  which  seek  out  assur- 
ance in  that.  I  will  speak  to  this  fellow.  Whose  grave's 
this,  sirrah? 

First  Clo.  Mine,  sir. 

[Sj'tj^]  O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 

For  such  a  guest  is  meet.  130 

Ham.  I  think  it  be  thiue.  indeed;  for  thou  liest  in't. 

First  Clo.  You  lie  out  on't.  sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not 
yours;  for  my  part.  I  do  not  lie  in't,  and  yet  it  is  mine. 

Ham.  Thou  dost  lie  in't,  to  be  in't  and  say  it  is  thine;  'tis 
for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick ;  therefore  thou  liest. 

First  Clo.  "Tis  a  quick  lie,  sir;  'twill  away  again,  from 
m«  v*  you.  ]  *. 
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Ham.   What  man  dost  thou  dig  it  for? 

First  Clo.  For  no  man,  sir. 

Haiu.  What  woman,  then'.' 

Firxt  Clo.  For  none,  neither. 

Ham.  Wrho  is  to  be  buried  in't? 

Fird  Clo.  One  that  was  a  woman,  sir;  but.  rest  her  soul 
?he's  dead. 

Ham.  How  absolute  the  knave  is!  we  must  speak  by  the 
card,  or  equivocation  will  undo  us.  By  the  Lord,  Horatio, 
these  three  years  I  have  taken  a  note  of  it;  the  age  is  grown 
so  picked  that  the  toe  of  the  peasant  conies  so  near  the 
heel  of  the  courtier,  he  galls  his  kibe.  How  long  hast  ihou 
been  a  grave-maker? 

First  Clo.  Of  all  the  days  i'  the  year,  I  came  to't  that 
day  that  our  last  king  Hamlet  overcame  Fortinbras. 

11a hi.  How  long  is  that  since? 

First  Clo.  Cannot  you  tell  that?  every  fool  can  tell  that : 
it  was  the  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born;  he  that 
i>  mad.  and  sent  unto  England. 

Ham.   Ay,  marry,  why  was  he  sent  into  England? 

First  Clo.  Why,  because  he  was  mad:  he  shall  recover 
his  wits  there;  or,  if  he  do  not,  it's  no  great  matter  there. 

1  la i it.   Why? 

Firxt  Clo.  'Twill  not  be  seen  in  him  there;  there  the  men 
are  as  mad  as  he.  170 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad? 

first  Clo.   Very  strangely,  they  >ay. 

Ham.  How  strangely? 

Firxt  Clo.   Faith,  e'en  with  losing  his  wits. 

Ham.  Upon  what  ground? 

first  Clo.  Why.  here  in  Denmark:  1  have  been  sexton 
here,  man  and  boy.  thirty  years. 

Ham.   How  lomr  will  a  man  lie  i'  the  earth  ere  he  rot? 

Firxt  Clo.  I'  faith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die—as 
we  have  many  pocky  corses  now-a-days,  that  will  scarce 
hold  the  laying  in — he  will  last  you  some  eight  year  or 
nine  year:  a  tanner  will  last  you  nine  year. 

Ham.   Why  he  more  than  another? 

First  Clo.  Why,  sir,  his  hide  is  so  tanned  with  his  trade, 
'hat  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  white;  and  your  wafer 
is  a  sore  deeayer  of  your  whoreson  dead  body.  Here's  a 
skull  now;  this  skull  has  lain  in  the  earth  three  and  twenty 
years.  1 U 1 

Ham.  Whose  was  it  ? 

Firxt  Clo.  A  whoreson  mad  fellow's  it  was:  whose  do 
you  think  it  was? 

Ham.  Nay,  Ilinow  not. 
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Ft  rat  Ch>.  A  pestilence  oa  Lim  for  a  mad  rogue!  a'  poured 
a  flagon  of  Rhenish  on  my  head  once.  This  same  skull, 
sir.  was  Yorick's  skull,  the*  king's  jester. 

Ham.  This?  200 

Firtt  Clo.  Eeu  that 

Ham.  Let  me  see.  [Takes  the  skull.]  Alas,  poor  Yorick! 
I  knew  him,  Horatio:  a  fellow  of  infinite  jest,  of  most 
excellent  fancy:  he  hath  borne  me  on  his  back  a  thousand 
times;  and  now,  how  abhorred  in  my  imagination  it  is!  my 
gorge  rises  at  it.  Here  hung  those  lips  that  I  have  kissed 
I  know  not  how  oft.  Where  be  your  gibes  now?  your 
gambols?  your  songs?  your  flashes  of  merriment,  that 
were  wont  to  set  the  table  on  a  roar?  Not  one  now,  to 
mock  your  own  grinning?  quite  chop-fallen?  Now  get  you 
to  my  lady's  chamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her  paint  an  inch 
thick,  to  this  favour  she  must  come;  make  her  laugh  at 
that.     Prithee,  Horatio,  tell  me  one  thing. 

Hor.  What's  that,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Dost  thou  think  Alexander  looked  o'  this  fashion 
i'  the  earth? 

Hor.  E'en  so.  390 

Ham.  And  smelt  so?  pah!  [Puts  down  the  shtU. 

Hor.  E'en  so,  my  lord. 

Ham.  To  what  base  uses  we  may  return,  Horatio!  Why 
may  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  dust  of  Alexander,  till 
we  find  it  stopping  a  bung-hole? 

Hor.  'Twere  to  consider  too  curiously,  to  consider  so. 

Hain.  No.  faith,  not  a  jot:  but  to  follow  him  thither  with 
modesty  enough,  aud  likelihood  to  lead  it:  as  thus:  Alex- 
ander died.  Alexander  was  buried.  Alexander  returneth 
into  dust;  the  dust  is  earth:  of  earth  we  make  loam;  and 
why  of  that  loam,  whereto  he  was  converted,  might  they 
not  stop  a  beer-barrel? 

Imperious  Csesar,  dead  aud  turn'd  to  clay. 

Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away: 

O,  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe. 

Should  patch  a  wall  to  expel  the  winter's  flaw! 
But  soft !  but  soft !  aside :  here  comes  the  king, 

Priests,  <fcc.,  in  procession;  the  Corpse  ^'Ophelia, 
Laertes  and  Mourners  following;  KrxG.  Queen,  their 
trains,  cfv. 

The  queen,  the  courtiers:  who  is  this  they  follow? 

And  with  such  maimed  rites?    This  doth  betoken 

The  corse  they  follow  did  with  desperate  hand 

Fordo  its  own  life:  'twas  of  some  e:>tate. 

Couch  we  awhile,  and  mark.  [xletiri%£  irith  H-i-<*bA 
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Laer.  What  ceremony  else? 

Ham.  Thai  is  Laertes. 

A  very  noble  youth:  mark. 

Lae'r.  What  ceremony  else? 

First  Priest.  Her  obsequies  have  been  as  far  enlarged 
As  we  have  warrantise :  her  death  was  doubtful ;  250 

And,  but  that  great  command  o'ersways  the  order, 
She  should  in  ground  unsanctified  have  lodged 
Till  the  last  trumpet;  for  charitable  prayers. 
Shards,  flints  and  pebbles  should  be  thrown  on  her: 
Yet  here  she  is  allow'd  her  virgin  crants. 
Her  maiden  strewments  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.  Must  there  no  more  be  done? 

First  Priest.  No  more  be  done : 

We  should  profane  the  service  of  the  dead 
To  sing  a  requiem  and  such  rest  to  her  260 

As  to  peace-parted  souls. 

Laer.  Lay  her  i'  the  earth : 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh 
May  violets  spring!     I  tell  thee,  churlish  priest. 
A  ministering  angel  shall  my  sister  be, 
When  thou  best  howling. 

Ham.  What,  the  fair  Ophelia! 

Queen.  Sweets  to  the  sweet:  farewell!  [Scattering  flowers. 
I  hoped  thou  shouldst  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife; 
I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  sweet  maid, 
And  not  have  strew'd  thy  grave. 

Laer.  O,  treble  woe 

Full  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  head,  270 

Whose  wicked  deed  thy  most  ingenious  sense 
Deprived  thee  of!  Hold  off  the  earth  awhile. 
Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more,  in  mine  arms: 

[Leaps  into  the  (/rare. 
Now  pile  your  dust  upon  the  quick  and  dead, 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made. 
To  o'ertop  old  Pelion,  or  the  skyish  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Ham.   [Advancing]  What  is  he  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis?  whose  phrase  ot  sorrow. 
Conjures  the  wandering  stars,  and  makes  them  stand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers?    This  is  I,  280 

Hamlet  the  Dane.  [Leaps  into  the  grace. 

Laer.  The  devil  take  thy  soul ! 

[Grappling  with  him. 

Ham.  Thou  pray'st  not  well. 
I  prithee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat; 
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For.  though  1  am  not  spleuitivc  ami  rash. 
Yet  have  I  something  in  me  dangerous. 
Which  let  thy  wiseness  fear:  hold  off  thy  hand. 

King.  Pluck  them  asunder. 

Queen.  Hamlet,  Hamlet! 

All.  Gentlemen. — 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

[The  Attendants  part  them,  and  they  come  out  of  tlu 

gra  <•<-. 

Ham.  "Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  longer  wag.  290 

Queen.  O  my  son,  what  theme? 

Ham.  I  loved  Ophelia:  fort}-  thousand  brothers 
Could  not,  with  all  their  quantity  of  love. 
Make  up  my  sum.     What  wilt  thou  do  for  her? 

King.  O,  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Queen.  For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 

Ham.  'Swounds.  show  me  what  thou*lt  do: 
Woo't  weep?  woo't  fight?  woo't  fast?  woo't  tear  thyself? 
Woo't  drink  up  eisel?  eat  a  crocodile? 
I'll  do't.     Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine?  300 

To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  so  will  I: 
And.  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us.  till  our  ground, 
Singeing  his  pate  against  the  burning  zone. 
Make  Ossa  like  a  wart!     Nay,  an  thou'lt  mouth, 
I'll  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Queen.  This  is  mere  madness : 

And  thus  awhile  the  fit  will  work  en  him; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove. 

When  that  her  golden  couplets  are  disclosed,  310 

Ili^  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Hah>.  "  Hear  you.  sir; 

What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  me  thus? 
I  loved  you  ever:  but  it  is  no  matter; 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may. 
The  cat  will  mew  and  dos:  will  have  his  day.  [Exil, 

King.  I  pray  you,  good  Horatio,  wait  upon  him. 

[Exit  Horatio. 
[To  Laertes]  Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  last  night's 

speech . 
We'll  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push. 
Good  Gertrude,  set  some  watch  over  your  son. 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument;  320 

An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see ; 
Till  then,  in  patience  ofr  proceeding  be.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  II.    A  hall  in  the  eatfo. 
Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  So  much  for  this,  sir:  now  shall  you  see  the  other; 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumstance? 

liar.  Remember  it,  my  lord ! 

Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting, 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep:  methought  I  lay 
Worse  than  the  mutines  in  the  bilboes.    Rashly, 
And  praised  be  rashness  for  it,  let  us  know, 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well, 
When  our  deep  plots  do  pall :  and  that  should  teach  us 
There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends.  10 

Rough-hew  them  how  we  will, — 

Hor.  That  is  most  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  cabin. 
My  sea-gown  scarf 'd  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Groped  I  to  find  out  them;  had  my  desire, 
Finger'd  their  packet,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again;  making  so  bold, 
My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission;  where  1  found,  ILi-atio, — 

0  royal  knavery ! — an  exact  command, 

Larded  with  many  several  sorts  of  reasons  20 

Importing  Denmark's  health  and  England's  too. 

With,  ho!  such  bugs  and  goblins  in  my  life, 

That,  on  the  supervise,  no  leisure  bate./, 

No,  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe 

My  head  should  be  struck  off. 

Hor.  Is't  possible? 

Ham.  Here's  the  commission :  reai  it  at  more  leisure. 
But  wilt  thou  hear  me  how  I  did  p»<  i  eed? 

Hor.  I  beseech  you. 

Ham.  Being  thus  be-netted  reran'  with  villau'es, — 
Ere  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains,  30 

They  had  begun  the  play — 1  sat  n;c  down, 
Devised  a  new  commission,  wrote  it  fair: 

1  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statists  do, 

A  baseness  to  write  fair  and  labour'd  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning,  but.  sir,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  service:  wilt  thou  know 
The  effect  of  what  I  wrote? 

Hor.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  An  earnest  conjuration  from  the  king. 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary, 
As  love  between  them  like  the  palm  might  flourish,         40 
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A>  peace  should  stili  her  wheateu  garland  wear 
Aud  stand  a  comma  'tween  their  amities. 
Aud  many  suchlike  *'  As  "es  of  great  charge. 
That,  on  the  view  aud  knowing  of  these  content*. 
Without  debatement  further,  more  or  less. 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death. 
Not  shriviug-time  allow'd. 

Hor.  How  was  this  seal'd? 

Ham.  Why,  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinant. 
I  had  my  father's  signet  in  my  purse, 
Which  was  the  model  of  that 'Danish  seal;  50 

Folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  the  other, 
Subscribed  it,  gave't  the  impression,  placed  it  safely, 
The  changeling  never  known.     Now.  the  next  day 
Was  our  sea-fight ;  and  wbat  to  this  was  sequent 
Thou  know'st  already. 

Hor.  So  Guiidenstern  and  Rosencrautz  go  to't. 

HuiK  Why,  man.  they  did  make  love  to  this  employment ; 
They  are  not  near  my  conscience;  their  defeat 
Does  by  their  own  insinuation  grow; 

'Tis  dangerous  when  the  baser  nature  comes  60 

Between  the  pass  and  fell  incensed  points 
Of  mighty  opposites. 

Uor.  Why,  what  a  king  is  this: 

Ham.  Does  it  not,  think  st  thee,  stand  me  now  upon — 
He  that  hath  kill'd  my  king  and  whored  my  mother, 
Popp'd  in  between  the  election  aud  my  hopes. 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life. 
And  with  such  cozenage — is't  not  perfect  conscience, 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm?  and  is't  not  to  be  damn'd, 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  further  evil?  70 

Hor.  It  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  from  England 
What  is  the  issue  of  the  business  there. 

Ham.  It  will  be  short:  the  interim  is  mine; 
And  a  man's  life's  no  more  than  to  say  "One." 
But  I  am  very  sorry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  myself; 
For,  by  the  image  of  my  cause,  I  see 
The  portraiture  of  his:  I'll  court  his  favours: 
But,  sure,  the  bravery  of  Ms  grief  did  put  me 
Into  a  towering  passion. 

Hor.  Peace!  who  comes  here?  80 

Enter Osric. 

V*r.  Your  lordship  is  right  welcome  b^ck  to  Denmark. 
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Ilam.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir.     Dost  know  this  water- 

fly. 

H'>v.  No.  my  good  lord. 

Ilam.  Thy  state  is  the  moro  gracious ;  for  'tis  a  vice  to 
know  him.  He  hath  much  land,  and  fertile:  let  a  beast  be 
lord  of  beasts,  and  his  crib  shall  stand  at  the  king's  mess: 
'tis  a  chough;  but,  as  I  sav,  spacious  in  the  possession  of 
dirt.  00 

Oar.  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordship  were  at  leisure .  I  should 
impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  majesty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it,  sir,  with  all  diligence  of  spirit. 
Put  your  bonnet  to  his  right  use:  'tis  for  the  head. 

Osr.  I  thank  your  lordship,  it  is  very  hot. 

Hani.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold;  the  wind  is  north- 
erly. 90 

Oar.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet  methinks  it  is  very  sultry  and  hot  for  my 
complexion. 

Osr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord;  it  is  very  sultry. — as 'twere. 
— I  cannot  tell  how.  But,  my  lord,  his  majesty  bade  me 
signify  to  you  that  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head : 
sir,  this  is  the  matter, — 

Ilam.  I  beseech  you,  remember — 

[Hamlet  moves  Mm  to  put  on  Ms  hat. 

Osr.  Nay  good,  my  lord;  for  mine  ease,  in  good  faith. 
Sir,  here  is  newly  come  to  court  Laertes;  believe  me,  an 
absolute  gentleman,  full  of  most  excellent  differences,  of 
very  soft  society  and  great  showing:  indeed,  to  speak  feel- 
ingly of  him,  he  is  the  card  or  calendar  of  gentry,  for  you 
shall  find  in  him  the  continent  of  what  part  a  gentleman 
would  see. 

Ham.  Sir,  his  definement  suffers  no  perdition  in  you; 
though,  I  know,  to  divide  him  inventorially  would  dizzy 
the  arithmetic  of  memory,  fand  yet  but  yaw  neither,  in 
respect  of  his  quick  sail.  But,  in  the  verity  of  extolment, 
I  take  him  to  be  a  soul  of  great  article;  and  his  infusion  of 
such  dearth  and  rareness,  as,  to  make  true  diction  of  him, 
his  semblable  is  his  mirror;  and  who  else  would  trace  him, 
his  umbrage,  nothing  more. 

Osr.  Your  lordship  speaks  most  infallibly  of  him. 

Ham.  The  concernancy,  sir?  why  do  we  wrap  thegeutle- 
mau  in  our  more  rawer  breath? 

Osr.  Sir?  180 

Hot.  Is't  not  possible  to  understand  in  another  tongue? 
You  will  do't,  sir,  really. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  gentleman? 

Osr.  Of  Laertes? 
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Hor.  His  purse  is  empty  alreadv  ;  ail's  golden  words  are 
spent. 

Ham.  Of  him,  sir. 

0*w.  I  know  you  are  not  ignorant — 

Ham.  I  would  you  did,  sir;  yet,  in  faith,  if  you  did,  it 
would  not  much  approve  me.     Well,  sir? 

Osr.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is— 

Ham.  I  dare  not  confess  that,  lest  I  should  compare  with 
him  in  excellence ;  but,  to  know  a  man  well,  were  to  know 
himself. 

Osr.  I  mean,  sir,  for  his  weapon;  but  in  the  imputation 
laid  on  him  by  them,  in  his  meed  he's  unfellowed.         150 

Ham.  "What's  his  weapon? 

Osr.  Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham..  That's  two  of  his  weapons;  but,  well. 

Osr.  The  kiug,  sir,  hath  wagered  with  him  six  Barbary 
horses:  against  the  which  he  has  imponed,  as  I  take  it,  six 
French  rapiers  and  poniards,  with  their  assigns,  as  girdle, 
hangers,  and  so:  three  of  the  carriages,  in  faith,  are  very 
dear  to  fancy,  very  responsive  to  the  hilts,  most  delicate 
carriages,  and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham.   What  call  you  the  carriages': 

Hor.  I  knew  you  must  be  edified  by  the  margeut  ere  you 
had  done. 

Osr.  The  carriages,  sir,  are  the  hangers. 

Ham.  The  phrase  would  be  more  germau  to  the  matter, 
if  we  could  carry  canuon  by  our  sides:  I  would  it  might  be 
hangers  till  then.  But,  on":  six  Barbary  horses  against  six 
French  swords,  their  assigns,  and  three  liberal-conceited 
carriages;  that's  the  French  bet  against  the  Danish.  Why 
is  this  "  imponed,"  as  you  call  it?  171 

Osr.  The  king,  sir,  hath  laid,  that  in  a  dozen  passes 
between  yourself  and  him,  he  shall  not  exceed  you  three 
hits:  he  hath  laid  on  twelve  for  nine;  and  it  would  come 
to  immediate  trial,  if  your  lordship  would  vouchsafe  the 
answer. 

Ham.  How  if  I  answer  •no"? 

Osr.  I  mean,  m}-  lord,  the  opposition  of  vour  person  in 
trial.  179 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  iu  the  hall:  if  it  please  his 
majesty,  'tis  the  breathirjg  time  of  day  with  me;  let  the 
foils  be  brought,  the  gentleman  willing,  and  the  king  hold 
his  purpose,  I  will  wiu  for  him  an  I  can;  if  not,  I  will  gain 
nothing  but  my  shame  and  the  odd  hits. 

Osr.  Shall  I  re-deliver  you  e'en  soil 

Bam.  To  this  effect,  sir:  after  what  flourish  vour  nature 
will. 
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O.v/'.   I  commend  nay  duty  to  your  lordship. 

Ham.  Yours,  yours.  [Bait  0*/7>\]  He  does  well  to  com 
mend  it  himself;  there  are  no  tongues  else  tor's  turn. 

Hor.  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  shell  on  his  head. 

ILint.  He  did  comply  with  his  dug,  before  he  sucked  it. 
Thus  has  he — and  many  more  of  the  same  bevy  that  I  know 
the  drossy  age  dotes  on— only  got  the  tune  of  the  time  ami 
outward  habit  of  encounter;  a  kind  of  yesty  collection, 
which  carries  them  through  and  through  the  most  fanu'd 
and  winnowed  opinions;  and  do  but  blow  them  to  their 
trial,  the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  My  lord,  his  majesty  commended  him  to  you  by 
young  Osric,  who  brings  back  to  him,  that  you  attend  him 
in  the  hall:  lie  sends  to  know  if  your  pleasure  hold  to  play 
with  Laertes,  or  that  you  will  take  longer  time. 

Ham.  I  am  constant  to  my  purposes;  they  follow  the 
king's  pleasure :  if  his  fitness  speaks,  mine  is  ready ;  now  or 
whensoever,  provided  I  be  so  able  as  now.  211 

TiOrd.  The  king  and  queen  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Ham.  In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  queen  desires  you  to  use  some  gentle  enter 
taiument  to  Laertes  before  you  fall  to  play. 

Ham.  She  well  instructs  me.  [Exit  Lord. 

Hor.  You  will  lose  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  do  not  think  so:  since  he  went  into  France.  1 
have  been  in  continual  practice;  I  shall  win  at  the  odds. 
But  thou  wouldst  not  think  how  ill  all's  here  about  my 
heart:  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hor.  Nay,  good  my  lord. — 

Ham.  It  "is  but  foolery;  but  it  is  such  a  kind  of  gain-giv- 
ing, as  would  perhaps  trouble  a  woman. 

Hor.  If  your  mind  dislike  any  thing,  obey  it:  I  will 
forestal  their  repair  hither,  and  say  you  are  not  fit.        229 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defy  augury:" there's  a  special  provi- 
dence in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow.  If  it  be  now,  'tis  not  to 
come;  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will  be  now;  if  it  be  not  now, 
yet  it  will  come:  the  readiness  is  all:  since  no  man  has 
aught  of  what  he  leaves,  what  is't  to  leave  betimes? 

Knter  King,  Queen,  Laertes,  Lords.  Osric,  and  Atten- 
dants teitfi  foil*,  dr. 

King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 
[i/w  King pvte  LaerteJ  hand  into  Hamkfx. 
Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon,  sir:  I've  done  you  wrong; 
But  pardon't.  as  you  are  a  gentleman, 
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This  presence  know-. 

And  you  must  needs  have  beam.  Luw  1  am  puuish'd      21<) 

With  sore  distraction.     What  I  have  done. 

That  might  your  nature,  honour  and  exception 

Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madness. 

Wast  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes?    Never  Hamlet: 

If  Hamlet  from  himself  be  ta'eu  away, 

And  when  he's  not  himself  does  wrong  Laertes, 

Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it. 

Who  does  it.  then?     His  madness:  if't  be  so. 

Hamlet  is  of  tbe  faction  that  is  wrong'd : 

His  madness  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy.  250 

Sir,  in  this  audience. 

Let  my  disclaiming  from  a  purposed  evil 

Free  me  so  far  in  your  most  generous  thoughts. 

Tbat  I  have  shot  mine  arrow  o'er  the  house, 

And  hurt  my  brother. 

Laer.  I  am  satisfied  in  nature. 

Whose  motive,  in  this  case,  should  stir  me  most 
To  my  reveuge:  but  in  my  terms  of  honour 
I  stand  aloof;  and  will  no  reconcilement, 
Till  by  some  elder  masters,  of  known  honour, 
I  have  a  voice  and  precedent  of  peace.  260 

To  keep  my  name  ungored.     But  till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  offer'd  love  like  love. 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Him.  I  embrace  it  freely : 

And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play. 
Give  us  the  foils.     Come  on. 

Lau:  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham.  I'll  be  jour  foil.  Laertes:  in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  shall,  like  a  star  i'  the  darkest  night, 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed. 

Laer.  You  mock  me,  sir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 

Ki»y.  Give  them  the  foils,  youugOsric.  Cousin  Hamlet, 
You  know  the  wager?  271 

Ham.  Very  well,  my  lord; 

Your  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'  the  weaker  side. 

King.  I  do  not  fear  it ;  I  have  seen  you  both : 
But  since  he  is  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Ltxer.  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  see  another. 

Hnm.  This  likes  me  well.     These  foils  have  all  a  length' 

[  Thty  prepire  to  play. 

<kr.   Ay.  my  good  lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  stoups  »f  wine  np  >n  that  table. 
If  Hamlet  give  the  first  W  se<  vnd  hit. 
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Or  quit  in  answer  of  the  third  exchange,  28U 

Let  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire; 

The  king  shall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath; 

And  in  the  cup  an  union  shall  he  throw, 

Richer  than  that  which  four  successive  kings 

In  Denmark's  crown  have  worn.     Give  me  the  cups; 

And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak. 

The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without, 

The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heavens  to  earth, 

"  Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet."    Come,  begin: 

And  you,  the  judges,  bear  a  wary  eye.  HO 

Ham.  Come  on,  sir. 

Laer.  Come,  my  lord.  [They  play. 

Ham.  One. 

Laer.  No. 

Ham.  Judgement. 

Osr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

Laer.  Well;  again. 

King.  Stay ;  give  me  drink.     Hamlet,  this  pearl  is  thine 
Here's  to  thy  health. 

[Trumpets  sound,  and  cannon  shot  off  within. 
Give  him  the  cup. 

Ham.  I'll  play  this  bout  first:  set  it  by  awhile. 
Come.     [They play.]     Another  hit;  what  say  you? 

Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch.  I  do  confess. 

King.  Our  son  shall  win. 

Queen.  He's  fat,  and  scant  of  breath. 

Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin,  rub  thy  brows: 
The  queen  carouses  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet.  300 

Ham.  Good  madam! 

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen.  I  will,  my  lord;  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

King.  [Aside]  It  is  the  poison'd  cup:  it  is  too  late. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  madam;  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

•Lc4t.  My  lord,  I'll  hit  him  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think't. 

Laer.  [Aside]  And  yet  '(is  almost  'gainst  my  conscience. 
'am.  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes:  you  but  dally; 
1    i] ay  you,  pass  with  your  best  violence; 
I  ;::n  afeard  you  make  a  wanton  of  me.  310 

Laer.  Say  you  so?  come  on.  [They  play. 

Osr.  Nothing,  neither  way. 

L-i'-r.   Have  at  you  now! 
[Laertes  wounds  Hamlet;  then,  in  scuffling,  they  changt 
rapiers,  and  Hamlet  wounds  Laertc* 

King.  Part  them :  thevare  incensed, 
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Ham.  Nay,  come,  again.  [  The  Queen  falls. 

Osr.  Look  to  the  queen  there,  ho! 

Hor.  They  bleed  ou  both  sides.     How  is  it,  my  lord? 

Osr.  How  is't,  Laertes? 

Laer.  Why,  as  a  woodcock  to  mine  own  springe,  Osric; 
I  am  justly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Ham.  How  does  the  queeu ! 

King.  She  swounds  to  see  them  bleed. 

Queen.  No.  no,  the  driuk,  the  drink, — O  my  dear  Ham- 
let.— 320 
The  driuk,  the  drink!  I  am  poison'd.                            [Dies. 

Hum.  O  villain-!     Ho!  let  the  door  be  lock'd: 
Treachery!  Seek  it  out. 

Laer.  It  is  here.  Hamlet:  Hamlet,  thou  art  slain; 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good; 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life; 
The  treacherous  instrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbated  and  envenonvd:  the  foul  practice 
Hath  turn'd  itself  on  me;  lo.  here  I  lie, 
Never  to  rise  again:  thy  mother's  poison'd:  330 

I  can  no  more:  the  king,  the  king's  to  blame. 

Ham.    The  point! — envenom'd  too! 
Then,  venom,  to  thy  work.  [Stabs  the  King. 

All.  Treason!  treason! 

King.  O, yet  defend  me,  friends;  I  am  but  hurt. 

Ham.  Here,  thou  incestuous,  murderous,  damned  Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion.     Is  thy  union  here'? 
Follow  my  mother.  [King  dies. 

Laer.  He  is  justly  served ; 

It  is  a  poison  temper'd  by  himself. 

Exchange  forgiveness  with  me,  noble  Hamlet:  340 

Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  upon  thee, 
Nor  thine  on  me!  [Dies. 

Ham.  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it!  I  follow  thee. 
I  am  dead,  Horatio.     Wretched  queen,  adieu! 
You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  act. 
Had  I  but  time — as  this  fell  sergeant,  death, 
Is  strict  in  his  arrest — O,  I  could  tell  you — 
But  let  it  be.     Horatio,  I  am  dead ; 

Thoulivest;  report  me  and  my  cause  aright  350 

To  the  unsatisfied. 

Hor.  Never  believe  it : 

I  am  more  an  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane : 
Here's  yet  some  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  thou'rt  a  man, 

Give  me  the  cup-,  let  go;  by  heaven,  I'll  have't. 
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0  good  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name. 

Things  standing  thus  unknown,  shall  live  behind  me] 
If  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 
Absent  thee  from  felicity  awhile, 
Aud  in  this  harsh  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain. 
To  tell  my  story.  \March  afar  off,  and  shot  within. 

What  warlike  noise  is  this?  360 

Osr.  Young  Fortinbras,  with  conquest  come  from  Po- 
land, 
To  the  ambassadors  of  England  gives 
This  warlike  volley. 

Hum.  O,  I  die,  Horatio; 

The  potent  poison  quite  o'er-crows  my  spirit: 

1  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England; 
But  I  do  prophesy  the  election  lights 

On  Fortinbras :  he  has  my  dying  voice ; 
80  tell  him,  with  the  occurrents,  more  and  less, 
Which  have  solicited.     The  rest  is  silence.  [Dies. 

Hor.  Now  cracks  a  noble  heart.     Good  night,  sweet 
prince;  370 

And  flights  of  angels  sing  thee  to  thy  rest! 
Why  does  the  drum  come  hither?  [March  within. 

Enter  Fortinbras,  the  English  Ambassadors,  and  others. 

Fort.  Where  is  this  sight? 

Hor.  What  is  it  ye  would  see? 

If  aught  of  woe  or  wonder,  cease  your  search. 

Fort.  This  quarry  cries  on  havoc.     O  proud  death, 
What  feast  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  cell, 
That  thou  so  many  princes  at  a  shot 
80  bloodily  has  struck? 

First  Amb.  The  sight  is  dismal ; 

And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late: 
The  ears  are  senseless  that  should  give  us  hearing,         380 
To  tell  him  his  commandment  is  fulfill'd, 
That  Rosencrantz  aud  Guildensteru  are  dead: 
Where  should  we  have  our  thanks? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  mouth. 

Had  it  the  ability  of  life  to  thank  you : 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death. 
But  siuce,  so  jump  upon  this  bloody  question, 
You  from  the  Polack  wars,  and  you  from  England, 
Are  here  arrived,  give  order  that  these  bodies 
High  on  a  stage  be  placed  to  the  view; 
And  let  me  speak  to  the  yet  unknowing  world  390 

How  these  things  came  about:  so  shall  you  hear 
Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acts. 
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Of  accidental  judgements,  casual  slaughtti  -. 
Ul  deaths  put  on  by  cunning  and  forced  cause, 
And,  iu  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook 
Fall'n  on  the  inventors' heads;  all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort.  Let  us  ha^te  to  hear  it, 

And  call  the  noblest  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  sorrow  I  embrace  my  fortune: 
I  have  some  rights  of  memory  in  tins  kingdom,  40C 

Which  now  to  claim  my  vantage  doth  invite  me. 

Hor.  Of  that  I  shall  have  also  cause  to  speak. 
And  from  his  mouth  whose  voice  will  draw  on  more: 
But  let  this  same  be  presently  perform "d, 
Even  while  men's  minds  are  wild;  lest  more  mischance, 
On  plots  and  errors,  happen. 

fort  Let  four  captains 

Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  soldier,  to  the  stage; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on. 
To  have  proved  most  royally :  and,  for  his  passage. 
The  soldiers'  music  and  the  rites  of  war  410 

Speak  loudly  for  him. 
Take  up  the  bodies:  such  a  sight  as  this 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  shows  much  amiss. 
60,  bit!  the  soldiers  shoot. 

[A  dead  march.   Exeunt,  b<a  ring  off  tht  dead  bodies,  aftei 
which  a  tit-jj  of  ordnance  U  shot  *ff. 
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Scene:  Britain. 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I.     King  Lear'x  palace. 
Enter  Kent,  Gloucester,  and  Edmund. 

Kent-.  I  thought  the  king  had  more  affected  the  Duke  of 
Albany  than  Cornwall. 

Glou.  It  did  always  seem  so  to  us:  but  now,  in  the 
division  of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not  which  of  the  duke- 
he  values  most;  for  equalities  are  so  weighed,  thai  curi- 
osity in  neither  can  make  choice  of  cither's  moiety. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  son,  my  lord? 

Glou.  His  breeding,  sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge:  1  have 
so  often  blushed  to  acknowledge  him.  that  now  I  am 
brazed  to  it.  11 

Kent.   I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Glou.  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could:  whereupon 
she  grew  round-wombed,  and  had,  indeed,  sir,  a  son  for 
her  cradle  ere  she  had  a  husband  for  her  bed.  Do  you 
smell  a  fault? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wish  the  fault  undone,  the  issue  of  it 
being  so  proper. 

(352) 
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iiloti.  But  1  bare,  sir,  a  son  by  order  of  law,  some  yeaf 
elder  than  this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  iu  my  account:  though 
this  knave  came  something  saucily  into  the  world  before 
he  was  sent  for,  yet  was  his  mother  fair;  there  was  good 
sport  at  his  making,  and  the  whoreson  must  be  acknowl 
edged.     Do  you  know  this  noble  gentleman,  Edmund'. 

Edm.  No,  my  lord. 

Glov.  My  lord  of  Kent:  remember  him  hereafter  as  my 
honourable  friend. 

Edm.  My  services  to  your  lordship. 

Kent.  I  must  love  you,  and  sue  to  know  you  better.     30 

Elm.  Sir,  I  shall  study  deserving. 

Glou.  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  he  shall 
again.     The  king  is  coming. 

Sonnet.  Enter  King  Leak.  Cornwall.  Albany,  Goneril. 
Regan.  Cordelia.  and  Attendants. 

Lear.  Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy. 
Gloucester. 

Glou.  I  shall,  my  liege.  [Exeunt  Gloucester  and  Edmund. 

Lear.  Meantime  we  shall  express  our  darker  purpose. 
Give  me  the  map  there.     Know  that  we  have  divided 
In  three  our  kingdom:  and  'tis  our  fast  intent 
To  shake  all  cares  and  business  from  our  age;  40 

Conferring  them  on  younger  strengths,  while  we 
Unburthen'd  crawl  toward  death.     Our  son  of  Cornwall. 
And  you,  our  no  less  loving  son  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  constant  will  to  publish 
Our  daughters'  several  dowers,  that  future  strife 
May  be  prevented  now.     The  princes.  France  and  Bur- 
gundy. 
Great  rivals  iu  our  youugest  daughter's  love, 
Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  amorous  sojourn. 
And  here  are  to  be  answer'd.     Tell  me,  my  daughters.— 
Since  now  we  will  divot  us.  both  of  rule,  BO 

Interest  of  territory,  cares  of  state, — 
Which  of  you  shall  we  say  doth  love  us  most? 
That  we  oiir  largest  bounty  may  extend 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.     Goneril, 
Our  elde>t-born,  speak  first. 

Goa.  Sir,   I   love  you  more  than  words  can  wield  the 
matter: 
Dearer  than  eye-sight,  space,  and  liberty: 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  rare; 
No*  less  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour: 
A?  much  as  child  e'er  loved,  or  father  found;  60 

shak.  in. — l'i 
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A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  speech  unable; 

Beyond  all  manner  of  so  much  1  love  you. 

Cor.   [Atide\    What   shall   Cordelia    do?     Love,    and   he 
silent. 

Lear.  Of  all  these  bounds,  even  from  this  line  to  this, 
With  shadowy  forests  and  with  champains  rich'd, 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-skirted  meads, 
We  make  thee  lady:  To  thine  and  Albany's  issue 
Be  this  perpetual.     What  says  our  second  daughter, 
Our  dearest  Regan,  wife  to  Cornwall?     Speak. 

Iteg.  Sir,  I  am  made  70 

Of  the  self-same  metal  that  my  sister  is, 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.     In  my  true  heart 
I  find  she  names  my  very  deed  of  love; 
Only  she  comes  too  short:  that  I  profess 
Myself  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys, 
Which  the  most  precious  scpiare  of  sense  possesses; 
And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate 
In  your  dear  highness'  love. 

(far.  [Aside]  Then  poor  Cordelia! 

And  yet  not  so;  since,  I  am  sure,  my  love's 
More  richer  than  my  tongue.  80 

Lear.  To  thee  and  thine  hereditary  ever 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom: 
No  less  in  space,  validity,  and  pleasure, 
Than  that  conferr'd  on  Goneril.     Now,  our  joy, 
Although  the  last,  not  least;  to  whose  young  love 
The  vines  of  France  and  milk  of  Burgundy 
Strive  to  be  interess'd;  what  can  you  say  to  draw 
A  third  more  opulent  than  your  sisters?     Speak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  mv  lord. 

Lear,  Nothing?  90 

Cor.  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  will  come  of  nothing:  speak  again. 

Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth :  I  love  your  majesty 
According  to  my  bond;  nor  more  nor  less. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia!  mend  your  speech  a  little, 
Lest  it  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  my  lord, 

You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  loved  me:  I 
Return  those  duties  back  as  are  right  fit, 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  most  honour  you.  10<i 

Why  have  my  sisters  husbands,  if  they  say 
They  love  you  all?    Happily,  when  I  shall  wed, 
That  lord  whose  hand  must  take  my  plight  shall  carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care  and  duty: 
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Sure,  I  shall  never  marry  like  my  sisters, 
To  love  my  father  all. 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this? 

Cor.  Ay.  good  my  lord. 

Lear.  So  young,  and  so  untender? 

Cor.  So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Let  it  be  so;  thy  truth,  then,  be  thy  dower:      110 
For,  by  the  sacred  radiance  of  the  sun, 
The  mysteries  of  Hecate,  and  the  night; 
By  all  the  operation  of  the  orbs 
From  whom  we  do  exist,  and  cease  to  be; 
Here  I  disclaim  all  my  paternal  care, 
Propinquity  and  property  of  blood, 
And  as  a  stranger  to  my  heart  and  me 
Hold  thee,  from  this,  for  ever.     The  barbarous  Scythian, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  generation  messes 
To  gorge  his  appetite,  shall  to  my  bosom  120 

Be  as  well  neighbour'd,  pitied,  and  relieved, 
As  thou  my  sometime  daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  liege, — 

Lear.  Peace,  Kent! 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath. 
I  loved  her  most,  and  thought  to  set  my  rest 
On  her  kind  nursery.     Hence,  and  avoid  my  sight ! 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 
Her  father's  heart  "from  her!     Call  France;  who  stirs? 
Call  Burgundy.     Cornwall  and  Albany,  129 

With  my  two  daughters'  dowers  digest  this  third: 
Let  pride,  which  she  calls  plainness,  marry  her. 
I  do  invest  you  jointly  with  my  power, 
Pre-eminence,  and  all*  the  large  effects 
That  troop  with  majesty.     Ourself,  by  monthly  course, 
With  reservation  of  an  hundred  knights, 
By  you  to  be  sustain'd,  shall  our  abode 
Make  with  you  by  clue  turns.     Only  we  still  retain 
The  name,  and  all  the  additions  to  a  king: 
The  sway,  revenue,  execution  of  the  rest. 
Beloved  sons,  be  yours:  which  to  confirm,  14(1 

This  coronet  part  betwixt  you  [Gimng  tie  eroten. 

Knit.  lioyal  Lear. 

Whom  I  have  ever  houour'd  as  my  king, 
Loved  as  my  father,  as  my  master  follow'd, 
A<  my  great  patron  thought  <  n  in  my  prayers. — 

Lear.  The  bow  is  bent  ami  drawn,  make  from  the  shaft. 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart:  be  Kent  unmannerly. 
When  Lear  is  mad.     What  wilt  thou  do.  old  man? 
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Think'st  thou  that  duty  shall  have  dread  to  speak. 
When    power    to  flattery   bows?     To  plainness  honour's 
bound,  lot) 

When  majesty  stoops  to  folly.     Reverse  thy  doom; 
And,  in  thy  best  consideration,  check 
This  hideous  rashness:  answer  my  life  my  judgement, 
Thy  youngest  daughter  does  not  love  thee  least; 
Nor  are  those  empty-hearted  whose  low  sound 
Reverbs  no  hollowness. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life,  no  more. 

Kent.  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  against  thy  enemies;  nor  fear  to  lose  it, 
Thy  safety  being  the  motive. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  sight! 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear;  and  let  me  still  remain  160 

The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear.  Now,  by  Apollo,' — 

Kent.  Now,  by  Apollo,  king, 

Thou  swear'st  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O,  vassal!  miscreant! 

[Laying  his  hand  on  his  sword. 

Corn   f  Dear  sir,  forbear. 

Kent.  Do; 

Kill  thy  physician,  and  the  fee  bestow  ' 

L'pon  thy  foul  disease.     Revoke  thy  doom; 
Or,  whilst  I  can  vent  clamour  from  thv  throat, 
I'll  tell  thee  thou  dost  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recreant ! 

On  thine  allegiance,  hear  me!  170 

Since  thou  hast  sought  to  make  us  break  our  vow. 
Which  we  durst  never  yet,  and  with  strain'd  pride 
To  come  between  our  sentence  and  our  power, 
Which  nor  our  nature  nor  our  place  can  bear, 
Our  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee,  for  provision 
To  shield  thee  from  diseases  of  the  world ; 
And  on  the  sixth  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom:  if,  on  the  tenth  day  following, 
Thy  bauish'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions. 
The  moment  is  thy  death.     Away!  by  Jupiter. 
This  shall  not  be  revoked. 

Kent.  Fare  thee  well,  king:  sith  thus  thou  wilt  appear. 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banishment,  is  here. 
(  To  Cordelia]  The  gods   to   their  dear  shelter  take  tlw?e. 

maid, 
That  justly  think'st.  and  hast  most  rightly  said! 
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|  '/'-.  Rtgan  and  G»„'>;i]  And  your  largo  speecba  may  your 

deeds  approve, 
That  good  effects  may  spring  from  words  of  love. 
Thus  Kent,  O  princes,  bids  you  all  adieu ; 
He'll  shape  his  old  course  in  a  country  new.  [Erit. 

Flourish.   BemWter  Gloucester.  <rith  France.  Bcrgcxdy, 
and  Attendants. 

Gk»t.  Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  lord.  191 

Lear.  My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
We  first  address  towards  you,  who  with  this  king 
Hath  rivall'd  for  our  daughter:  what,  in  the  least, 
Will  you  require  in  present  dower  with  her, 
Or  cease  your  quest  of  love? 

Bur.  Most  royal  majesty, 

I  crave  no  more  than  what  your  highness  offer'd, 
Nor  will  you  tender  less. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy, 

When  she  was  dear  to  us,  we  did  hold  her  so ; 
But  now  her  price  is  fall'n.     Sir,  there  she  stands:         200 
If  aught  within  that  little  seeming  substance, 
Or  all  of  it,  with  our  displeasure  pierced, 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  grace, 
She's  there,  and  she  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  answer. 

Lear.  Will  you,  with  those  infirmities  she  owes, 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dower'd  with  our  curse,  and  stranger'd  with  our  oath, 
Take  her.  or  leave  her? 

Bur.  Pardon  me,  royal  sir; 

Election  makes  not  up  on  such  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leave  her,  sir;  for,  bv  the  power  that  made 
me,  210 

I  tell  you  all  her  wealth.   [To  France]  For  you,  great  king. 
I  would  not  from  your  love  make  such  a  stray, 
To  match  you  where  I  hate;  therefore  beseech  you 
To  avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  ashamed 
Almost  to  acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  most  strange, 

That  she,  that  even  but  now  was  your  best  object. 
The  argument  of  your  praise,  balm  of  your  age, 
Most  best,  most  dearest,  should  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  so  monstrous,  to  dismantle  220 

So  many  folds  of  favour.     Sure,  her  offence 
Must  be  of  such  unnatural  degree. 
That  monsters  it.  or  your  fore-vouch 'd  affection 
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Fall'u  into  taint:  which  to  believe  of  her, 
Must  be  a  faith  that  reason  without  miracle 
Could  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  beseech  your  majesty. — 

If  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 
To  speak  and  purpose  not ;  since  what  I  well  intend, 
I'll  do't  before  I  speak, — that  yon  make  known 
Is  it  no  vicious  blot,  murder,  or  foulness,  230 

No  unchaste  action,  or  dishonour'd  step, 
That  hath  deprived  me  of  your  grace  and  favour; 
But  even  for  want  of  that  for  which  I  am  richer, 
A  still-soliciting  eye,  and  such  a  tongue 
As  I  am  glad  I  have  not,  though  not  to  have  it 
Hath  lost  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 

Hadst  not  been  born  than  not  to  have  pleased  me  better. 

France.  Is  it  but  this, — a  tardiness  in  nature 
Which  often  leaves  the  history  unspoke 
That  it  intends  to  do?    My  lord  of  Burgundy,  240 

What  «ay  you  to  the  lady  V    Love's  not  love 
When  it'is  mingled  with  regards  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point.     Will  you  have  her? 
She  is  herself  a  dowry. 

Bur.  *  Royal  Lear. 

Give  hut  that  portion  which  yourself  proposed. 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 
Duchess  of  Burgundy. 

Lmr.  Nothing:  I  nave  BWOr&;  1  am  firm. 

Bur.  I  am  sorry,  then,  you  have  so  lost  a  father 
That  you  must  lose  a  husband. 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy !  250 

Since  that  respects  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
I  shall  not  be  Ins  wife. 

France.   Fairest  Cordelia,  that  art  most  rich,  being  poor; 
Most  choice,  forsaken;  and  most  loved,  despised! 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  seize  upon 
Be  it  lawful  I  take  up  what's  cast  away. 
Gods,  gods!  'tis  strange  that  from  their  cold'st  neglect 
My  love  should  kindle  to  inflamed  respect. 
Thy  dowerless  daughter,  king,  thrown  to  my  chance, 
Is  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France:  260 

Not  all  the  dukes  of  waterish  Burgundy 
Can  buy  this  unprized  precious  maid  of  me. 
Bid  them  farewell,  Cordelia,  though  unkind: 
Thou  losest  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  hast  her,  Frince-  let  her  be  thine:  for  we 
Have  no  such  daughter,  nor  shall  ever  see 
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Thai  face  of  hers  again.     Therefore  be  gone 
Without  our  ajrace,  our  love,  our  benisou. 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

[Flourislt.     Exeunt  all  hut  France,  Goneril,  Began,  ami 

Cordelia.  • 
France.  Bid  farewell  to  your  sisters.  270 

Cor.  The  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wash'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you:  I  know  you  what  you  are; 
Aud  like  a  sistef  am  most  loath  to  call 
Your  faults  as  thev  are  named.     Use  well  our  father: 
To  your  professed  bosoms  I  commit  him : 
But  yet,  alas,  stood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So,  farewell  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prescribe  not  us  our  duties. 
G»n.  Let  your  study 

Be  to  content  your  lord,  who  hath  received  you  280 

At  fortune's  alms.    You  have  obedience  scanted, 
Aud  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Oar.  Time  shall  unfold  what  plaited  cunning  hides: 
Who  cover  fault*,  at  last  shame  them  derides. 
Well  may  you  prosper! 

France.  "  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

Exeunt  France  and  Cordelia. 
Sister,  it  is  uot  a  little  I  have  to  say  of  what  most 
nearly  appertains  to  us  both.     I  think  our  father  will  hence 
to-night. 

Req.  That's  most  certain,  and  with  vou;  next  month  with 

880 
Gon.  You  see  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is ;  the  observa- 
tion we  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been" little:  he  always 
loved  our  sister  most;  aud  with  what  poor  judgement  he 
hath  now  cast  her  off  appears  too  grossly. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age :  yet  he  hath  ever  but 
slenderly  known  himself. 

Gon.  The  best  and  soundest  of  his  time  hath  been  but 
rash ;  then  must  we  look  to  receive  from  his  age,  not 
alone  the  imperfections  of  long-engrafted  condition,  but 
therewithal  the  unruly  waywardness  that  infirm  and 
choleric  years  briug  with  them. 

Reg.  Such  unconstant  starts  are  we  like  to  have  from 
him  as  this  of  Kent's  banishment. 

Bon.  There  is  further  compliment  of  leave-taking  be- 
tween France  and  him.  Pray  you,  let's  hit  together:  if 
our  father  carry  authority  with  such  dispositions  as  he 
bears,  thi>  last  surrendei  of  his  will  but  offend  as.  310 

We  shall  further  think  ou't. 
Gon.  We  must  do  something,  aud  i'  the  heat.     [Exeunt. 
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Scene  II.    The  Earl  of  Gloucester's  castle. 
Enter  Edmund,  with  a  letter. 

> 

Edm.  Thou,  nature,  art  my  goddess ;  to  thy  law 
My  services  are  bound.     Wherefore  should  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  custom,  and  permit 
The  curiosity  of  nations  to  deprive  me, 
For  that  I  am  some  twelve  or  fourteen  moonshines 
Lag  of  a  brother?    Why  bastard?  wherefore  base? 
When  my  dimensions  are  as.  well  compact, 
My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  shape  as  true, 
As  honest  madam's  issue?    Why  brand  they  us 
With  base?  with  baseness?  bastardy?  base,  base?  10 

Who,  in  the  lusty  stealth  of  nature'  take 
More  composition  and  fierce  quality 
Than  dcth,  within  a  dull,  stale,  tired  bed, 
Go  to  the  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops, 
Got  'tween  asleep  and  wake?    Well,  then, 
Legitimate  Edgar,  I  must  have  your  land: 
Our  father's  love  is  to  the  bastard  Edmund 
As  to  the  legitimate:  fine  word,— legitimate! 
Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  speed, 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  base  20 

Shall  top  the  legitimate.     I  grow;  I  prosper: 
Now,  god?,  stand  up  for  bastards! 

Enter  Glotjcestek. 

Ghu.  Kent  banish 'd  thus!  and  France  in  cboler  parted! 
And  the  king  gone  to  night!  subscribed  his  power! 
Confined  to  exhibition!     All  this  done 
Upon  the  gad!     Edmund,  how  now!  what  news? 

Edm.  So  please  your  lordship,  none. 

[Putting  up  the  letter. 

Glou.  Why  so  earnestly  seek  you  to  put  up  that  letter? 

Edm.  I  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Ghu.  What  paper  were  you  reading?  30 

Edm.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Ghu.  No?  What  needed,  then,  that  terrible  dispatch  of 
it  iuto  your  pocket?  the  quality  of  nothing  hath  not  such 
ueed  to  hide  itself.  Let's  see:  come,  if  it  be  nothing,  1 
t-hall  not  need  spectacles. 

Edm.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  pardon  me:  it  is  a  letter  from 
my  brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read;  and  for  so  much 
«s  I  have  perused,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  o'er-looking.  40 

Qlou,  Give  me  the  letter,  sir. 
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Ed  in.  I  shall  offend,  either  to  detain  or  give  it.  The  con- 
tents, as  iu  part  I  understand  them,  are  to  blame. 

Glou.  Let's  see,  let's  see. 

Edm.  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  justification,  he  wrote 
this  but  m  an  essay  or  taste  of  my  virtue. 

Glou.  [limit]  ':  This  policy  and  reverence  of  age  makes 
the  world  bitter  to  the  best  of  our  times;  keeps  our  for- 
tunes from  us  till  our  oldness  cannot  relish  them.  I  begin 
to  find  an  idle  and  fond  bondage  in  the  oppression  of  aged 
tyranny;  who  sways,  not  as  it  hath  power,  but  as  it  is 
suffered.  Come  to* me,  that  of  this  I  may  speak  more.  If 
our  father  would  sleep  till  I  waked  him,  you  should  enjoy 
ha!f  his  revenue  forever,  and  live  the  beloved  of  your 
brother,  Edgar." 

Hum— conspiracy  I — "  Sleep  till  I  waked  him. — you  should 
enjoy  half  his  revenue,'' — My  son  Edgar!  Had  he  a  hand 
to  write  this?  a  heart  and  brain  to  breed  it  in? — When 
came  this  to  you?  who  brought  it? 

Edm.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  lord;  there's  the  cun- 
ning of  it ;  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  casement  of  niy 
closet. 

Glou.  You  know  the  character  to  be  your  brother's? 

Edm.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  durst  swear 
it  were  his;  but,  in  respect  of  that,  I  would  fain  think  it 
were  not.  ~0 

Glou.  It  is  his. 

Edm.  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord;  but  I  hope  his  heart  is 
not  in  the  contents. 

Glou.  Hath  he  never  heretofore  sounded  you  in  this 
business? 

Edm.  Never,  my  lord:  but  I  have  heard  him  oft  main- 
tain it  to  be  fit,  that,  sons  at  perfect  age,  and  fathers  de- 
clining, the  father  should  be  as  ward  to  the  son,  and  the 
son  manage  his  revenue. 

Glou.  O  villain,  villain!  His  very  opinion  in  the  letter! 
Abhorred  villain!  Unnatural,  detested,  brutish  villain! 
worse  than  brutish!  Go,  sirrah,  seek  him;  I'll  apprehend 
him:  abominable  villain!     Where  is  he? 

Edm.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  lord.  If  it  shall  please 
you  to  suspend  your  indignation  against  my  brother  till 
you  can  derive  from  him  better  testimony  of  his  intent, 
you  shall  run  a  certain  course;  where,  if  you  violently 
proceed  against  him,  mistaking  his  purpose,  it  would  make 
a  great  gap  in  your  own  honour,  and  shake  in  pieces  the 
heart  of  his  obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for 
him,  that  he  hath  wrote  this  to  feel  my  affection  to  your 
honour,  and  to  no  further  pretence  of  danger. 
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iVox.  Think  you  so? 

Edm.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you 
■where  you  shall  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an  auricu 
tar  assurance  have  your  satisfaction;  and  that  without 
any  further  delay  than  this  very  evening.  101 

'('fon.  He  cannot  be  such  a  monster — 

Edm.  Nor  is  not,  sure. 

(Unii.  To  his  father,  that  so  tenderly  and  entirely  loves 
him.  Heaven  and  earth!  Edmund,  seek  him  out;  wind 
me  into  him,  I  pray  you:  frame  the  business  after  your 
own  wisdom.  I  would  unstate  myself,  to  be  in  a  due  reso- 
lution. 

Edm.  I  will  seek  him,  sir,  presently;  convey  the  business 
as  I  shall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal.  Ill 

Olou.  These  late  eclipses  in  the  sun  and  moon  portend 
no  good  to  us:  though  the  wisdom  of  nature  can  reason  it 
thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  itself  scourged  by  the 
sequent  effects:  love  cools,  friendship  falls  off,  brothers 
divide:  in  cities,  mutinies;  in  countries,  discord;  in  pal- 
aces, treason;  and  the  bond  cracked  'twixt  son  and  father. 
This  villain  of  mine  conies  under  the  prediction;  there's 
son  against  father:  the  king  falls  from  bias  of  nature; 
there's  father  against  child.  We  have  seen  the  best  of  our 
time:  machinations,  hollowness,  treachery,  and  all  ruinous 
disorders,  follow  us  disquietly  to  our  graves.  Find  out  this 
villain,  Edmuud;  it  shall  lose  thee  nothing;  do  it  carefully. 
And  the  noble  and  true-hearted  Kent  banished!  his  offence, 
honesty!    'Tis  strange.  [MM. 

Edm.  This  is  theexcellent  foppery  of  the  world,  that, 
when  we  are  sick  in  fortune, — often  the  surfeit  of  our  own 
behaviour, — we  make  guilty  of  our  disasters  the  sun,  the 
moon,  and  the  stars:  as  if  we  were  villains  by  necessity; 
fools  by  heavenly  compulsion;  knaves,  thieves,  and  treach- 
ers,  by  spherical  predominance;  drunkards,  liars,  and  adul- 
terers, by  an  enforced  obedience  of  planetary  influence; 
and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrusting  on:  an 
admirable  evasion  of  whoremaster  man,  to  lay  his  goatish 
disposition  to  the  charge  of  a  star!  My  father  compounded 
with  my  mother  under  the  dragon's  tail;  and  my  nativity 
was  under  Ursa  major;  so  that  it  follows,  I  am  rough  and 
lecherous.  Tut,  I  should  have  been  that  I  am,  had  tin 
maidenliest  star  in  the  firmament  twinkled  on  my  bastard- 
izing.    Edgar — 

Bhter  Edgar. 

and  put  he  cenies  like  the  catastrophe  of  the  old  comedy 
niy  cue  is  villanous  melancholy,  with  a  sigh  tike  Tom  o' 
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Bedlam.     O,  these  eclipses  do  portend  these  divisions!  fa, 
sol,  la,  mi. 

Edg.  How  now,  brother  Edmund!  what  serious  contem- 
plation are  you  in/  151 

Edm.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prediction  I  read  this 
other  day,  what  should  follow  these  eoHpses. 

Edg.  Do  you  busy  yourself  about  that  I 

Edm.  I  promise  j:ou,  the  effects  he  writes  of  .succeed  un- 
happily; as  of  unnaturaluess  between  the  child  and  the 
parent;  death,  dearth,  dissolutions  of  ancient  amities; 
divisious  in  state,  menaces  and  maledictions  against  king 
and  nobles;  needless  diffidences,  banishment  of  friends, 
dissipation  of  cohorts,  nuptial  breaches,  and  I  know  not 
what. 

Edg.  How  long  have  you  been  a  sectary  astronomical? 

Edm.  Come,  come;  when  saw  you  my  father  last? 

Edg.  Why,  the  night  gone  by. 

Edm.  Spake  you  with  him? 

Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together.  170 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms?  Found  you  no  dis- 
pleasure in  him  by  word  or  countenance? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Edm  Bethink  yourself  wherein  you  may  have  offended 
him  and  at  my  entreaty  forbear  his  presence  till  some  little 
time  hath  qualified  the  heat  of  his  displeasure;  which  at 
this  iustaut  so  rageth  in  him,  that  with  the  mischief  of  your 
person  it  would  scarcely  allay. 

E<ig.  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong.  180 

Edm.  That's  my  fear.  I  pray  you,  have  a  continent  for 
bearance  till  the  speed  of  his  rage  goes  slower;  and.  as  I 
say,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging,  from  whence  I  will  fitly 
bring  you  to  hear  my  lord  speak:  pray  ye,  go;  there's  my 
key:  if  you  do  stir  abroad,  go  armed. 

Edg.  Armed,  brother! 

Edm.  Brother.  I  advise  you  to  the  best;  go  armed:  I  am 
do  honest  man  if  there  lie  any  good  meaning  towards  you: 
I  have  told  you  what  I  have  seen  and  heard ;  but  faintly, 
nothing  like  the  image  and  horror  of  it:  pray  you,  away. 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon? 

Edm.  I  do  serve  you  iu  this  business.  [Bai  Edgar. 

A  credulous  father'  and  a  brother  noble. 
Whose  nature  is  so  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  suspects  none:  on  whose^foolish  honesty 
M\  practices  ride  easy!    I  see  the  busiue-s. 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lauds  by  wit: 
All  with  me'a  meet  that  1  can  fashion  fit.  \Ej-U.     '3W 
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Scene  III.     The  Duke  of  Albany's  palace. 
Enter  Goneril,  and  Oswald,  her  steward. 

Oon.  Did  iny  father  strike  my  gentleman  for  chiding  i>t' 
his  fool? 

Osw.  Yes,  madam. 

Oon.  By  day  and  night  he  wrongs  me;  every  hour 
He  flashes  into  one  gross  crime  or  other, 
That  sets  us  all  at  odds:  I'll  not  endure  it: 
His  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himself  upbraids  us 
On  every  trifle.     When  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  speak  with  him;  say  I  am  sick: 
If  you  come  slack  of  former  services, 
You  shall  do  well ;  the  fault  of  it  I'll  answer.  10 

Osw.  He's  coming,  madam;  I  hear  him.     [Horns  within. 

Oon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  please, 
You  and  your  fellows;  I'ld  have  it  come  to  question: 
If  he  dislike  it,  let  him  to  our  sister, 
Whose  mind  and  mine,  I  know,  in  that  are  one, 
Not  to  be  over-ruled.     Idle  old  man. 
That  still  would  manage  those  authorities 
That  he  hath  given  away!    Now,  by  my  life, 
Old  fools  are  babes  again ;  and  must  be  used 
With  checks  as  flatteries,— when  they  are  seen  abused.   20 
Remember  what  I  tell  you. 

Osw.  Well,  madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  knights  have  colder  looks  among  you; 
What  grows  of  it,  no  matter;  advise  your  fellows  so: 
I  would  breed  from  hence  occasions,  and  I  shall, 
That  I  may  speak:  I'll  write  straight  to  my  sister, 
To  hold  my  very  course.     Prepare  for  dinner.       [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.     A  hall  in  the  same. 
Enter  Kent,  disguised. 

Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow, 
That  can  my  speech  defuse,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  through  itself  to  that  full  issue 
For  which  I  razed  my  likeness.    Now,  banish'd  Kent, 
If  thou  canst  serve  where  thou  dost  stand  condemn'd, 
So  may  it  come,  thy  master,  whom  thou  lovest, 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  within.    Enter  Lear,  Knights,  and  Attendants. 

Leur.  Let  me  not  stay  a  jot  for  dinner ;  go  get  it  read  v 
[Exit  *n  Attendant.]    How  now !  what  arUhouV  10 
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Kent.  A  man,  sir. 

Lear.  What  dost  thou  profess?  what  wouldst  thou  with 
us? 

Kent.  I  do  profess  to  be  no  less  than  I  seem;  to  serve 
him  truly  that  will  put  me  in  trust;  to  love  him  that  is 
honest ;  to  converse  with  him  that  is  wise,  and  says  little ; 
to  fear  judgement;  to  fight  when  I  cannot  choose:  and  to 
eat  no  fish. 

Lear.  What  art  thou? 

Kent.  A  very  honest-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as  the 
king.  21 

Lear.  If  thou  be  as  poor  for  a  subject  as  he  is  for  a  king, 
thou  art  poor  enough.     What  wouldst  thou? 

Kent.  Service. 

Lear.  Who  wouldst  thou  serve? 

Kent.   You. 

Lear.  Dost  thou  know  me,  fellow? 

Kent.  No,  sir;  but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance 
which  I  would  fain  call  master.  30 

Lear.  What's  that? 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  services  canst  thou  do? 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honest  counsel,  ride,  run,  mar  a  curious 
tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  message  bluntly :  that 
which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I  am  qualified  in :  and  the 
best  of  me  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou?  39 

Kent.  Not  so  young,  sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  singing, 
nor  so  old  to  dote  on  her  for  anything:  I  have  years  on  my 
back  forty  eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me;  thou  shalt  serve  me:  if  I  like  thee  no 
worse  after  dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee  yet.  Dinner, 
ho,  dinner!  Where's  my  knave?  my  fool?  Go  you,  and 
call  my  fool  hither.  [Exit  an  Attendant. 

Enter  Oswald. 

You,  you,  sirrah,  where's  my  daughter? 

Osw.  So  please  you, —  [Exit. 

Lear.  What  says  the  fellow  there?  Call  the  clotpoll 
back.  [Exit  a  K~nioht.]  Where's  my  fool,  ho?  I  think 
the  world's  asleep. 

Re-enter  Knight. 

How  now!  where's  that  mougrel? 

Knight.  He  says,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well . 

Lear,  Why  came  not  the  slave  back  to  me  when  I  called 
him, 
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Knight.  Sir,  he  answered  me  in  the  roundest  manner,  he 
would  not. 

Lear.  lie  would  not!  60 

Knight.  My  lord,  I  know  uot  what  the  matter  is;  but,  to 
my  judgement,  your  highness  is  not  entertained  with  that 
ceremonious  affection  as  you  were  wont;  there's  a  great 
abatemeut  of  kindness  appears  as  well  in  the  general  de- 
pendants as  in  the  duke  himself  also  and  your  daughter. 

Lear.  Ha!  sayest  thou  so? 

Knight.  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  be  mis- 
taken; for  my  duty  cannot  be  silent  when  I  think  your 
highness  wronged.  71 

Lear.  Thou  but  rememberest  me  of  mine  own  concep- 
tion: I  have  perceived  a  most  faint  neglect  of  late;  which 
I  have  rather  blamed  as  mine  own  jealous  curiosity  than 
as  a  very  pretence  and  purpose  of  unkinduess:  I  will  look 
further  iuto't.  But  where's  my  fool?  I  have  not  seen  him 
this  two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  lady's  going  into  France,  sir. 
the  fool  hath  much  pined  away.  80 

Lear.  No  more  of  that;  I  have  noted  it  well.  Go  you. 
and  tell  my  daughter  I  would  speak  with  her.  [Exit  an 
Attendant.]    Go  you,  call  hither  my  fool. 

[Exit  an  Attendant. 

Re-enter  Oswald. 

O,  you  sir.  you,  come  you  hither,  sir:  who  am  I,  sir? 

(Jsw.  My  lady's  father. 

Lear.  "  My  lady's  father" !  my  lord's  knave:  you  whore 
son  dog!  you  slave!  you  cur! 

Osw.  I  am  none  of  these,  my  lord ;  I  beseech  your  par- 
don. 91 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  rascal? 

[Striking  hint. 

Oste.  I'll  not  be  struck,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tripped  neither,  you  base  foot-ball  player. 

[Tripping  up  hit  heel*. 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow;  thou  servest  me,  and  I'll  love 
thee. 

Kent.  Come,  sir,  arise,  away!  I'll  teach  you  differences: 
away,  away!  If  you  will  measure  your  lubber's  length 
again,  tarry:  but  away!  go  to;  have  you  wisdom?  so. 

fP'/,v//f.s  (')sirala'  mil. 

Leap,  Now,  my  friendly  knave,  f  lhank  thee:  there's 
earnest  or  thy  service.  [Giving  Kent  nt<>nnj. 

Enter  Fool. 
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Fool.  Let  me  hire  him  too :  here's  my  coxcomb. 

[Offering  Kent  his  cap. 
Lear.  How  now,  my  pretty  knave!  how  dost  thou? 
Fool.  Sirrah,  you  were  best  take  mv  coxcomb. 
Kent.  Why.  fool?  HO 

Fool.  Whv.  for  taking  one's  part  that's  out  of  favour: 
nay,  an  thou  caust  not  smile  as  the  wind  sits,  thou'lt  catch 
cold  shortly:  there,  take  my  coxcomb:  why,  this  fellow 
has  banished  two  on's  daughters,  and  did  the  third  a  bless- 
ing against  his  will;  if  thou  follow  him,  thou  must  needs 
wear,  my  coxcomb.  How  now,  nuncle!  Would  I  had 
two  coxcombs  and  two  daughters! 
Lear.  Whv,  my  boy?  119 

Fool.  If  I  gave  them  all  my  living,  I'ld  keep  my  cox- 
combs   myself.      There's    mine;     beg    another    of    thy 
daughters. 
I^ear.  Take  heed,  sirrah ;  the  whip. 
Foci.  Truth's  a  dog  must  to  kennel;  he  must  be  whipped 
out.  when  Lady  the  brach  may  stand  by  the  fire  and  stink. 
Lear.  A  pestilent  gall  to  me! 
Foot  Sirrah,  I'll  teach  thee  a  speech. 
Lear.  Do. 

Fool.  Mark  it.  nuncle:  130 

Have  more  than  thou  showest. 
Speak  less  than  thou  knowc-T. 
Lend  less  than  thou  DWe&t, 
Ride  more  than  thou  goest, 
Learn  more  than  thou  trowest, 
Set  less  than  thou  throwest ; 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore, 
And  keep  in-a  door, 
And  thou  shalt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  score.  140 

Kent.  This  is  nothing,  fool. 

Fool.  Then  'tis  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  lawyer;  you 
gave  me  nothing  for't.  Can  you  make  nc  use  of  nothing, 
nuncle? 

Lear.  Why,  no,  boy;  nothing  can  be  made  out  of  noth- 
ing. 

Fool.  [To  Kent]  Prithee,  tell  him,  so  much  the  rent  of 
his  land  comes  to :  he  will  not  believe  a  fool. 

Lear.  A  bitter  fool!  lo<> 

Fool.  Dost  thou  know  the  difference,  my  boy.  between  a 
bitter  fool  and  a  sweet  fool? 
Lear.  No,  lad ;  teach  me. 
Fool.  That  lord  that  counsell'd  thee 
To  give  away  thv  land, 
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Come  place  hirn  here  by  me, 

Do  thou  for  him  stand : 
The  sweet  and  bitter  fool 
Will  presently  appear; 
The  one  in  motley  here,  1G0 

The  other  found  out  there. 
jM.it.  Dost  thou  call  me  fool,  boy? 
Fool.  All  thy  other  titles  thou  hast  given  away ;  that 
thou  wast  born  with. 
Kent.  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  lord. 
Fool.  No,  faith,  lords  and  great  men  will  not  let  me;  if 
I  had  a  monopoly  out,  they  would  have  part  on't:   and 
ladies  too,  they  will  not  let  me  have  all  fool  to  myself; 
they'll  be  snatching.     Give  me  an  egg,  nuncle,  and  I'll 
give  thee  two  crowns.  171 

Lear.  What  two  crowns  shall  they  be? 
Fool.  Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'  the  middle,  and 
eat  up  the  meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg.  When  thou 
clovest  thy  crown  i'  the  middle,  and  gavest  away  both 
parts,  thou  borest  thy  ass  on  thy  back  o'er  the  dirt :  thou 
hadst  little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when  thou  gavest  thy 
golden  one  away.  If  I  speak  like  myself  in  this,  lo<  him 
be  whipped  that  first  finds  it  so.  180 

[Singing]    Fools  had  ne'er  less  wit  in  a  year: 
For  wise  men  are  grown  foppish. 
They  know  not  how  their  wits  to  wear. 
Their  manners  are  so  apish. 
Lear.  When   were  you  wont  to   be  so  full   of  songs. 
sirrah? 

Fool.  I  have  used  it,  nuncle,  ever  since  thou  madest  thy 
daughters  thy  mothers:  for  when  thou  gavest  them  the 
rod,  and  put'st  down  thine  own  breeches,  190 

[Singing]    Then  they  for  sudden  joy  did  weep, 
And  I  for  sorrow  sung, 
That  such  a  king  should  play  bo-peep, 
And  go  the  fools  among. 
Prithee,  nuncle,  keep  a  schoolmaster  that  can  teach  th\ 
fool  to  lie :  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 
Lear.  An  you  lie,  sirrah,  we'll  have  you  whipped. 
Fo<A.  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  an 
they'll  have  me  whipped  for  speaking  true,  thou'lt  have 
me  whipped  for  lying;  and  sometimes  I  am  whipped  for 
holding  my  peace.     I  had  rather  be  any  kind  o'  thing  than 
a  fool:  and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee,  nur.cle;  thou  hast 
pared  thy  wit  o'  both  sides,  and  left  nothing  i'  the  middle- 
here  comes  one  o'  the  parings. 
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Ltar.  How  now,  daughter!  what  makes  that  irouilt-t 
on?     Methink9  you  are  too  much  of  late  i*  the  frown.    209 

£M,  Thou  wast  a  pretty  fellow  wheu  thou  hadst  no 
need  to  care  for  her  frowning;  now  thou  art  an  G  without 
a  figure:  I  am  better  than  thou  art  now ;  I  am  a  fool,  thou 
art  nothing.  [To  Gon.]  Yes,  forsooth,  I  will  hold  my 
tongue;  so  your  face  bids  me,  though  you  say  nothing. 
Mum,  mum' 

He  that  keeps  nor  crust  nor  crum, 
Weary  of  all,  shall  want  some. 
[Fainting  to  Lear]  That's  a  shealed  peaseod. 

Gon.  Not  only,  sir,  this  your  all-licensed  fool,  220 

But  other  of  your  insolent  retinue 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel ;  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not-to-be  endured  riots.  "  Sir. 
I  had  thought,  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you. 
To  have  found  a  safe  redress;  but  now  grow  fearful. 
By  what  yourself  too  late  have  spoke  and  done, 
That  you  protect  this  course,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance;  which  it'  you  should,  the  faith 
Would  not  'scape  censure,  nor  the  redresses  sleep. 
Which,  in  the  tender  of  a  wholesome  weal,  230 

Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offenct-, 
Which  eke  w<re  shame,  that  then  necessity 
Will  call  discreet  proceeding. 

Fool.  For,  you  trow,  nuncle. 

The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  so  long, 
That  it's  had  it  head  bit  off  by  it  young. 
So,  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter? 

Gon.  Come,  sir, 
I  would  you  would  make  use  of  that  good  wisdom,        240 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught ;  and  put  away 
These  dispositions,  that  of  late  transform  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  ass  know  when  the  cart  draws  the 
horse?    Whoop,  Jug!  I  love  thee. 

Ltar.  Doth  any  here  know  me?    This  is  not  Lear : 
Doth  Lear  walk  thus?  speak  thus?    Where  are  his  eyesj 
Either  his  notion  weakens,  his  discernings 
Are  lethargied — Ha!  waking?  'tis  not  so. 
Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am?  250 

lool.  Lear's  shadow. 

Ltar.   I  would  learn  that;  for,  bv  the  marks  of  sovw 
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eigntv,  knowledge,  and  reason,  1  should  be  false  persuaded 

1  had  daughters. 

Fool.  Which  they  will  make  an  obedient  father. 

Lear.  Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman? 

Gov.  This  admiration,  sir,  is  much  o'  the  savour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.     1  do  beseech  you 
To  understand  my  purposes  aright:  260 

As  you  are  old  and  reverend,  you  should  be  wise. 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  Knights  and  squires; 
Men  so  disorder'd,  so  debosh'd  and  bold, 
That  this  our  court,  infected  with  their  manners, 
Shows  like  a  riotous  inn :  epicurism  and  lust 
Make  it  more  like  a  tavern  or  a  brothel 
Than  a  graced  palace.     The  shame  itself  doth  speak 
For  instant  remedy:  be  then  desired 
By  her,  that  else  will  take  the  thing  slie  begs. 
A  little  to  disquantity  your  train;  270 

And  the  remainder,  that  shall  still  depend, 
To  be  such  men  as  may  besort  your  age. 
And  know  themselves  and  you. 

Lear,  Darkness  and  devils! 

Saddle  my  horses;  call  my  train  together. 
Degenerate  bastard!     I'll  not  trouble  thee: 
Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Gun.  You  strike  my  people;  and  your  disorder'd  rabble 
Make  servants  of  their  betters. 

Enter  Alijaxy. 

Lear.  Woe,  that  too  late  repents, — [To  Alb.]  (),  sir,  are 
you  come? 
Is  it  your  will?     Speak,  sir.     Prepare  my  horses.  280 

Ingratitude,  thou  marble-hearted  fiend, 
More  hideous  when  thou  show'st  thee  in  a  child 
Than  the  sea-monster! 

Alb.  Pray,  sir,  be  patient. 

Lear.  [To  Gon.]  Detested  kite!  thou  liest: 
My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rarest  parts, 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know. 
And  in  the  most  exact  regard  support 
The  worships  of  their  name.     O  most  small  fault. 
How  ugly  didst  thou  in  Cordelia  show! 
That,  like  an  engine,  wrench 'd  my  frame  of  nature        290 
From  the  fix'd  place;  drew  from  my  heart  all  love, 
And  added  to  the  gall.     O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear! 
Beat  at  this  gate,  that  let  thy  folly  in,      [Sfr/hi/,(/  lis  head 
And  thy  dear  judgement  out!    Go,  go,  my  people. 

Alb.  My  lord,  I  am  guiltless,  as  I  am  ignorant 
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Of  What  bath  moved  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  so.  my  lord. 

Hear,  nature,  hear;  dear  goddess,  hear! 

Suspend  thy  purpose,  if  thou  didst  intend 

To  make  this  creature  fruitful! 

Into  her  womb  convey  sterility!  300 

Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increase- 

And  from  her  derogate  body  never  spring 

A  babe  to  honour  her!     If  she  must  teem. 

Create  her  child  of  spleen;  that  it  may  live, 

And  be  a  thwart  disnatured  torment  to  her! 

Let  it  stamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth; 

With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks; 

Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 

To  laughter  and  contempt;  that  she  may  feel 

How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is  310 

To  have  a  thankless  child!     Away,  away'  [Exit. 

Alb.  Now,  gods  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this? 

Oon.  Never  afflict  yourself  to  know  the  cause; 
But  let  his  disposition  have  that  6Cope 
That  dotage  gives  it. 

Re-enter  Lear. 

Lear.  "What,  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap! 
Within  a  fortnight! 

AJb.  What's  the  matter,  sir? 

Lear.  I'll  tell  thee:   [ToGon.]  Life  and  death!    I  am 
ashamed 
That  thou  hast  power  to  shake  my  manhood  thus; 
That  these  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce,     890 
Should  make  thee  worth   them.     Blasts   and  fogs  upon 

thee' 
The  uutented  woundings  of  a  father's  curse 
Pierce  every  sense  about  thee!     Old  fond  eyes, 
Beweep  this  cause  again.  I'll  pluck  ye  out. 
And  cast  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lose, 
To  temper  clay.     Yea,  is  it  come  to  this? 
Let  it  be  so    yet  have  I  left  a  daughter, 
Who,  I  am  sure,  is  kind  and  comfortable: 
When  she  shall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 
She'll  flay  thy  wolvish  visage.     Thou  shalt  find 
That  I'll  resume  the  shape  which  thou  dost  think 
I  have  cast  off  for  ever:  thou  shalt,  I  warrant  thee. 

[Exeunt  Lear,  Kent,  and  Attendant 

Gon.  Do  you  mark  that,  iny  lord? 

Alb.'  I  cannot  be  so  partial,  Goneril, 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you, — 
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(•'<>/>.   Pray  you,  content.     What,   Oswald,  ho!     [To  tin. 
Fool]  You,  sir,  more  kuavc  than  fool,  after  your  master. 

Fool.  Nuncle  Lear,  nuncle  Lear,  tarry  and  take  the  fool 
with  thee. 

A  fox,  when  one  has  caught  her,  340 

And  such  a  daughter, 

Should  sure  to  the  slaughter, 

If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter:  , 

So  the  fool  follows  after.  [Exit. 

Oon.  This   man  hath  had  good  counsel: — a  hundred 
knights! 
Tis  politic  and  safe  to  let  him  keep 
At  point  a  hundred  knights-  yes,  that,  one  very  dream, 
Each  buzz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  dislike, 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  powers, 
And  hold  our  lives  in  mercy.     Oswald,  1  say !  350 

Alb.  AVell,  you  may  fear  too  far. 

Oon.  Safer  than  trust  too  far: 

Let  me  still  take  away  the  harms  1  fear, 
Not  fear  still  to  be  taken:  I  know  his  heart. 
What  he  hath  utter'd  I  have  writ  my  sister: 
If  she  sustain  him  and  his  hundred  knights, 
When  I  have  show'd  the  unfitness, — 
Re-enter  Oswald. 

How  now,  Oswald! 
What,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  sister? 

Ofiu.  Yes,  madam. 

Gon.  Take  you  some  company,  and  away  to  horse: 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fear;  360 

And  thereto  add  such  reasons  of  your  own 
As  may  compact  it  more.     Get  you  gone ; 
And  hasten  your  return.     [Exit  Oswald.]   No,  no,  my  lord, 
This  milky  gentleness  and  course  of  yours 
Though  I  condemn  not,  yet,  under  pardon, 
You  are  much  more  attask'd  for  want  of  wisdom 
Than  praised  for  harmful  mildness. 

Alb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell: 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  well. 

Oon.  Nay,  then—  370 

Alb.  Wen,  well;  the  event.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  V.     Court  before  the  same. 
Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

Lear.    Go  you  before  to  Gloucester  with  these  letters. 
Aoquaiut  my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you  knew 
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Umu  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  letter.  If  your 
diligence  be  not  speedy,  I  shall  be  there  afore  toil 

Kent.  1  will  not  sleep,  my  lord,  till  I  have  delivered  your 
letter.  [Exit. 

Fool.  If  a  man's  brains  were  in's  heels,  were't  not  in 
Langer  of  kibes? 

Lear.  Ay,  boy.  10 

Fool.  Then,  I  prithee,  be  merry;  thy  wit  shall  ne'er  go 
.lip-shod. 

hear.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Fool.  Shalt  see  thv  other  daughter  will  use  thee  kindly ; 
"or  though  she's  as  like  this  as  a  crab's  like  an  apple,  yet  1 
"ian  tell  what  I  can  tell. 

Lear.  Why,  what  canst  thou  tell,  my  boy? 

Fool.  She  will  taste  as  like  this  as  a  crab  does  to  a  crab. 
Thou  canst  tell  whv  one's  nose  stands  i'  the  middle  on's 
*ace?  20 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  one's  eyes  of  either  side 's  nose :  that 
vhat  a  man  cannot  smell  out,  he  may  spy  into. 

tear.  I  did  her  wrong — 

Fool   Canst  tell  how  an  oyster  makes  his  shell? 

Lear.   No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  snail  has  a  house. 

Lear.  Why? 

Fool.  Why,  to  put  his  head  in;  not  to  give  it  away  to  hi? 
daughters,  and  leave  his  horns  without  a  case. 

Ltor.  I  will  forget  my  nature.  So  kind  a  father!  Be 
my  horses  ready? 

Fool.  Thy  asses  are  gone  about  'em.  The  reason  why  the 
seven  stars  are  no  more  than  seven  is  a  pretty  reason. 

tear.  Because  they  are  not  eight?  40 

Fool..  Yes,  indeed .  thou  wouldst  make  a  good  fool. 

Lear.  To  take"t  again  perforce!     Monster  ingratitude! 

Fxil.  If  thou  wert  my  fool,  nuncle,  I'M  have  thee  beaten 
for  being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How's  that? 

Fool.  Thou  shouldst  not  have  been  old  till  thou  hadst 
been  wise. 

tear.  O,  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  sweet  heaven!  50 
Keep  me  in  temper:  I  would  not  be  mad! 

Enftr  Gentleman. 

How  now!  are  the  horses  ready? 
Gent.   Ready,  ray  lord. 
Lear.  Come.  boy. 
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F'hiJ.  She  that's  a  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  departure; 
Shall  :aot  be  a  maid  long,  unless  things  be  cut  shorter. 

\Eiruut. 

ACT  II. 

Scene  I.     The  Earl  of  Gloucester's  castle. 
Enter  Edmund,  and  Ctjran  meets  him. 

Edm.  Save  thee,  Curan. 

Cur.  And  you,  sir.  I  have  been  with  your  father,  and 
given  him  notice  that  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and  Regan  his 
duchess  will  be  here  with  him  this  night. 

Edm.  How  comes  that? 

Cur.  Nay,  I  know  not.  You  have  heard  of  the  news 
abroad;  I  mean  the  whispered  ones,  for  they  are  yet  but 
ear-kissing  arguments? 

Edm.  Not  I,  pray  you,  what  are  they?  10 

Cur.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward,  'twixt 
the  Dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany? 

Edm.  Not  a  word. 

Cur.  You  may  do,  then,  in  time.     Fare  vou  well,  sir. 

[Exit. 

Edm.  The  duke  be  lure  to-night?    The  better!  best! 
This  weaves  itself  perforce  into  my  business. 
My  father  hath  set  guard  to  take  my  brother; 
And  I  have  one  thing,  of  a  queasy  question, 
Which  I  must  act-  briefness,  and  fortune,  work!  20 

Brother,  a  word;  descend:  brother,  I  say! 

Enter  Edgar. 

My  father  watches-  O  sir,  fly  this  place; 
Intelligence  is  given  Where  you  arc  hid; 
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night: 
Have  you  not  spoken  'gainst  the  Duke  of  Cornwall? 
lie's  coming  hither;  now.  i'  the  night,  i'  the  haste, 
And  Regan  with  him:  have  you  nothing  said 
Upon  his  party  'gainst  the  Duke  of  Albany? 
Advise  yourself. 

Edg.  I  am  sure  on't,  not  a  word. 

Edm.  I  hear  my  father  coming:  pardon  me;  30 

In  cunning  I  must  draw  my  sword  upon  you-. 
Draw;  seem  to  defend  yourself;  now  quit  you  well. 
Yield:  come  before  my  father.     Light,  ho,  here! 
Fly,  brother.    Torches*  torches!    So,  farewell.  [Exit Edgar. 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion 

\  Wound*  liis  arm. 
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Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour:  I  have  seeu  drunkards 
Do  inure  than  this  in  sport.     Father,  father! 
Stop,  stop!     No  help? 

Enti  r  Gloucester,  and  Servants  with  torcliess. 

Glou.  Now.  Edmund,  Where's  the  villain? 

Edm.  Here  stood  he  in  the  dark,  his  sharp  sword  out, 
Mumbling  of  wicked  charms,  conjuring  the  moon  41 

To  stand  auspicious  mistress, — 

Glou.  But  where  is  he? 

Ethu.   Look,  sir,  I  bleed. 

QJou.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund? 

Edm.  Fled  this  way,  sir.     "When  by  no  means  he  could— 

Glou.  Pursue  him,"  ho!      Go  after.      [Exeunt  some  Ser- 
fii  it  ts.  ]     By  no  means  what  ? 

Kim.  Persuade  me  to  the  murder  of  your  lordship: 
But  that  I  told  him,  the  revenging  gods 
Gainst  parricides  did  all  their  thunders  bend; 
Spoke,  with  how  manifold  and  strong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  the  father;  sir,  in  fine,  50 

Seeing  how  loathly  opposite  I  stood 
To  his  unnatural  purpose,  in  fell  motion, 
With  his  prepared  sword,  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanced  mine  arm; 
But  when  he  saw  my  best  alarum'd  spirits, 
Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  roufeed  to  the  encounter, 
Or  whether  gasted  by  the  noise  1  made, 
Full  suddenly  he  fled. 

Glou.  Let  him  fly  far: 

Not  in  this  land  shall  he  remain  uncaught; 
And  found — dispatch.    The  noble  duke  my  master,         60 
My  worthy  arch  and  patron,  comes  to-night: 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it, 
That  he  which  finds  him  shall  deserve  our  thanks, 
Bringing  the  murderous  coward  to  the  stake ; 
He  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm.  When  I  dissuaded  him  from  his  intent, 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curst  speech 
I  threaten'd  to  discover  him :  he  replied, 
i;  Thou  unpossessing  bastard!  do«t  thou  think, 
If  I  would  stand  against  thee,  would  the  reposal  70 

Of  any  trust,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee 
Makethv  words  faith'd?    No.  what  I  should  deny, — 
As  this  i  would ;  ay,  though  thou  didst  produce 
My  very  character, — l'ld  turn  it  all 
To  thy  suggestion,  plot,  and  damned  practice- 
And  thou  must  make  a  dullard  of  the  world, 
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If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnaut  and  potential  spurs 
To  make  thee  seek  it." 

Glou.  Strong  and  fasten'd  villain ! 

Would  he  deny  his  letter?    I  never  got  him.  80 

[Tucket  within. 
Hark,  the  duke's  trumpets!  I  know  not  why  he  comes. 
All  ports  I'll  bar;  the  villain  shall  not  'scape; 
The  duke  must  grant  me  that:  besides,  his  picture 
I  will  send  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him ;  and  of  my  land, 
Loyal  and  natural  boy,  I'll  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  Attendants. 

Corn.  IIow  now,  my  noble  friend!  since  I  came  hither, 
WTiich  I  can  call  but  now,  I  have  heard  strange  news. 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  short  90 

Which  can  pursue  the  offender.     How  dost,  my  lord? 

Olou.  O,  madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  is  crack'd! 

Reg.  What,  did  my  father's  godson  seek  your  life? 
He  whom  my  father  named?  your  Edgar? 

Glou.  O,  lady,  lady,  shame  would  have  it  hid! 

Reg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous  knights 
That  tend  upon  my  father? 

Olou.  I  know  not,  madam:  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Edm.  Yes,  madam,  he  was  of  that  consort. 

Reg.  No  marvel,  then,  though  he  were  ill  affected:     100 
'Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death, 
To  have  the  expense  and  waste  of  his  revenues. 
I  have  this  present  evening  from  my  sister 
Been  well  inform'd  of  them;  and  with  such  cautions, 
That  if  they  come  to  sojourn  at  my  house, 
I'll  not  be  there. 

Com.  Nor  I,  assure  thee,  Regan. 

Edmund,  I  hear  that  you  have  shown  your  father 
A  child-like  office. 

Edm.  'Twas  my  duty,  sir. 

Glou.  He  did  bewray  his  practice;  and  received 
This  hurt  you  see,  striving  to  apprehend  him.  110 

Corn.  Is  he  pursued? 

Glou.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Com.  If  he  be  taken,  he  shall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm :  make  your  own  purpose, 
How  in  my  strength  you  please.     For  you,  Edmund, 
Whose  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  instant 
So  much  commend  itself,  you  shall  be  ours; 
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Natures  of  such  deep  trust  we  shall  much  need; 
You  we  first  seize  on. 

Edm.  I  shall  serve  you,  sir, 

Truly,  however  else. 

Gtou.  For  him  I  thank  your  grace. 

Corn.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  visit  you, —      120 

Beg.  Thus  out  of  season,  threading  dark-eyed  night : 
Occasions,  noble  Gloucester,  of  some  poise, 
Wherein  we  must  have  use  of  your  advice : 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  so  hath  our  sister, 
Of  differences,  which  I  least  thought  it  fit 
To  answer  from  our  home;  the  several  messengers 
From  hence  attend  dispatch.     Our  good  old  friend, 
Lay  comforts  to  your  bosom;  and  bestow 
Your  needful  counsel  to  our  business. 
Which  craves  the  instant  use.  • 

Glou.  I  serve  you,  madam :         130 

Your  graces  are  right  welcome.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     Before  Gloucester*  castle. 
Enter  Kent  and  Oswald,  severally. 

Osw.  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend :  art  of  this  house? 

Kent.  Ay. 

One.  Where  may  we  set  our  horses? 

Kent.  I'  the  mire. 

Osw.  Prithee,  if  thou  lovest  me.  tell  me. 

Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 

Osw.  Why,  then,  I  care  not  for  thee. 

Kent.  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipsbury  pinfold,  I  would  make 
thee  care  for  me.  10 

Osw.  Why  dost  thou  use  me  thus?    I  know  thee  not. 

Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Osw.  What  dost  thou  know  me  for? 

Kent.  A  knave;  a  rascal;  an  eater  of  broken  meats;  ■ 
base,  proud,  shallow,  beggarly,  three-suited,  hundred 
pound,  filthy,  worsted-stocking  knave ;  a  lily-livered,  action 
taking  knave,  a  whoreson,  glass-gazing,  superserviceable, 
finical  rogue;  one-trunk-inheriting  slave;  one  that  wouldst 
be  a  bawd,  in  way  of  good  service,  and  art  nothing  but  the 
composition  of  a  knave,  beggar,  coward,  pandar,  and  the 
son  and  heir  of  a  mougrel  bitch:  one  whom  I  will  beat  into 
clamorous  whining,  if  thou  deniest  the  least  syllable  of 
thy  addition. 

One.  Why,  what  a  monstrous  fellow  art  thou,  thtu  to 
rail  on  one  that  is  neither  kuowu  of  thee  nor  knows  thee! 
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Kent,  What  a  brazenfaced  varlct  art  thou,  to  deny  thou 
kuowcst  rue!  Is  it  two  days  ago  since  I  tripped  up  thy 
heels,  and  beat  thee  before  the  king?  Draw,  you  rogue; 
for,  though  it  be  night,  yet  the  moon  shines;  I'll  make  a  sop 
o'  the  moonshiue  of  you:  draw,  you  whoreson  cullionly 
harbor-monger,  draw.  [Drawing  his  swiprd. 

Osw.  Away!  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw,  you  rascal:  you  come  with  letters  against 
the  king;  and  take  vanity  the  puppet's  part  against  the 
royalty  of  her  father:  draw,  you  rogue,  or  I'll  so  carbonado 
your  shanks:  draw,  you  rascal;  come  your.  ways. 

Osw.  Help,  ho!  murder!  help. 

Kent.  Strike,  you  slave;  stand,  rogue,  stand;  you  neat 
slave,  strike.  [Beating  hint. 

Osw.  Help,  ho!  murder!  murder! 

Kuter  EDMUND,  fnith  his  rapier  drawn.  Cornwall,  Reoa>", 
Gloucester,  and  Servants. 

Kdm.  How  now!     What's  the  matter? 

Kent.  With  you,  goodman  boy,  an  you  please:  come,  I'll 
flesh  ye;  come  on,  young  master.  50 

Glou.  Weapons!  arms!     What's  the  matter  here ! 

Corn.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives: 
He  dies  that  strikes  again.     What  is  the  matter? 

Keg.  The  messengers  from  our  sister  and  the  king, 

Corn.  What  is  your  difference?  speak. 

Osw.  I  am  scarce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  so  bestirred  your  valour. 
You  cowardly  rascal,  nature  disclaims  in  thee:  a  tailor 
made  thee.  60 

Com.  Thou  art  a  strange  fellow:  a  tailor  make  a  man. 

Kent.  Ay,  a  tailor,  sir:  a  stone-cutter  or  a  painter  could 
not  have  made  him  so  ill,  though  he  had  been  but  two  hours 
at  the  trade. 

Corn.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel? 

Osw.  This  ancient  ruffian,  sir,  whose  life  I  have  spared 
at  suit  of  his  gray  beard, — 

Kent.  Thou  whoreson  zed'  thou  unnecessary  letter! 
My  lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this 
unbolted  villain  into  mortar,  and  daub  the  walls  of  a  jakes 
with  him.     Spare  my  gray  beard,  you  wagtail? 

Corn.  Peace,  sirrah! 
You  beastly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence? 

Kent.  Yes,  sir:  but  auger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn.  Why  art  thou  angry? 

Knit.  That  such  a  slave  as  this  should  wear  a  sword. 
Who  wears  no  honesty.     Such  smiling  rogues  as  these, 
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Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  a-twaiu  80 

Which  are  too  iatriuse  t 'unloose;  smooth  every  passion 

That  in  the  natures  of  their  lords  rebel; 

Bring  oil  to  tire,  snow  tD  their  colder  moods; 

Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 

With  every  gale  and  vary  of  their  masters. 

Knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following. 

A  plague  upon  your  epileptic  visage ! 

Smile  you  my  speeches,  as  I  were  a  fool? 

Goose,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain, 

I'ld  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot.  90 

Corn.  What,  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow? 

Ohm.  How  fell  you  out?  say  that. 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy 
Than  I  and  such  a  knave. 

Com.  Why  dost  thou  call  him  knave?  What's  his  offence? 

Kent,  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

C<>rn.  No  more,  perchance,  does  mine,  nor  his,  nor  hers. 

Knit.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain : 
1  have  seen  better  faces  in  my  time 

Than  stands  on  any  shoulder  that  I  see  100 

Before  me  at  this  instant. 

Corn.  This  is  some  fellow, 

Who,  having  teen  praised  for  bluutness,  doth  affect 
A  saucy  roughness,  and  constrains  the  garb 
Quite  from  his  nature;  he  cannot  flatter,  he, 
An  honest  mind  and  plaiu,  he  must  speak  truth! 
An  they  will  take  it,  so;  if  not,  he's  plain. 
These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainness 
Harbour  more  craft  and  more  corrupter  ends 
Theu  twenty  silly  ducking  observants 
That  stretch  their  duties  nicely.  110 

Kent.  Sir.  in  good  sooth,  in  siucere  verity, 
Under  the  allowance  of  your  great  aspect, 
Whose  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Phoebus'  front, — 

Corn.  What  mean'st  by  this? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  dialect,  which  you  discommend 
so  much.  I  know,  sir,  I  am  no  flatterer;  he  that  beguiled 
you  in  a  plain  accent  was  a  plain  knave:  which  for  my 
part  I  will  not  be,  though  I  should  win  your  displeasure  to 
entreat  me  to't.  130 

f'")tt.  What'was  the  offence  you  gave  him! 

Otw.    I  never  gave  him  any: 
It  pleased  the  bog  his  master  very  late 
To  strike  at  me,  apon  his  misconstruction; 
Wl\cii  he.  conjunct,  and  flattering  his  displeasure, 
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Tripp'd  me  behind;  being  down,  insulted,  rail'd, 

And  put  upon  him  such  a  deal  of  man, 

That  worthied  him,  got  praises  of  the  king 

For  him  attempting  who  was  self-subdued; 

And,  in  the  fieshment  of  this  dread  exploit,  130 

Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent.  None  of  these  rogues  and  cowards 

But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

i  Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks! 

You  stubborn  ancient  knave,  you  reverend  braggart, 
We'll  teach  you — 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn : 

Call  not  your  stocks  for  me:  I  serve  the  king; 
On  whose  employment  I  was  sent  to  you : 
i'ou  shall  do  small  respect,  show  too  bold  malice 
Against  the  grace  and  person  of  my  master, 
Stocking  his  messenger. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks!    As  I  have  life  and  honour, 
There  shall  he  sit  till  noon.  141 

Reg.  Till  noon!  till  night,  my  lord;  and  all  night  too. 

Kent.  Why,  madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog, 
You  should  not  use  me  so. 

Beg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will. 

Corn.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  self-same  colour 
Our  sister  speaks  of.     Come,  bring  away  the  stocks! 

[Stocks  brought  out. 

Clou.  Let  me  beseech  your  grace  not  to  do  so ; 
His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  king  his  master 
Will  check  him  for't :  your  purposed  low  correction 
Is  such  as  basest  and  contemned'st  wretches  150 

For  pilferings  and  most  common  trespasses 
Are  punish 'd  with :  the  king  must  take  it  ill, 
That  he's  so  slightly  valued  in  his  messenger, 
Should  have  him  thus  restrain'd. 

Corn.  I'll  answer  that. 

Reg.  My  sister  may  receive  it  much  more  worse, 
To  have  her  gentleman  abused,  assaulted, 
For  following  her  affairs.     Put  in  his  legs. 

[Kent  is  put  in  the  stocks. 
Come,  my  good  lord,  awav. 

[&evnt  all  but  Gloucester  and  Kent. 

Ghu.  I    am    sorry    for    thee,   friend;    'tis    the    duke's 
pleasure, 
Whose  disposition,  all  the  world  well  knows,  160 

Will  not  be  rubb'd  nor  stopp'd:  I'll  entreat  for  thee. 

Kent.  Pray,  do  not,  sir:  I  have  watched    and  travel  I'd 
hard; 


scene  in.]  KING  LEAR.  3S1 

Some  time  I  shall  sleep  out,  the  rest  I'll  whistle. 
A  good  man's  fortunes  may  grow  out  at  heels : 
Give  you  good  morrow! 

Olou.  The  duke's  to  blame  in  this;  'twill  be  iF,  taken. 

[Exit. 

A"  of.  Good  king,  that  must  approve  the  common  saw, 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benediction  comest 
To  the  warm  sun! 

Approach,  thou  beacon  to  this  under  globe,  170 

That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 
Perusethis  letter!     Nothing  almost  sees  miracles 
But  misery:  I  know  'tis  from  Cordelia, 
Who  hath  most  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Qf  my  obscured  course;  and  shall  find  time 
tFrom  this  euormous  state,  seeking  to  give 
Losses  their  remedies.     All  weary  and  o'erwatch'd. 
Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  shameful  lodging. 
Fortune,  good  night:  smile  once  more;  turn  thy  wheel! 

[Sleeps.     180 

Scexe  III.     A  icood. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  I  heard  myself  proclaim'd; 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree 
Escaped  the  hunt.     No  port  is  free;  no  place, 
That  guard,  and  most  unusual  vigilance, 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.     Whiles  I  may  'scape, 
I  will  preserve  myself:  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  basest  and  most  poorest  shapo 
That  ever  penury,  in  coutempt  of  man, 
Brought  near  to  beast:  my  face  I'll  grime  with  filth; 
Blanket  my  loins;  elf  all  my  hair  in  knots;  10 

And  with  presented  nakedness  out-face 
The  winds  and  persecutions  of  the  sky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices, 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortified  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  sprigs  of  rosemary; 
And  with  this  horrible  object,  from  low  farms, 
Poor  pelting  villages,  sheep-cotes,  and  mills, 
Sometime  with  lunatic  bans,  sometime  with  pravers. 
Enforce  their  charity.     Poor  Turlygod!  poor  Tom!         30 
That's  something  yet :  Edgar  I  nothing  am.  [Erit 
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Scene  IV.  Before  Gloucester's  castle.     Kent  in,  the  stocks. 
Enter  Leak,  Fool,  and  Gentleman. 

Lear.  'Tis  strange  that  they  should  so  depart  from  home, 
And  not  send  back  my  messenger. 

Gent.  As  I  learn'd, 

The  night  before  there  was  no  purpose  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  master! 

Lear.  Ha! 
Makest  thou  this  shame  thy  pastime? 

Kent.  No,  my  lord. 

Fool.  Ha,  ha!  he  wears  cruel  garters.  Horses  are  tied 
by  the  heads,  dogs  and  bears  by  the  neck,  monkeys  by  the 
loins,  and  men  by  the  legs:  when  a  man's  over-lusty  at 
legs,  then  he  wears  wooden  nether-stocks.  11 

Lear.  What's  he  that  hath  so  much  thy  place  mistook 
To  set  thee  here? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  she; 

Your  son  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

Kent.  Yes. 

Lear.  No,  I  say. 

Kent.  I  say,  yea. 

Lear.  No,  no,  they  would  not. 

Kent.  Yes,  they  have.  20 

Lear.  By  Jupiter,  I  swear,  no. 

Kent.  By  Juno,  I  swear,  ay. 

Lear.  They  durst  not  do't; 

Thejr  could  not,  would  not  do't ;  'tis  worse  than  murder, 
To  do  upon  respect  such  violent  outrage : 
Resolve  me,  with  all  modest  haste,  which  way 
Thou  mightst  deserve,  or  they  impose,  this  usage, 
Coming  from  us. 

Kent.  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 

I  did  commend  your  highness'  letters  to  them, 
Ere  I  was  risen  from  the  place  that  show'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  post,  30 

Stew'd  in  his  haste,  half  breathless,  panting  forth 
From  Goneril  his  mistress  salutations; 
Deliver'd  letters,  spite  of  intermission, 
Which  presently  they  read:  on  whose  contents. 
They  summou'd  up  their  meiny,  straight  took  horse; 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
The  leisure  of  their  answer;  gave  rac  cold  looks; 
And  mcetiug  here  the  other  messenger, 
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Whose  welcome,  I  perceived,  had  poison 'd  mine. — 
Being  the  very  fellow  that  of  late  40 

Display *d  so  saucily  against  your  highness, — 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  drew: 
He  raised  the  house  with  loud  and  coward  cries. 
Your  son  and  daughter  found  this  trespass  worth 
The  shame  which  here  it  suffers. 
Foot.  Winter's  not  gone  yet.  if  the  wild-geese  fly  that  way. 
Fathers  "that  "wear  rags 

Do  make  their  children  blind; 
But  fathers  that  bear  bags  50 

Shall  see  their  children  kind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  whore, 
Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  the  poor. 
But,  for  all  this,  thou  shall  have  as  many  dolours  for  thy 
daughters  as  thou  canst  tell  in  a  year. 

Lear.  O,  how  this  mother  swells  up  toward  my  heart! 
Hysterica  passio,  down,  thou  climbing  sorrow, 
Thy  elements  below!     Where  is  this  daughter? 
Kent.  With  the  earl,  sir,  here  within. 
Lear.  Follow  me  not; 

Stay  here.  [Frit.  60 

G>  nt.  Made  you  no  more  offence  but  what  you  speak  of? 
K'nt.  Xone. 
How  chance  the  king  comes  with  so  small  a  train? 

F>ol  An  thou  hadst  been  set  i'  the  stocks  for  that  ques- 
tion, thou  hadst  well  deserved  it. 
Kent.  Why,  fool? 

F'X>1.  We'll  set  thee  to  school  to  an  a.nt,  to  teach  thee 
there's  no  labouring  i'  the  winter.  AH  that  follow  their 
noses  are  led  by  their  eyes  but  blind  men;  and  there's  not 
a  nose  among  twenty  but  can  smell  aha  that's  stinkiug. 
Let  go  thy  hold  when  a  great  wheel  runs  down  a  hill,  lest 
it  break  thy  neck  with  following  it;  but  the  great  one  that 
goes  up  the  hill,  let  him  draw  thee  after.  When  a  wise 
man  gives  thee  better  counsel,  give  me  mine  again :  I  would 
have  none  but  knaves  follow  it.  since  a  fool  gives  it. 
That  sir  which  serves  and  seeks  for  gain. 

And  follows  but  for  form,  80 

Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain, 

And  leave  thee  in  the  storm. 
But  I  will  tarry:  the  fool  will  stay, 

And  let  the  wise  man  fly : 
The  knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away; 
The  fool  no  knave,  perdy. 
Kent.  Where  learned  you  this,  fool? 
Fool.  Not  i'  the  stocks,  fool. 
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Re-enter  Lear,  with  Gloucester. 

Lear.  Den}7  to  speak  with  rnc?    They  are  sick?  they  art- 
weary? 
They  have  travell'd  all  the  night?     Mere  fetches;  90 

The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Fetch  me  a  better  answer. 

Glou.  My  dear  lord, 

You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  duke; 
How  unremoveable  and  fix'd  he  is 
In  his  own  course. 

Lear.  Vengeance!  plague!  death!  confusion! 
Fiery?  what  quality?     Why,  Gloucester,  Gloucester, 
I'ld  speak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and  his  wife. 

Glou.   Well,  Bay  good  lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  so. 

Lear.  Inform'd  them!    Dost  thou  understand  me,  man? 

Glou.  Ay,  my  good  lord.  101 

Lear.  The  king  would  speak  with  Cornwall;  the  dear 
father 
Would  with  his  daughter  speak,  commands  her  service: 
Are  they  inform'd  of  this?     My  breath  and  blood! 
Fiery?  the  fiery  duke?    Tell  the  hot  duke  that— 
No,  but  not  yet:  may  be  he  is  not  well: 
Infirmity  doth  still  neglect  all  office 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound;  we  are  not  ourselves 
When  nature,  being  oppress'd,  commands  the  mind      110 
To  suffer  with  the  body:  I'll  forbear; 
And  am  fall'n  out  with  my  more  headier  will, 
To  take  the  indisposed  and  sickly  fit 
For  the  sound  man.     Death  on  my  state!  wherefore 

[Looking  on  K>  nt. 
Should  he  sit  here?     This  act  persuades  me 
That  this  remotion  of  the  duke  and  her 
Is  practice  only.     Give  me  my  servant  forth. 
Go  tell  the  duke  and's  wife  I'ld  speak  with  them, 
Now,  presently:  bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me, 
Or  at  their  chamber-door  I'll  beat  the  drum 
Till  it  cry  sleep  to  death.  120 

Glou.  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  [Brit, 

Lear.  O  me,  my  heart,  my  rising  heart!  but,  down! 

Fool.  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the  eels 
when  she  put  'em  i'  the  paste  alive;  she  knapped  'em  o' 
the  coxcombs  with  a  stick,  and  cried  "Down,  wantons, 
down!"  'Twas  her  brother  that,  in  pure  kindness  to  his 
horse,  buttered  his  hay. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gloucester,  and  Servants. 


ftCHht.tr.]  KING  LEAR.  :>1 

hear.  Good  morrow  lo  you  both. 

I'orn.  Hail  to  your  grace ! 

[Kent  is  set  at  liberty. 

Reg.  \  am  glad  to  see  your  highness.  130 

Leer.  Regan,  I  think  you  are;  I  know  what  reason 
I  have  to  think  so:  if  thou  shouldst  not  be  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb, 
Sepulchring  an  adultress.  [To  Kent]  O,  are  you  free? 
Some  other  time  for  that.    Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  sister's  naught:  O  Regan,  she  hath  tied 
Sbarp-tooth'd  unkindness,  like  a  vulture,  here: 

[Points  to  Ids  heart. 
I  can  scarce  speak  to  thee ;  thou'It  not  believe 
With  how  depraved  a  quality — O  Regan! 

Beg.  I  pray  you.  sir,  take  patience:  I  have  hope         140 
You  less  know  how  to  value  her  desert 
Than  she  to  scant  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say,  how  is  that? 

Reg.  I  cannot  think  my  sister  in  the  lea9t 
Would  fail  her  obligation:  if,»sir,  perchance 
She  have  restrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers, 
'Tis  on  such  ground,  and  to  such  wholesome  end, 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 

Lear.  My  curses  on  her! 

Reg.  O,  sir,  you  are  old; 

Nature  io  you  stands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  her  confine :  you  should  be  ruled  and  led  150 

By  some  discretion,  that  discerns  your  state 
Better  than  you  yourself.     Therefore,  I  pray  you, 
That  to  our  sister  you  do  make  return ; 
Say  you  have  wrong'd  her,  sir. 

Lear.  Ask  her  forgiveness? 

Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  house: 
"  Dear  daughter,  I  confess  that  I  am  old;  [Kneeling. 

Age  is  unnecessary :  on  my  knees  I  beg 
That  you'll  vouchsafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food." 

Reg.  Good,  sir,  no  more;  these  are  unsightly  tricks. 
Return  you  to  my  sister. 

Lear.  [Rising]  Never,  Regan:  160 

She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train; 
Look'd  black  upon  me;  struck  me  with  her  tongue, 
Most  serpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart: 
All  the  stored  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingratef ul  top !    Strike  her  young  bones, 
You  taking  airs,  with  lameness! 

Corn.  Fie,  sir,  fie! 

Lear.  You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blinding  flamed 
shak.  in.— 13 
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Into  her  scornful  eyes!     ItifeCt  her  beauty. 

You  fon-suck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  sun, 

To  fall  and  blast  her  pride !  1  TO 

Rep.  O  the  blest  gods!  so  will  you  wish  on  mo, 
When  the  rash  mood  is  on. 

Lear.  No,  Regan,  thou  shalt  never  have  my  curse: 
Thy  tender-hefted  nature  shall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harshness:  her  eyes  arc  tierce;  but  thine 
Do  comfort  and  not  burn.     'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleasures,  to  cut  off  my  train, 
To  bandy  hasty  words,  to  scant  my  sizes. 
And  in  conclusion  to  oppose  the  bolt 
Against  my  coming  in:  thou  better  tenow'st  188 

The  offices"  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood, 
Effects  of  courtesy,  dues  of  gratitude; 
Thy  half  o'  the  kingdom  hast  thou  not  forgot, 
Wherein  I  thee  endow 'd. 

Rep.  Good  sir,  to  the  purpose. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i'  the  stocks?       [Tucket  itdtMn. 

Com.  *  What  trumpet's  that? 

Rep.  I  know't,  my  sister's:  this  approves  her  letter, 
"fhat  she  would  soon  be  here. 

Enter  Oswald. 

Is  your  lady  come? 
Lear.  This  is  a  slave,  whose  easy-borrow'd  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows. 
Out,  varlet,  from  my  sight! 

Com.  What  means  your  grace?      1!»0 

Lear.  Who  stock'd  my  servant?      Regan,  1   have  good 
hope 
Thou  (lid'st  not  know  on't.    Who  comes  here?    <>  heavens, 

Enter  Gonkuij.. 

If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  sweet  sway 
Allow  obedience,  if  yourselves  arc  old, 
Make  it  your  cause;  send  down,  and  take  my  part! 
[  To  Con.  |  Art  not  ashamed  to  look  upon  this  beard? 
O  Regan,  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  hand? 

(ton.  Why  not  by  the  hand,  sir?     How  have  I  offended* 
All's  not  offence  that  indiscretion  rinds 
And  dotage  terms  so. 

Lear.'  O  sides,  you  are  too  tough;  806 

Will  you  yet  hold?    How  came  my  man  i'  the  stocks? 

Corn,  1  set  him  there,  sir:  but  his  own  disorders 
Deserved  much  less  advancement. 

/><//*.  You!  did  you? 


I 
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Rt<j.  I  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  seem  so. 
It,  till  the  expiration  of  your  mouth. 
You  will  return  and  sojourn  with  my  sister, 
Dismissing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me : 
I  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provision 
Which  shall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her,  and  fifty  men  disniiss'd?  210 

No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  choose 
To  wage  against  the  enmity  o'  the  air; 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl, — 
Necessity's  sharp  pinch!     Return  with  her? 
Why,  the  hot-blooded  France,  that  dowerless  took 
Our  youngest  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and,  squire-like,  pension  beg 
To  keep  base  life  afoot.     Return  with  her? 
Persuade  me  rather  to  be  slave  and  summer 
To  this  detested  groom.  [Pointing  at  Oswald. 

Gon.  At  your  choice,  sir.  200 

Lmr.  I  prithee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad: 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child ;  farewell : 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  see  one  another: 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flesh,  my  blood,  my  daughter; 
Or  rather  a  disease  that's  in  my  flesh, 
Which  I  must  needs  call  mine :  thou  art  a  boil, 
A  plague-sore,  an  embossed  carbuncle, 
In  my  corrupted  blood.     But  I'll  not  chide  thee; 
Let  shame  come  when  it  will.  I  do  not  call  it ; 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  shoot,  230 

Xor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high- judging  Jove : 
Mend  when  thou  canst;  be  better  at  thy  leisure: 
I  can  be  patient;  I  can  stay  with  Regan, 
I  and  my  hundred  knights. 

Beg.  Not  altogether  so: 

I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome.     Give  ear,  sir,  to  my  sister; 
For  those  that  mingle  reason  with  your  passion 
Must  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  so — 
But  she  knows  what  she  does. 

Lmr.  Is  this  well  spoken? 

Beg.  I  dare  avouch  it,  sir:  what,  fifty  followers?        040 
Is  it  not  well?     What  should  yon  need  of  more? 
Yea,  or  so  many,  sith  that  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  'gainst  so  great  a  number?     How,  in  one  house, 
Should  many  people,  under  two  commands. 
Hold  amity?     'Tishard:  almost  impossible. 

Gon.   Why  might  not  you.  ray  lord,  receive  attendance 
From  those  that  she  call-  servants  or  from  mine? 
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Beg.  Why  not,  my  lord?    If  then  they  chanced  to  slack 
you , 
We  could  control  them.     If  you  will  come  to  me, — 
For  now  1  spy  a  danger, — I  entreat  you  250 

To  bring  but  five  and  twenty:  to  ao  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all — 

Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 

Lear.  Made  you  my  guardians,  my  depositaries; 
But  kept  a  reservation  to  be  follow'd 
With  such  a  number.     What,  must  I  come  to  you 
With  five  and  twenty,  Regan?  said  you  so? 

Beg.   And  speak't  again,  my  lord;  no  more  with  me. 

Lear.  Those  wicked  creatures  yet  do  look  well-fa vour'd, 
When  others  are  more  wicked;  not  being  the  worst  260 
Stands  in  some  rank  of  praise.     [To  Gon.]  I'll  go  with 

thee : 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five-and-twenty, 
And  thou  art  twice  her  love. 

Go?t.  Hear  me,  my  lord: 

What  need  you  five  and-twenty,  ten,  or  five, 
To  follow  in  a  house  where  twice  so  many 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you? 

Beg.  What  need  one? 

Lear.  O,  reason  not  the  need :  our  basest  beggars 
Are  in  the  poorest  thing  superfluous: 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life's  as  cheap  as  beast's:  thou  art  a  lady;  270 

if  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 
Why,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'st, 
Which  scarcely  keeps  thee  warm.     But,  for  true  need, — 
You  heavens,  give  me  that  patience,  patience  I  need! 
You  see  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man, 
As  full  of  grief  as  age;  wretched  in  both! 
If  it  be  you  that  stir  these  daughters'  hearts 
Against  their  father,  fool  me  not  so  much 
To  bear  it  tamely;  touch  me  with  noble  anger, 
And  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops.  28f 

Stain  my  man's  cheeks!     No,  you  unnatural  hags, 
I  will  have  such  revenges  on  you  both, 
That  all  the  world  shall — I  will  do  such  things, —    . 
What  they  are,  yet  I  know  not;  but  they  shall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth.     You  think  I'll  weep; 
No,  I'll  not  weep: 

I  hsv**  full  cause  of  weeping;  but  this  heart 
Shal/  break  into  a  hundred  thousand  flaws, 
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Or  ere  I'll  weep.     Q  fool,  I  shall  go  mad! 

[Exeunt  Lear,  Gloucester,  Kent,  and  Fool. 
Storm  and  tempest. 

Corn.  Let  us  withdraw;  'twill  b«  a  storm.  2W 

Beg.  This  house  is  little:  the  old  man  and  his  people 
( 'annot  be  well  bestow*d. 

Go/t.  Tis  his  own  blame:  hath  put  himself  from  rest, 
And  must  needs  taste  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular,  I'll  receive  him  gladly, 
But  not  one  follower. 

Goii.  So  am  I  purposed. 

Where  is  my  lord  of  Gloucester? 

Corn.  Follow'd  the  old  man  forth:  he  is  return'd. 

Re-enter  Gloucester. 

Glou.  The  king  is  in  high  rage. 

Corn.  "Whither  is  he  going?  299 

Glou.  He  calls  to  horse ;  but  will  I  know  not  whither. 

Corn.  'Tis  best  to  give  him  way;  he  leads  himself. 

Gon.  My  lord,  entreat  him  by  no  means  to  stay. 

Glou.  Alack,  the  night  comes  on,  and  the  bleak  winds 
Do  sorely  ruffle ;  for  many  miles  about 
There's  scarce  a  bush. 

Reg.  O,  sir,  to  wilful  men, 

The  inquiries  that  they  themselves  procure 
Must  be  their  schoolmasters.     Shut  up  your  doors: 
He  is  attended  with  a  desperate  train ; 
And  what  they  may  incense  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abused,  wisdom  bids  fear.  310 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  lord;  'tis  a  wild  night: 
My  Regan  counsels  well:  come  out  o'  the  storm.    [Exeunt 


ACT  III. 

Scene  I.    A  heath. 

Storm  still.     Enter  Kent  and  a  Gentleman,  meeting. 

Kent.  Who's  there,  besides  foul  weather? 

Gent.  One  minded  like  the  weather,  most  unquietly. 

Kent.  I  know  you.     Where's  the  king? 

Gent.  Contending  with  the  fretful  element; 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  sea, 
Or  swell  the  curled  waters  'bove  the  main, 
That  things  might  change  or  cease ;  tears  his  white  hair. 
Which  the  impetuous  blasts,  with  eyeless  rage, 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing-  of; 
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Strive  :d  Wg  little  world  of  man  to  out-scorn  10 

The  to-and-fro-conflicting  -wind  and  rain. 

This  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  bear  would  couch, 

The  lion  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 

Keep  their  fur  dry,  unbounded  he  runs, 

And  bids  what  will  take  all. 

Kent.  But  who  is  with  him? 

Gent.  None  but  the  fool ;  who  labours  to  out- jest 
His  heart-struck  injuries. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  do  know  you; 

And  dare,  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note, 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.     There  is  division, 
Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  be  cover'd  20 

With  mutual  cunuing,  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall; 
Who  have— as  who  have  not,  lhat  their  great  stars 
Throned  and  set  high? — .servants,  who  seem  no  less, 
Which  are  to  France  the  spies  and  speculations 
Intelligent  of  our  state;  what  hath  been  seen, 
Either  in  snuffs  and  packings  of  the  dukes, 
Or  the  hard  reign  which  both  of  them  have  borne 
Against  the  old  kind  king;  or  something  deeper, 
Whereof  perchance  those  are  but  furnishings; 
But,  true  it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a  power  30 

Into  this  scatter'd  kingdom;  who  already, 
Wise  in  our  negligence,  have  secret  feet 
In  some  of  our  best  ports,  and  are  at  point 
To  show  their  open  banner.     Now  to  you: 
If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  so  far 
To  make  your  speed  to  Dover,  you  shall  find 
Some  that  will  thank  you,  making  just  report 
Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  sorrow 
The  king  hath  cause  to  plain. 

I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding;  40 

And,  from  some  knowledge  and  assurance,  offer 
This  office  to  you. 

Gent.  I  will  talk  further  with  you. 

Kent.  No,  do  not. 

For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 
Than  my  out-wall,  open  this  purse,  and  take 
What  it  contains.     If  you  shall  see  Cordelia, — 
As  fear  not  but  you  shall, — show  her  this  ring; 
And  she  will  tell  you  who  your  fellow  is 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.     Fie  on  this  storm! 
I  will  go  seek  the  king.  50 

Gent.   Give  me  your  hand:  have  you  no  more  to  say? 

Kent.  Few  words,  but,  to  effect,  more  than  all  yet; 
That,  when  we  have  found  the  king,— in  which  your  pain 
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Thai  wav.  I'll  this,— he  that  first  lights  on  him 

Holla  the  other.  [Exeunt  severally. 

Scene  II.     Another  pari  of  the  heath.     Storm  still. 
Enter  Lear  and  Fool. 
Lear.  Blow,  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks!  rage!  hlow! 
You  cataracts  and  hurricanoes,  spoilt 
Till  vou  have  drench'd  our  steeples,  drown'd  the  cocks! 
You'sulphurous  and  thought-executing  fires. 
Vaunt-couriers  to  oak-cleaving  thunderbolts, 
Singe  my  white  head!     And  thou,  all-shakiug  thunder, 
Snifte  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'  the  world! 
Crack  nature's  moulds,  all  germens  spill  at  once, 
That  make  ingrateful  man!  9 

tbaL  O  nuncle,  court  holy  water  in  a  dry  house  is  better 
than  this  rain-water  out  o'door.  Good  nuncle,  in,  and  ask 
thy  daughters' blessing:  here's  a  night  pities  neither  wise 
man  nor  fool. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  bellyful!     Spit,  fire!  spout,  rain! 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters: 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindness. 
I  never  gave  you  kiugdom,  call'd  you  children, 
You  owe  me 'uo  subscription:  then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleasure ;  here  I  stand,  your  slave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  despised  old  man.  20 

But  vet  I  call  you  servflc  ministers. 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Your  high  engender'd  battles  'gainst  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     O!  O!  'tis  foul! 

Fool.  He  that  has  a  house  to  put's  head  in  has  a  good 
head-piece. 

The  cod-piece  that  will  house 

Before  the  head  has  any, 
The  head  and  he  shall  louse ; 

So  beggars  marry  many.  30 

The  man  that  makes  his  toe 

What  he  his  heart  should  make 
Shall  of  a  corn  cry  woe, 
And  turn  his  sleep  to  wake. 
For  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman  but  she  made  mouths 
in  a  glass. 

Lear.  No,  I  wiH  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience;  I  will  say 
uothing. 

Enter  KfTKT, 

Kent.  Who's  there? 
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Fool.  Many,  here's  grace  and  a  cod-piece;  that's  a  wise 
man  and  a  fool.  41 

Kent.  Alas,  sir,  are  you  here?  things  that  love  night 
Love  not  such  nights  as  these;  the  wrathful  skies 
Gallow  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark, 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves:  since  I  was  man, 
Such  sheets  of  fire,  such  hurts  of  horrid  thunder, 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard:  man's  nature  cannot  carry 
The  affliction  nor  the  fear. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods, 

That  keep  this  dreadful  pother  o'er  our  heads,  5ft 

Find  out  their  enemies  now.     Tremble,  thou  wretch. 
That  hast  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
luwhipp'd  of  justice:  hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand; 
Thou  perjured,  and  thou  simular  man  of  virtue 
That  art  incestuous:  caitiff,  to  pieces  shake, 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  seeming 
Hast  practised  on  man's  life:  close  pent  up  guilts, 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  cry 
These  dreadful  summoners  grace.     I  am  a  man 
More  sinn'd  against  than  sinning. 

Kent.  Alack,  bare-headed!      60 

Gracious  my  lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel; 
Some  friendship  will  it  lend  you  'gainst  the  tempest: 
Repose  you  there;  while  I  to  this  hard  house — 
More  harder  than  the  stones  whereof  'tis  raised; 
Which  eveu  but  now,  demanding  after  you. 
Denied  me  to  come  in — return,  and  force 
Their  scanted  courtesy. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 

Come  on,  my  boy:  how  dost,  my  boy?  art  cold? 
I  am  cold  myself.     Where  is  this  straw,  my  fellow? 
The  art  of  our  necessities  is  strange,  70 

That  can  make  vile  things  precious.     Come,  your  hovel. 
Poor  fool  and  knave,  I  have  one  part  in  my  heart 
That's  sorry  yet  for  thee. 

Fool.  [Singing]  He  that  has  and  a  little  tiny  wit,— 

With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain,— 
Must  make  content  w  ith  his  fortunes  fit, 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day 

Lear.  True,  my  good  boy.     Come,  bring  us  to  ibis  hovel, 

[Exeunt  Lear  and  Bent. 

Fool.  Thi?  is  a  brave  night  to  cool  h  cb'urteiio. 
I'll  speak  a  propheo  ere  t  go:  b0 

When  priests  are  more  hi  word  than  matter; 

When  brewers  mar  their  malt  with  water; 
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When  nobles  are  their  tailors'  tutors; 
Xo  heretics  buru'd,  but  wenches'  suitors; 
When  every  case  in  law  is  right; 
No  squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  knight ; 
When  slanders  do  not  live  in  tongues; 
Nor  cutpurses  come  not  to  throngs; 
When  usurers  tell  their  gold  i'  the  field; 
And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build;  90 

Then  shall  the  realm  of  Albion 
Come  to  great  confusion : 
Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  see't, 
That  going  shall  be  used  with  feet; 
This  prophecy  Merlin  shall  make;  for  I  live  before  his 
time.  [Exit. 

Scene  III.     Gloucester's  castle. 

Enter  Gloucester  and  Edmund. 

Glou.  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatural 
dealing.  When  I  desired  their  leave  that  I  might  pity  him, 
they  took  from  me  the  use  of  mine  own  house ;  charged  me. 
on  pain  of  their  perpetual  displeasure,  neither  to  speak  of 
him,  entreat  for  him,  nor  any  way  sustain  him. 

Edm.  Most  savage  and  unnatural! 

Glou.  Go  to;  say  you  nothing.  There's  a  division  be 
twist  the  dukes:  and  a  worse  matter  than  that:  I  have 
received  a  letter  this  night;  'tis  dangerous  to  be  spoken;  I 
have  locked  the  letter  in  my  closet,  these  injuries  the  king 
now  bears  will  be  revenged  home;  there's  part  of  a  power 
already  footed:  we  must  incline  to  the  king.  I  will  seek 
him,  and  privily  relieve  him:  go  you  and  maintain  talk 
with  the  duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him  perceived : 
if  he  ask  for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed.  Though 
I  die  for  it,  as  no  less  is  threatened  me,  the  king  my  old 
master  must  be  relieved.  There  is  some  strange  thing 
toward,  Edmund;  pray  you.  be  careful.  [Exit.     21 

Edm.  This  courtesy!  forbid  thee,  shall  the  duke 
Instantly  know;  and  of  that  letter  too; 
This  seems  a  fair  deserving,  and  must  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  loses;  no  less  than  all: 
The  younger  rises  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [Exit. 

>< "Exe  IV.     The  heath.     Before  a  hovel. 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 
Here  is  the  place,  my  lord;  good  my  lord,  enter, 
rauny  of  the  open  night's  too  rough 
For  uaturato  endure.  [Storm  still. 
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I. rur.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Wilt  break  my  heart? 

Kent.  I  had  rather  break  mine  own.     Good  my  lord, 
enter. 

Lear.  Thou  think'st  'tis  much  that  this  contentious  storm 
Invades  us  to  the  skin:  so  'tis  to  thee; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fix'd, 
The  lesser  is  scarce  felt.     Thou'ldst  shun  a  bear; 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  raging  sea,  10 

Thou'ldst  meet  the  bear  i'  the  mouth.     When  the  mind's 

free, 
The  body's  delicate:  the  tempest  iu  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  senses  take  all  feeling  else 
Save  what  beats  there.     Filial  ingratitude! 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  should  tear  this  hand 
For  lifting  food  to't?    But  I  will  punish  home: 
No,  I  will  weep  no  more.     In  such  a  night 
To  shut  me  out!     Pour  on;  I  will  endure. 
In  such  a  night  as  this!     O  Regan,  Goueril! 
Your  old  kind  father,  whose  frank  heart  gave  all, —        20 
O,  that  way  madness  lies;  let  me  shun  that; 
No  more  of  that. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Prithee,  go  in  thyself;  seek  thine  own  ease: 
This  tempest  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more.     But  I'll  go  in. 
[To  the  Fool]     In,  boy;  go  first.    You  houseless  poverty, — 
Nay,  get  thee  in.    I'll  pray,  and  then  I'll  sleep.  [Fool  goes  in. 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm,  29 

How  shall  your  houseless  heads  and  unfed  sides, 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggedness,  defend  you 
From  seasons  such  as  these?    O,  I  have  ta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this!    Take  physic,  pomp; 
Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretches  feel, 
That  thou  mayst  shake  the  superflux  to  them, 
And  show  the  heavens  more  just. 

Edg.  [Within]  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half !  Poor 
Tom.'  [The  Fool  runs  out  from  the  hovel. 

Fool.  Come  not  in  here,  nuuele,  here's  a  spirit.     Help 
me,  help  me !  40 

Kent.  Give  me  thy  hand.     Who's  there? 

Fool.  A  spirit,  a  spirit:  he  says  his  name's  poor  Tom. 

Kent.  What  art  thou  that  dost  grumble  there  i'  the  straw' 
Come  forth. 

Enter  Eixjak  disguised  at  a  madman. 
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Edg.   Away!  the  foul  fiend  follows  me! 
Through  tlie  sharp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind. 
Hum! "go  to  thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Hast  thou  given  all  to  thy  two  daughters? 
And  art  thou  come  to  this?  50 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom?  whom  the  foul 
fiend  hath  led  through  fire  and  through  Same,  and  through 
ford  and  whirlipool.  o'er  bog  and  quagmire;  that  hath  laid 
knives  under  his  pillow,  and  halters  in  his  pew;  set  rats 
bane  by  his  porridge;  made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on 
a  bay  trotting-horse  over  four-inched  bridges,  to  course  his 
own  shadow  for  a  traitor.  Bless  thy  five  wits!  Tom's 
a-cold, — O,  do  de,  do  de,  do  de.  Bless  thee  from  whirl- 
winds, star-blasting,  and  taking!  Do  poor  Tom  some  char- 
ity, whom  the  foul  fiend  vexes:  there  could  I  have  him 
now. — and  there, — and  there  again,  and  there.  [Storm  stW. 

hear.  What,  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this  paasl 
Couldst  thou  save  nothing?     Didst  thou  give  them  all? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  reserved  a  blanket,  else  we  had  teen  all 
shamed. 

Lear.  Now,  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hang  fated  o'er  men's  faults  light  on  thy  daughters!        70 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters,  sir. 

Lrnr.  Death,  traitor!  nothing  could  have  subdued  nature 
To  such  a  lowness  but  his  unkind  daughters. 
Is  it  the  fashion,  that  discarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flesh? 
Judicious  punishment!  'twas  this  flesh  begot 
Those  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  sat  on  Pillicock-hill : 
Halloo,  halloo,  loo,  loo! 

F<y>\.  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools  and  mad- 
men. 81 

Big.  Take  heed  o'  the  foul  fiend:  obey  thy  parents;  keep 
thy  word  justly;  swear  not;  commit  not  with  man's  sworn 
spouse;  set  not  thy  sweet  heart  on  proud  array.  Tom's 
a-cold. 

Lear.  What  hast  thou  been? 

Edg.  A  serviDg-man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind:  that 
curled  my  hair;  wore  gloves  in  my  cap:  served  the  lust  ot 
my  mistress' heart,  and  did  the  act  of  darkness  with  her: 
swore  as  many  oaths  as  I  spake  words,  aud  broke  them  in 
the  sweet  face  of  heaven:  one  that  slept  in  the  contriving 
of  lust,  and  waked  to  do  it:  wine  loved  T  deeply,  dice  dearly; 
and  in  woman  out-paramonred  The  Turk:  false  of  heart . 
light  of  ear,  bloody  of  hand;  hog  in  sloth,  fox  in  stealth, 
wolf  in  greediness,  dog  in  madness,  lion  in  prey.     Let  not 
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the  creaking  of  shoes  nor  the  rustliug  of  silks  betray  thy 
poor  heart  to  woman:  keep  thy  foot  out  of  brothels,  thy 
hand  out  of  plackets,  thy  pen  from  lenders'  books,  and 
defy  the  foul  fiend.  101 

Still  through  the  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind: 
Says  suum,  mun,  na,  no,  nonny. 

Dolphin  my  boy,  my  boy,  sessa!  let  him  trot  by.  [Storm  still. 
Lear,  Why,  thou  wei't  better  in  thy  grave  than  to  an- 
swer with  thy  uncovered  body  this  extremity  of  the  skies. 
Is  man  no  more  than  this?  Consider  him  well.  Thou 
owest  the  worm  no  silk,  the  beast  no  hide,  the  sheep  no 
wool,  the  cat  no  perfume.  Ha!  here's  three  ou's  an:  so 
phisticated!  Thou  art  the  thing  itself:  unaccommodated 
man  is  no  more  but  such  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as 
thou  art.     Off,  off,  youlendings!  come,  unbutton  here. 

i  Tearing  off  his  cloi/ies. 
;  'tis  a  naughty  night 
to  swim  in.  Now  a  little  fire  in  a  wild  field  were  like  an 
old  lecher's  heart;  a  small  spark,  all  the  rest  ou's  body 
cold.     Look,  here  comes  a  walking  fire.  119 

Enter  Gloucester,  with  a  torch. 

Edfj.  This  is  the  foul  fiend  Flibbertigibbet:  he  begins  at 
curfew,  and  walks  till  the  first  cock:  he  gives  the  web  and 
the  pin,  squints  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hare-lip;  mildews 
the  white  wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  creature  of  earth. 
S.Withold  footed  thrice  the  old; 
He  met  the  night-mare,  and  her  nine-fold; 
Bid  her  alight, 
And  her  troth  plight, 
And,  aroint  thee,  witch,  aroint  thee! 

Kent.  How  fares  your  grace?  130 

Lear.  What's  he? 

Kent.  Who's  there?    What  is  't  you  seek? 

Gfou.  What  are  you  there?    Your  names? 

Edr/.  Poor  Tom;  that  eats  the  swimming  frog,  the  toad, 
the  tadpole,  the  wall-newt  and  the  water;  that  in  the  fury 
of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend  rages,  eats  cow-dung  for 
wallets;  swallows  the  old  rat  and  the  ditch-dog;  drinks  the 
green  mantle  of  the  standing  pool;  who  is  whipped  from 
tithing  to  tithing,  and  stock-punished,  and  imprisoned: 
who  hath  had  three  suits  to  his  back,  six  shirts  to  his  body, 
horse  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear; 

But  mice  and  rats,  and  such  small  deer, 

Have  been  Tom's  food  for  seven  long  year. 
Beware  my  follower.     Peace,  Smulkin;  peace,  thou  fiend.' 

Ghv.  What,  hath  your  grace  no  better  company? 
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Big.  The  prince  of  darkness  is  a  gentleman:  Modohe's 
called,  ami  Hahu. 

Glou.  Our  flesh  aud  blood  is  grown  so  vile,  my  lord,  150 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 

Big.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold. 

Owu.  Go  in  with  me:  my  duty  cannot  suffer 
To  obey  in  all  your  daughters'  hard  commands: 
Though  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors, 
Aud  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upou  you, 
Yet  have  I  ventured  to  come  seek  you  out, 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

Lear.  First  let  me  talk  with  this  philosopher. 
What  is  the  cause  of  thunder?  160 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  take  his  offer:  go  into  the  house. 

/.  or.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned  Taeban. 
AVhat  is  your  study? 

Big.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermin. 

Lear.  Let  me  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 

A"  at.  Importune  him  once  more  to  go,  my  lord; 
His  wits  begin  to  unsettle. 

Glou.  Canst  thou  blame  him?  [Storm  still. 

His  daughters  seek  his  death:  ah,  that  good  Kent! 
He  said  it  would  be  thus,  poor  banish'd man! 
Thou  say'st  the  king  grows  mad;  I'll  tell  thee,  friend,  170 
I  am  almost  mad  myself:  I  had  a  son, 
Now  outlaw'd  from  my  blood:  he  sought  m}'  life, 
But  lately,  very  late:  I  loved  him,  friend: 
No  father  his  son  dearer:  truth  to  tell  thee, 
The  grief  hath  crazed  my  wits.     What  a  night  's  this! 
I  do  beseech  your  grace, — 

Lear.  O,  cry  you  mercy,  sir. 

Noble  philosopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Tom's  a-cold". 

Glou.  In,  fellow,  there,  into  the  hovel:  keep  thee  warm. 

Lear.  Come,  let's  in  all. 

Kent.  This  way,  my  lord. 

Lear.  With  him;  180 

I  will  keep  still  with  my  philosopher. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  soothe  him ;  let  him  take  the  fellow. 

Glou.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on:  go  along  with  us. 

Lear.  Come,  good  Athenian. 

Glou.  No  words,  no  words:  hush. 

Edg.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  came, 
His  word  was  still,— Fie,  foh,  and  fum, 

I  smell  the  blood  of  a  British  man.  [Bxentti. 
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Scene  V.     Gloucester's  castle. 
Enter  Cornwall  attd  Edmund. 

Corn.  I  will  have  my  revenge  ere  I  depart  his  house. 

Edm.  How,  my  lord,  I  may  be  censured,  that  nature 
thus  gives  way  to  loyalty,  something  fears  me  to  think  of. 

Com.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether  your  brother's 
evil  disposition  made  him  seek  his  death;  but  a  provoking 
merit,  set  a-work  by  a  improvable  badness  in  himself.        9 

Edm.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  must  repent 
to  be  just!  This  is  the  letter  he  spoke  of,  which  approves 
him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advantages  of  France.  O 
heavens!  that  this  treason  were  not,  or  not  I  the  detector! 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  duchess. 

Edm.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain,  you  have 
mighty  business  in  hand. 

Corn.  True  or  false,  it  hath  made  thee  earl  of  Gloucester. 
Seek  out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may  be  ready  for  our 
apprehension.  20 

Edm.  [Aside]  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  king,  it  -will 
stuff  his  suspicion  more  fully. — I  will  persevere  in  my 
course  of  loyalty,  though  the  conflict  be  sore  between  that 
and  my  blood. 

Corn.  I  will  lay  trust  upon  thee;  and  thou  shalt  find  a 
dearer  father  in  my  love.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  VI.     A  chamber  in  a  farmhouse  adjoining  the  castle. 
Enter  Gloucester,  Lear,  Kent,  Fool,  and  Edgar. 

Glou.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air;  take  it  thank- 
fully. I  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I 
ran :  I  will  not  be  long  from  you. 

Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  wits  have  given  way  to  his 
impatience:  the  gods  reward  your  kindness! 

[Exit  Gloucester. 

Edg.  Frateretto  calls  me;  and  tells  me  Nero  is  an  angler 
in  the  lake  of  darkness.  Pray,  innocent,  and  beware  the 
foul  fiend. 

Fool.  Prithee,  nuncle,  tell  me  whether  a  madman  be  a 
gentleman  or  a  yeoman  ?  1 1 

Lear.  A  king,  a  king! 

Fool.  No,  he's  a  yeoman  that  has  a  gentleman  to  his  ion 
for  he's  a  mad  yeoman  that  sees  his  son  a  gentleman  before 
him. 

i.mr.  To  have. it  thousand  with  red  burping  spits- 
c'ome  hissing  in  upon  'em, — 
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Bdg.  The  foul  fiend  biles  my  back. 
Fool.   He's  mad  that  trusts  iu  the  Uimeuess  of  a  wolf,  a 
torse's  health,  a  boy's  love,  or  a  whore's  oath.  21 

/.-..!/■.  It  shall  be  done;  I  will  arraign  them  straight. 
To  Edgar]  Come,  sit  thou  here,  most  learned  justicer; 
T-i  th<  F<»>1]  Thou,  sapient  sir,  sit  here.     Now,  you  she 

foxes! 
Edg.  Look,  where  he  stands  and  glares! 
Wantest  thou  eyes  at  trial,  madam? 

Come  o'er  the  bourn,  Bessy,  to  me, — 
FboL  Her  boat  hath  a  leak, 

And  she  must  not  speak 

Why  she  dares  not  come  over  to  thee.  30 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice  of  a 

nightingale.     Hopdance  cries  in  Tom's  belly  for  two  white 

herring.     Croak  not,  black  angel;  I  have  no  food  for  thee. 

K>  id.  How  do  you,  sir?     Stand  you  not  so  amazed: 
Will  you  lie  down  and  rest  upon  the  cushions? 
Lear.  I'll  see  their  trial  first.     Bring  in  the  evidence. 

fTo  Edgar]  Thou  robed  man  of  justice,  take  thy  place; 
To  tht  Fool]  And  thou,  his  yoke-fellow  of  equity, 
Bench  by  his  side:  [To  Kent]  you  are  o'  the  commission. 
Sit  you  too.  41 

Edg.  Let  us  deal  justly. 

Sleepest  or  wakest  thou,  jolly  shepherd? 

Thy  sheep  be  in  the  corn ; 
And  for  one  blast  of  thy  minikin  mouth, 
Thy  sheep  shall  take  no  harm. 
Pur!  the  cat  is  gray. 

Lear.  Arraign  her  first;  'tis  Goneril.  I  here  take  my 
oath  before  this  honourable  assembly,  she  kicked  the  poor 
king  her  father.  50 

Fool.  Come  hither,  mistress.     Is  your  name  Goneril? 
Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it. 

Fool.  Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  joint-stool. 
Ltur.  And  here's  another,  whose  warp'd  looks  proclaim 
What  store  her  heart  is  made  on.     Stop  her  there! 
Arms,  arms,  sword,  fire!     Corruption  in  the  place! 
False  justicer,  why  hast  thou  let  her  'scape? 
Edg.  Bless  thy  hve  wits!  60 

Kent,  O  pity!    Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now, 
That  you  so  oft  have  boasted  to  retain? 

Edg.  [Aside]  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  so  much, 
They'll  mar  my  counterfeiting. 
Lear,  The  little  dogs  and  all. 
Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart,  see,  they  bark  at  me. 
Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them. 
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Avaust,  y«u  curs! 

Be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white, 
Tooth  that  poisons  if  it  bite;  70 

Mastiff,  greyhounds,  mongrel  grim, 
Hound  or  spaniel,  brach  or  lym, 
Or  bobtail  tike  or  trundle-tad, 
Tom  will  make  them  weep  and  wail : 
For,  with  throwing  thus  my  head, 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do  de,  de,  de.     Sessa!     Come,  march  to  wakes  and  fairs 
and  market-towns.     Poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry.  79 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan;  see  what  breeds 
about  her  heart.     Is  there  any  cause  in  nature  that  makes 
these  hard  hearts?  [To Edgar]  You,  sir,  I  entertain  for  one  of 
my  hundred;  only  I  do  not  like  the  fashion  of  your  gar 
ments:  you  will  say  they  are  Persian  attire:  but  le1  them 
be  changed. 
Kent.  Now,  good  my  lord,  lie  here  and  rest  awhile. 
Lear.  Make  no  noise,  make  no  noise;  draw  the  curtains: 
so,  so,  so.     We'll  go  to  supper  i'  the  morning      So.  so.  so. 
Fool.  And  I'll  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Re-enter  Gloucester. 

Qlou.  Come  hither,  friend :  where  is  the  king  my  master) 

Kent.  Here,  sir;  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits  are  gone. 

Glou.  Good  friend,  I  prithee,  take  him  in  i\\y  arms: 
I  have  o'erheard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him: 
There  is  a  litter  ready;  lay  him  in't, 
And  drive  towards  Dover,  friend,  where  thou  shalt  meet 
Both  welcome  and  protection.     Take  up  thy  roaster: 
If  thou  shouldst  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life,  100 

With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 
Stand  in  assured  loss:  take  up,  take  up: 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  some  provision 
Give  thee  quick  conduct. 

Kent.  Oppressed  nature  sleeps  I 

This  rest  might  yet  have  balm'd  thy  broken  senses. 
Which,  if  convenience  will  not  allow, 
Stand  in  hard  cure.     [To  the  Fool]  Come,  help  to  bear  thy 

master; 
Thou  must  not  stay  behind. 

Glow.  Come,  come,  away 

[Exeunt  M  but  Eigar. 

Edg.  When  we  our  betters  see  bearing  our  woes. 
We  scarcely  think  our  miseries  our  foes.  1 10 

Who  alone'suffers  suffers  most  i'  the  mind, 
Leaving  free  things  and  happy  shows  behind: 
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But  then  the  mind  much  sufferance  doth  o'erskip. 

When  grief  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowship. 

How  light  and  portable  my  pain  seems  now, 

When  that  which  makes  me  bend  makes  the  king  bow, 

He  childed  as  I  father'd!     Tom,  away! 

Mark  the  high  noises;  and  thyself  bewray. 

When  false  opinion,  whose  wrong  thought  defiles  thee, 

In  thy  just  proof,  repeals  and  reconciles  thee.  120 

What  will  hap  more  to-night,  safe  'scape  the  king! 

Lurk.  lurk.  [Bat. 

Scene  VII.     Gloucester's  castle. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan.  Goneril,  Edmund,  and  Ser- 
vants. 

Corn.  Post  speedily  to  my  lord  your  husband;  show  him 
this  Utter:  the  army  of  France  is  landed.  Seek  out  the 
villain  Gloucester.  [Eueitnt  some  of  the  Senxmtf. 

Beg.   Hang  him  instantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  displeasure.  Edmund,  keep 
you  our  sister  company:  the  revenges  we  are  hound  to 
take  upon  your  traitorous  father  are  not  fit  for  your  behold- 
ing. Advise  the  duke,  where  you  are  going,  to  a  most 
festinate  preparation:  we  are  bound  to  the  like.  Our 
po^ts  shall  be  swift  and  intelligent  betwixt  us.  Farewell. 
dear  sister:  farewell,  my  lord  of  Gloucester. 

Enter  Oswald. 

How  now!  where's  the  king? 

Q&m.  My  lord  of  Gloucester  hath  convey'd  him  hence: 
Some  five  or  six  and  thirty  of  his  knights, 
Hot  questrists  after  him,  met  him  at  gate; 
Who,  with  some  other  of  the  lords  dependants. 
Are  gone  with  him  towards  Dover,  where  they  boast 
To  have  well-armed  friends. 

Corn.  Get  horses  for  your  mistress. 

Gon.  Farewell,  sweet  lord,  and  sister.  21 

Corn.  Edmund,  farewell. 

[Erei/nt  Go/ten'l,  Edmund,  and  Osicald. 
Go  seek  the  traitor  Gloucester, 
Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  ub. 

[Exeunt  othtr  Sacant*. 
Though  well  we  may  not  pass  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  justice,  yet  our  power 
Shall  do  a  courtesy  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
May  blame,  but  not  control.     Who's  there?  the  traitor? 
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Enter  Gloucester,  brought  in,  by  two  or  (///■>  e. 

Beg.  Ingrateful  fox!  'tis  he. 

Corn.  Bind  fast  his  corky  arms. 

Glou.  Wliat  mean  your  graces?    Good  my  friends,  con 
sider  L(t 

Vou  are  my  guests:  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Com.     Bind  him,  I  say.  [Servants  bitn'r 

Beg.  Hard,  hard.     O  filthy  trail. 

Glou.  Unmerciful  lady  as  you  are,  I'm  none. 

Corn.  To  this  chair  bind  him.     Villain,  thou  shalt  fi'm' — 

[  Regan  plucks  hi*  beard. 

Glou.  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  most  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 

Reg.  So  white,  and  such  a  traitor! 

Glou.  Naughty  lady. 

These  hairs,  which  thou  dost  ravish  from  my  chin, 
Will  quicken,  and  accuse  thee:  I  am  your  bosl : 
With  robbers'  hands  my  hospitable  favours  40 

You  should  not  ruffle  thus.     What  will  you  do? 

Corn.  Come,  sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from  France? 

Beg.  Be  simple  answerer,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Corn.   And  what  confederacy  have  you  with  the  traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom? 

Beg.  To  whose  hands  have  you  sent  the  lunatic  king? 
Speak. 

Glou.  I  have  a  letter  guessingly  set  down, 
Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  heart, 
And  not  from  one  opposed. 

Corn.  Cunning. 

Beg.  And  false. 

Corn.  Where  hast  thou  sent  the  king?  50 

Glou.  To  Dover. 

Beg.  Wherefore  to  Dover?     Wast  thou  not  charged  at. 

pei-H- 
Cw//.  Wherefore  to  Dover?    Let  him  first  answer  that. 

Glou.  I  am  tied  to  the  stake,  and  I  must  stand  the  course. 

Beg.   Wherefore  to  Dover,  sir? 

Glou.  Because  1  would  not  see  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes;  nor  thy  tierce  sister 
In  his  anointed  flesh  stick  boarish  fangs. 
The  sea,  with  such  a  storm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  endured,  would  have  buoy'd  up.  60 

And  quench'd  the  stelled  fires: 
Yet,  poor  old  heart,  he  holp  the  heavens  to  rain. 
If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howl'd  that  stern  time, 
Thou  shouldst  have  said  "Good  porter,  turn  the  key," 
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All  cruelfi  else  subscribed:  but  I  shall  sue 
The  Winged  vengeance  overtake  such  children. 

Corn.   See  t  Shalt  thou  never.     Fellows,  hold  the  chair. 
Upon  these  eyes  of  thine  I'll  set  my  foot. 

G'liii.  He  that  will  think  to  live  till  he  be  old, 
Give  me  some  help!     O  cruel!     O  you  gods!  70 

Reg.  One  side  will  mock  another;  the  other  too. 

Corn.  If  you  see  vengeance, — 

First  Sere.  Hold  your  hand,  my  lord: 

I  have  served  you  ever  since  I  was  a  child ; 
But  better  service  have  I  never  done  you 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg.  How  now,  you  dog ! 

First  Sere.  If  you  did  wear  a  beard  "upon  your  chin, 
I'd  shake  it  on  this  quarrel.     What  do  you  mean? 

Corn.  My  villain!  [They  draw  and  fighi. 

First  Sen.  Nay,  then,  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  *>f 
anger. 

Reg.  Give  me  thy  sword.     A  peasant  stand  up  thus 

[Tales  a  sword,  and  run*  at  him  Mi'.nd. 

First  Sen.  O.  I  am  slain!     My  lord,  vou  have  ono  <»ye 
left 
To  see  some  mischief  on  him !     O!  \J)ies. 

Com.  Lest  it  see  more,  prevent  it.     Out,  vile  jelly! 
Where  is  thy  lustre  now": 

<lhn.  All  dark  and  comfortless.     Where*s  my  son  Ed- 
mund? 
Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  sparks  of  nature, 
To  quit  this  horrid  act. 

Reg.  Out,  treacherous  villain ! 

Thou  call'st  on  him  that  hates  thee:  it  was  he 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  treason  to  as ; 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee.  90 

Gl»u.  0  my  follies!  then  Edgar  was  abused. 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  prosper  him! 

Beg.  Go  thrust  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him  smell 
His  way  to  Dover.  [Exit  one  with  Gloucester.]  How  is't,  my 
lord?  how  look  you? 

Com.  I  have  received  a  hurt:  follow  me.  lady. 
Turn  out  that  eyeless  villain;  throw  this  slave 
Upon  the  dunghilh     Regan,  I  bleed  apace: 
Intimely  comes  this  hurt-  give  me  your  arm. 

[Exit  OormeaU,  led  by  Regan. 

See.  Si  n.  I'll  never  care  what  wickedness  I  do, 
If  this  man  come  to  good. 

Third  &  re.  If  she  live  long.  100 

And  in  the  end  meet  the  old  course  of  death, 
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Women  will  all  turn  monsters. 

See.  Sere,   Let's  follow  the  old  earl,  and  got  tue Bedlam 
To  lead  him  where  he  would:  his  roguish  madness 
Allows  itself  to  anything. 

Third  Sen.  Go  thou:  I'll  fetch  some  flax  and  whites  of 
eggs 
To  apply  to  his  bleeding  face.     Now,  heaven  help  him  I 

[Exeunt  severally. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     The  heath. 
Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Yet  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd, 
Than  still  contemn'd  and  flatter'd.     To  be  worst, 
The  lowest  and  most  dejected  thing  of  fortune, 
Stands  still  in  esperance,  lives  not  in  fear: 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  best; 
The  worst  returns  lo  laughter.     Welcome,  then, 
Thou  unsubstantial  air  that  I  embrace! 
The  wretch  that  thou  hast  blown  unto  the  worst 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blasts.     But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Gloucester,  led  by  an,  Old  Man. 

My  father,  poorly  led?    World,  world,  O  world!  10 

But  that  thy  strange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee, 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 

Old  Man.  O,  my  good  lord,  I  have  been  your  tenant,  and 
your  father's  tenant,  these  fourscore  years. 

Glon.  Away,  get  thee  away;  good  friend,  be  gone: 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all; 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  Alack,  sir,  you  cannot  see  your  way. 

Qlou.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes;         'JO 
I  stumbled  when  I  saw:  full  oft  'tis  seen, 
Our  means  secure  us,  and  our  mere  defects 
Prove  our  commodities.     O  dear  son  Edgar, 
The  food  of  thy  abused  father's  wrath ! 
Might  I  but  live  to  see  thee  in  my  touch, 
I'ld  say  I  had  eyes  again ! 

Old  Man.  How  now!     Who's  there? 

Edg.  [Aside]  O  gods!      Who  is't  can  say   "I  am  at  the 
worst"? 
I  am  worse  than  e'er  I  was. 

9ld  Man.  Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 
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Bdg  [Aside.]  And  worse  1  may  be  yd:  the  worst  Is  not 
So  long  as  we  can  say  "  This  is  the  worst."  SO 

Old  Men.   Fellow,  where  goe^t'.' 

Gbm.  Is  it  a  l>eggar-man? 

OW  J/</«.  Madman  and  beggar  too. 

Qlotk  He  has  some  reason,  else  he  could  not  beg. 
I'  the  last  night's  storm  I  such  a  fellow  saw; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm:  my  son 
Came  then  into  my  mind;  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  scarce  friends  with  him :  I  have  heard  more  since. 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  the  gods. 
Thev  kill  us  for  their  sport. 

Bdg.  [A*ide]  How  should  this  be? 

Bail  is  the  trade  that  must  play  fool  to  sorrow.  40 

Angering  itself  and  others. — Bless  thee,  master! 

Ghu.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow.' 

Ql&  Man.  Ay,  my  lord. 

(Hon.  Then,  prithee,  get  thee  gone:  if,  for  my  sake, 
Thou  Wilt  o'ertake  us,  hence  a  mile  or  twain, 
I'  the  way  toward  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love; 
And  being  some  covering  for  this  naked  soul, 
Who  I'll  entreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  Alack,  sir,  he  is  mad. 

Ohm.    Tis  the  times'  plague,   when  madmen  lead  the 
blind. 
Do  as  I  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleasure; 
Above  the  rest,  be  gone.  50 

Old  Man.  I'll  bring  him  the  best  'pare]  that  I  have, 
Come  on't  what  will"  [Exit. 

Glou.   Sirrah,  naked  fellow, — 

Bdg.  Poor    Tom's    a-cold.      [Aside]    I  cannot    daub    it 
further. 

(;>>)".  Come  hither,  fellow. 

Bdg.  [Amde]  And  yet  I  must, — Bless  thy  sweet  eve-, 
they  bleed. 

Glon.  Know'st  thou  the  way  to  Dover? 

Edg.  Both  stile  and  gate,  horse-way  and  foot-path.  Poor 
Tom  hath  been  scared  "out  of  his  good  wits:  bless  thee,  good 
man's  son,  from  the  foul  fiend'!'  five  fiends  have  been  in 
poor  Tom  at  once:  of  lust,  as  Obidicut;  Hobbididame. 
prince  of  dumbness:  Mahu,  of  stealing;  Modo,  of  murder 
Flibbertigibbet,  of  mopping  and  mowing,  who  since  pos 
sesses  chambermaids  and  waitiug-women.  So,  bless  thee, 
master ! 

Glon.    Here,  take  this  purse,  thou  whom  the  heavens 
plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  strokes:  that  I  am  wretched 
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Makes  thee  the  happier:  heavens,  deal  so  still! 

Let  the  superfluous  and  lust-dieted  man,  70 

That  slaves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  see 

Because  he  doth  not  feel,  feel  j'our  power  quickly; 

So  distribution  should  undo  excess, 

And  each  man  have  enough.     Dost  thou  know  Dover? 

Edg.  Ay,  master. 

Gloit.  There  is  a  cliff,  whose  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfully  in  the  confined  deep : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it, 
And  I'll  repair  the  misery  thou  dost  bear 
With  something  rich  about  me:  from  that  place  80 

I  shall  no  leading  need, 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm : 

Poor  Tom  shall  lead  thee.  [Exxvnt. 


Scene  II.     Before  the  Duke  of  Albany's  palace. 

Enter  Goxekii,  and  Edmund. 

Gon.  Welcome,  my  lord :  I  marvel  our  mild  husband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way. 

Enter  Oswald. 

Now,  where's  your  master? 

Osir.  Madam,  within ;  but  never  man  so  changed. 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed; 
He  smiled  at  it-.  I  told  him  you  were  coming; 
His  answer  was  "The  worse:"  of  Gloucester's  treachery, 
And  of  the  loyal  service  of  his  son, 
When  I  inform'd  him.  then  he  call'd  me  sot, 
And  told  me  1  had  turn'd  the  wrong-side  out: 
What  most  he  should  dislike  seems  pleasant  to  him;        10 
What  like,  offensive. 

Gon.  [To  Edm.)  Then  shall  you  go  no  further. 
It  is  the  eowish  terror  of  his  spirit, 
That  dares  not  undertake:  he'll  not  feel  wrongs 
Which  tie  him  to  an  answer.     Our  wishes  on  the  way 
May  prove  effects.     Back.  Edmund,  to  my  brother; 
Hasten  his  musters  and  conduct  his  powers: 
I  must  change  arms  at  heme,  and  give  the  distaff 
Into  my  husband's  hands.     This  trusty  servant 
Shall  pass  between  us:  ere  long  you  are  like  to  hear. 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf,  90 

A  mistress's  command.*    Wear  this;  spare  speech: 

[G  icing  a  favour. 
Decline  your  head:  this  kiss,  if  it  durst  speak 
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Would  stretch  thy  spirits  up  iuto  the  air: 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Eim.   Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 

(Jon.  My  most  dear  Gloucester! 

[Exit  Edmund. 
' ),  the  difference  of  man  and  man! 
To  thee  a  woman's  services  are  due: 
My  fool  usurps  my  body. 

Otw.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

Enter  the  DrK£  of  Albany. 

G,,n.  I  have  been  worth  the  whistle. 

Alb.  O  Goneril! 

You  are  not  worth  the  dust  which  the  rude  wind  30 

Blows  in  your  face.     I  fear  your  disposition : 
Tbat  nature,  which  contemns  its  origin, 
Cannot  be  border' d  certain  in  itself; 
Sbe  that  herself  will  sliver  and  disbrauch 
From  her  material  sap.  perforce  must  wither 
And  come  to  deadly  u>e. 

Gon.  No  more;  the  text  is  foolish. 

Alb.  Wisdom  and  goodness  to  the  vile  seem  vile: 
Filths  savour  but  themselves.     What  have  you  done 7 
Tigers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform'd?  40 

A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
Whose  reverence  even  the  head-lugg'd  bear  would  lick, 
Most  barbarous,  most  degenerate!  have  you  madded. 
Could  mj-  good  brother  suffer  you  to  do  it? 
A  man,  a  prince,  by  him  so  l>enefited! 
If  that  the  heavens*  do  not  their  visible  spirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  these  vile  offences, 
It  will  come, 

Humanity  must  perforce  prey  on  itself, 
Like  monsters  of  the  deep. 

Gent.  Milk-liverdman!  50 

That  bear'st  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs: 
Who  hast  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  discerning 
Thine  honour  from* thy  suffering:  that  not  know'st 
Fools  do  those  villains  pity  who  are  punish'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mischief.     Where's  thy  drum? 
France  spreads  his  banners  in  our  noiseless  land ; 
With  plumed  helm  thy  slayer  begins  threats; 
Whiles  thou,  a  moral  fool."  sit'st  still,  and  criest 
••  Alack,  why  does  he  so?" 

Alb.  See  thyself,  devil! 

Proper  deformity  seems  not  in  the  fiend  80 

So  horrid  as  in  w.omaa. 
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Goii.  O  vain  fool! 

Alh.  Thou  changed  and  self-cover'd  thing,  for  shame, 
Be- monster  not  thy  feature.     Were't  my  fifness 
To  let  these  hands  obey  my  blood, 
They  are  apt  enouglwto  dislocate  and  tear 
Thy  flesh  and  bones:  howe'er  thou  art  a  fiend, 
A.  woman's  shape  doth  shield  thee. 

Gon.  Marry,  your  manhood  now — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Alb.  What  news? 

Mess.  O,  my  good  lord,  the  Duke  of  Cornwall's  dead; 
Slain  by  his  servant,  going  to  put  out  71 

The  other  eye  of  Gloucester. 

Alb.  Gloucester's  eyes! 

Mess.  A  servant  that  he  bred,  thrill'd  with  remorse, 
Opposed  against  the  act,  bending  his  sword 
To  his  great  master;  who,  thereat  enraged, 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongst  them  fell'd  him  dead; 
But  not  without  that  harmful  stroke,  which  since 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb.  This  shows  you  are  above, 

You  justicers,  that  these  our  nether  crimes 
So  speedily  can  venge !     But,  O  poor  Gloucester!  80 

Lost  he  his  other  eye? 

Mess.  Both,  both,  my  lord. 

This  letter,  madam,  craves  a  speedy  answer; 
'Tis  from  your  sister. 

Gon.  [Aside]  One  way  I  like  this  well ; 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Gloucester  with  her, 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life :  another  way, 
The  news  is  not  so  tart. — I'll  read,  and  answer.  [Exit. 

AH).  Where  was  his  son  when  they  did  take  his  eyes? 

Mess.  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 

Alb.  He  is  not  here.  90 

Mess.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  met  him  back  again. 

Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickedness? 

Mess.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  'twas  he  inform'd  against  him; 
And  quit  the  house  on  purpose,  that  their  punishment 
Might  have  the  freer  course. 

Alb.  Gloucester,  I  live 

To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  show'dst  the  king. 
And  to  revenge  thine  eyes.     Come  hither,  friend: 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know'st.  [ftjvvrt/. 
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Scene  III.     The  French  camp  near  Doter. 
Enter  Kent  and  a  Gentleman. 

Kent.  Why  the  King  of  France  is  so  suddenly  gone  back 
know  you  the  reason? 

t;,>,t.  Something  he  left  imperfect  in  the  state,  which 
since  his  coming  forth  Is  thought  of;  which  imports  to  the 
kingdom  so  much  fear  and  danger,  that  his  personal  return 
was  most  required  and  necessary. 

Kent.  "Who  hath  he  left  behind  him  general? 

Gent.  The  Marshal  of  Fiance,  Monsieur  La  Far.  10 

Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  queen  to  any  demon- 
stration of  grief? 

irn.t.  Ay,  sir;  she  took  them,  read  them  in  my  presence; 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill'd  down 
Her  delicate  cheek:  it  seem'd  she  was  a  queen 
Over  her  passion;  Who,  most  rebel-like. 
Sought  to  be  king  o'er  her. 

Kent.  O,  theu  it  moved  her. 

Gent.  Not  to  a  rage:  patience  and  sorrow  strove 
Who  should  express  her  goodliest.  You  have  seen 
Sunshine  and  rain  at  once:  her  smiles  and  tears  20 

+Were  like  a  better  day:  those  happy  smilets. 
That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip.  seem'd  not  to  kuow 
What  guests  were  in  her  eyes:  which  parted  thence, 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropp'd.     In  brief, 
Sorrow  would  be  a  rarity  most  beloved. 
If  all  could  so  become  it. 

Knt.  Made  she  no  verbal  question? 

Gt/tt.  'Faith,  once  or  twice  she  heaved   the  name   of 
"father" 
Pantingly  forth,  as  if  it  press'd  her  heart ; 
Cried  "Sisters',  sisters!     Shame  of  ladies !  sisters! 
Kent!  father!  sisters!     What,  i'  the  storm?  i'  the  night? 
Let  pity  not  be  believed!"     There  she  shook  31 

The  holy  water  from  her  heavenly  eyes, 
And  clamour  moisten'd:  then  away  she  started 
To  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Kent.  It  is  the  stars. 

The  stars  above  us,  govern  our  conditions; 
Else  one  self  mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  issues.     You  spoke  not  with  her  since? 

Gent.  No. 

Kent.   Was  this  before  the  king  lvturn'd? 

Qmt.  No,  since. 

Kent.  Well,  sir,  the  poor  distressed  Lear's  i'  the  town; 
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Who  sometime,  in  bis  better  tunc,  remembers  41 

What  we  arc  conic  about,  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  sec  his  daughter. 

Gent.  Why,  good  air? 

Kent,  A    sovereign   shame    so,   elbows   him:    his    own 
unkindneas, 
That  stripp'd  her  from  his  benediction,  turn'd  her 
To  foreign  casualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters,  these  things  sting 
His  mind  so  venomously,  that  burning  shame 
Detains  him  from  Cordelia. 

Gent.  Alack,  poor  gentleman ! 

Kent.   Of  Albany's  and  Corn  wall's  powers  you  beard  not? 

Gent.  Tis  so,  they  are  afoot.  51 

Kent.  Well,  sir,  I'll  bring  you  to  our  master  Lear, 
And  leave  you  to  attend  him:  some  dear  cause 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awhile : 
When  I  am  known  aright,  you  shall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.     I  pray  you,  go 
Along  with  me.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.     The  name.    A  tent. 

Enter,  with  drum  and  colours,  Cokdelia,  Doctor,  and  Sol- 
diers. 

Cor.  Alack,  'tis  he:  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vex'd  sea;  singing  aloud; 
Crown'd  with  rank  fumiter  and  furrow-weeds, 
With  bur-docks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnei,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  sustaining  corn.     A  century  send  forth ; 
Search  eveiy  acre  in  the  high-growu  field, 
And  bring  him  to  our  eye.     [Exit  ait  Officer.}    What  can 

man's  wisdom 
In  the  restoring  bis  bereaved  sense? 
He  that  helps  him  take  all  my  outward  worth.  10 

Doct.  There  is  means,  madam : 
Our  foster-nurse  of  nature  is  repose, 
The  which  he  lacks;  that  to  provoke  in  him, 
Are  many  simples  operative,  whose  power 
Will  close  the  eye  of  anguish. 

Cor.  All  blest  secrets, 

All  you  unpublisb'd  virtues  of  the  earth, 
Spring  with  my  tears!  be  aidant  and  remediate 
In  the  good  man's  distress!     Seek,  seek  for  him; 
Lest  his  ungovern'd  rage  dissolve  the  life 
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That  wants  the  means  to  lend  it. 

Enter  <>  Messenger. 
fleet.  News,  madam;  30 

The  British  powers  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cbr.    Tis  known  before:  our  preparation  stand? 
In  expectation  of  them.     O  dear  father. 
It  is  thy  business  that  I  go  about ; 
Therefore  great  France 

My  mourning  and  important  tears  hath  pitied. 
No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite. 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  aged  father's  right: 
Soon  may  I  hear  and  see  him!  [Exeunt. 

Scene  V.     Qleucmterfe  etude. 

Enter  Keg  an  end  Oswald. 

Reg.  But  are  my  brother's  powers  set  forth? 

One.  Aj,  madam. 

Reg.  Himself  in  person  there? 

0m».  Madam,  with  much  ado: 

Toot  sister  is  the  better  soldier. 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  spake  not  with  your  lord  at  home? 

One.  No,  madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  sister's  letter  to  him? 

Ota*.  I  know  not,  lady. 

Reg.  'Faith,  he  is  posted  hence  on  serious  matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Gloucester's  eyes  being  out. 
To  let  him  live    where  he  arrives  he  moves  10 

All  hearts  against  us.  Edmund,  1  think,  is  gone. 
In  pity  of  his  misery,  to  dispatch 
His  flighted  life,  moreover,  to  descry 
The  strength  o'  the  enemy. 

Ostc.  I  must  needs  after  him,  madam,  with  my  letter. 

Rxj.  Our  troops  set  forth  to-morrow:  stay  with  us; 
The  way's  are  dangerous. 

Oxw.  '  1  may  not,  madam: 

My  lady  charged  my  duty  in  this  hnaiMaa, 

Reg.  Why  should"  she  write  to  Edmund    Might  not  you 
Transport  her  purposes  by  word?     Belike,  20 

Something— I  kuow  not  what:    I'll  love  thee  much, 
Let  me  uuseal  the  letter. 

Out.  Madam.  I  had  rather — 

Reg.   I  know  your  lady  does  not  love  her  husband; 
I  am  -^iire  of  that     and  at  her  late  being  here 
She  gave  strange  oeilladee  and  most  speaking  looks 
To  noble  Edmuud      I  know  vou  are  of  her  bo->oin. 
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Ohio.  I,  madam? 

Reg.  I  speak  in  understanding;  you  are,  I  know't: 
Therefore  I  do  advise  you,  take  this  note: 
My  lord  is  dead;  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd;  30 

And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand 
Than  for  your  lady's:  you  may  gather  more. 
If  you  do  And  him,  pray  you,  give  him  this; 
And  when  your  mistress  hears  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray,  desire  her  call  her  wisdom  to  her. 
So,  fare  you  well. 

If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

Osw.  Would  1  could  meet  him,  madam!     I  should  show 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

Reg.  Fare  thee  well.  [Exeunt.     40 


Scene  VI.     Fields  near  Dover. 
Enter  Gloucester,  and  Edgar  dressed  like  a  peasant. 

Olou.  When  shall  we  come  to  the  top  of  that  same  hill? 

Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now:  look,  how  we  labour. 

Glou.  Methinks  the  ground  is  even. 

Edg.  Horrible  steep. 

Hark,  do  you  hear  the  sea? 

Glou.  No,  truly. 

Edg.  Why,  then,  your  other  senses  grow  imperfect 
By  your  eyes'  anguish. 

Glou.  So  may  it  be,  indeed: 

Methinks  thy  voice  is  alter'd;  and  thou  speak'st 
In  better  phrase  and  matter  than  thou  didst. 

Edg.  You're  much  deceived :  in  nothing  am  I  changed 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glou.  Methinks  you're  better  spoken.  10 

Edg.  Come  on,  sir;  here's  the  place:  stand  still.     Hot* 
fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  cast  one's  eyes  so  low! 
The  crows  and  choughs  that  wing  the  midway  air 
Show  scarce  so  gross  as  beetles:  half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  samphire,  dreadful  trade! 
Methinks  he  seems  no  bigger  than  his  head: 
The  fishermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach. 
Appear  like  mice;  and  yond  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Diminish'd  to  her  cock;*  her  cock,  a  buoy 
Almost  too  small  for  sight:  the  murmuring  surge,  20 

That  on  the  unuumber'd  idle  pebbles  chafes, 
Cannot  be  heard  so  high.     I'll  look  no  more; 
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Lest  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  sight 
Topple*  down  headlong. 

Glou.  Set  me  where  you  stand. 

E-lg.  Give  me  your  hand;  you  are  now  within  a  foot 
Of  the  extreme  verge    for  all  beneath  the  moon 
Would  I  not  leap  upright. 

Obu.  Let  go  my  band 

Here,  friend,  's  another  purse,  in  it  a  jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking    fairies  and  gods 
Prosper  it  with  thee:     Go  thou  farther  off:  30 

Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

FJij.  Now  fare  you  well,  good  sir. 

Gbiii.  With  all  my  heart. 

Why  I  do  trifle  thus  with  his  despair 
Is  done  to  cure  it 

Glou.  [Kneeling]  O  you  mighty  gods! 
This  world  I  do  renounce,  and  in  your  sights, 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliction  off. 
If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  opposeless  wills. 
My  snuff  and  loathed  part  of  nature  should 
Burns  itself  out.     If  Edgar  live,  O,  bless  him!  40 

Now,  fellow,  fare  thee  well.  [He  falls  forward. 

Biff.  Gone,  sir.  farewell. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treasury  of  life,  when  life  itself 
Yields  to  the  theft  •  had  he  been  where  he  thought, 
By  this,  had  thought  been  past.     Alive  or  dead? 
Ho,  you  sir!  friend!     Hear  you,  sir'  speak! 
Thus  might  he  pass  indeed:  yet  he  revives. 
What  are  you,  sir? 

Glou.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

E'Jfj.  Hadst  thou  been  aught  but  gossamer,  feathers,  air. 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating,  50 

Thou'dst  shiver'd  like  an  egg    but  thou  dost  breathe: 
Hast  heavy  substance;  bleed'st  not;  speak'st;  art  sound. 
Ten  masts  at  each  make  not  the  altitude 
Which  thou  hast  perpendicularly  fell: 
Thy  life's  a  miracle.     Speak  vet  again. 

Glou.  But  have  I  fall'n,  or  no? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  summit  of  this  chalky  bourn. 
Look  up  a-heighl;  the  shrill-gorged  lark  so  far 
Cannot  be  seen  or  heard-  do  but  look  up. 

Oiou.  Alack,  I  have  no  eyes.  60 

!->  wretchedness  deprived  that  benefit. 
To  end  itself  by  death?     Tw&s  yet  some  comfort, 
When  misery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage, 
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And  frustrate  his  proud  wdl. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  arm: 

Up:  so.     How  is't?     Feel  you  your  legs?     You  stand. 

Glou.   Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  strangeness. 

Upon  the  crown  o'  the  cliff,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you? 

Glou.  A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg.  As  I  stood  here  below,  methought  his  eyes 
Were  two  full  moons;  he  had  a  thousand  noses,  70 

Horns  whelk'd  and  waved  like  the  euridged  sea: 
It  was  some  fiend;  therefore,  thou  happy  father, 
Think  that  the  clearest  gods,  who  make  them  honours 
Of  men's  impossibilities,  have  preserved  thee. 

Glou.  I  do  remember  now :  henceforth  I'll  bear 
Affliction  till  it  do  cry  out  itself 

"  Enough,  enough,"  and  die.     That  thing  you  speak  of, 
I  took  it  for  a  man;  often  'twould  say 
"  The  fiend,  the  fiend ."  he  led  me  to  that  place. 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts.     But  who  comes 
here?  80 

Enter  Leak,  fanktsfically  dressed  irith  wild  flencers. 

The  safer  sens<>  will  ne'er  accommodate 
His  master  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coining; 
I  am  the  kiug  himself. 

Edg.  O  thou  side  piercing  sight! 

Lear.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  respect.  There's  your 
press-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like  a  crow- 
keeper:  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard.  Look,  look,  a  mouse! 
Peace,  peace :  this  piece  of  toasted  cheese  will  do't.  There's 
my  gauntlet;  I'll  prove  it  on  a  giant.  Bring  up  the  brown 
bills.  O,  well  flown,  bird!  i' the  clout,  i' the  clout:  hewgh! 
Give  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  marjoram. 

Lear.  Pass. 

Glou.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha!  Goneril,  with  a  white  beard!  They  flattered 
me  like  a  dog;  and  told  me  I  had  white  hairs  in  my  beard 
ere  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  say  "ay"  and  "no"  to 
everything  that  I  said! — "  Ay"  and  "  no"  too  was  no  good 
divinity.  When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me  once,  and  the 
wind  to  make  me  chatter:  when  the  thunder  would  not 
peace  at  my  bidding;  there  I  found  'em,  there  I  smelt 'em 
out.  Go  to,  they  are  not  men  o'  their  words:  they  told  me 
1  was  every  thing;  'tis  a  lie,  I  am  uot  ague-proof. 
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Gfott.  Tlic  i rick  of  that  voire  I  do  well  remember: 
Is't  not  the  king? 

Lear.  Ay,  every  inch  a  king: 

When  I  do  stare,  see  how  the  subject  quakes.  110 

1  pardon  that  man's  life.     What  was  thy  cause? 
Adultery  ? 

Thou  shalt  not  die:  die  for  adultery!  No: 
The  wren  goes  to't,  and  the  small  gilded  fly 
Does  lecher  in  my  sight. 

Let  copulation  thrive;  for  Gloucester's  bastard  son 
Was  kinder  to  his  father  than  my  daughters 
Got  'tween  the  lawful  sheets. 
To't,  luxury,  pell-mell !  for  I  lack  soldiers. 
Behold  yond  simpering  dame,  120 

Whose  face  between  her  forks  presages  snow ; 
That  minces  virtue,  and  does  shake  the  head 
To  hear  of  pleasure's  name ; 
The  fitchew,  nor  the  soiled  horse,  goes  to't 
With  a  more  riotous  appetite. 
Down  from  the  waste  they  are  Centaurs, 
Though  women  all  above: 
But  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  inherit, 

Beneath  is  all  the  fiends' ;  129 

There's  hell,  there's  darkness,  there's  the  sulphurous  pit, 
Burning,  scalding,   stench,  consumption;  fie,  fie,  fie!  pah, 
pah!     Give  me  an  ounce  of  civet,  good  apothecary,   to 
sweeten  my  imagination:  there's  money  for  thee. 

Glou.  O,  let  me  kiss  that  hand! 

Lear.  Let  me  wipe  it  first;  it  smells  of  mortality. 

Glou.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature!     This  great  world 
Shall  so  wear  out  to  nought.     Dost  thou  know  me? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough.  Dost  thou 
Bqniny  at  me?  No,  do  thy  worst,  blind  Cupid;  I'll  not 
love.  Read  thou  this  challenge;  mark  but  the  penning 
of  it. 

(ih»i.  Were  all  the  letters  suns,  I  could  not  see  one. 

Big,  I  would  not  take  this  from  report;  it  is, 
And  my  heart  breaks  at  it. 

Lent:  Read. 

Qlou.  What,  with  the  case  of  eyes? 

Lesir.  O,  ho,  are  you  there  with  me?  Xo  eyes  in  jour 
head,  nor  no  money  in  your  purse?  Your  eyes  are  in  a 
heavy  case,  your  purse  in  a  light:  yet  you  see  how  this 
world  goes.  151 

Gtou.  I  see  it  feelingly. 

Lear.  What,  art  man?  A  man  may  see  how  this  world 
goes  with  no  eyes.     Look  with  thine  ears:  see  how  yond 
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justice  rails  upon  yond  simple  thief.  Hark,  in  thine  ear: 
change  places;  and,  handy-dandy,  which  is  the  justice, 
which  is  the  thief  V  Thou  bust  seen  a  fanner's  dog  bark  at 
a  Ueajgar? 

Oloii.   Ay,  sir.  If,:) 

Lear.  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur? 
There  thou  mightst  behold  the  great  image  of  authority:  a 
dog's  obeyed  in  office. 
Thou  rascal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand  ! 
Why  dost  thou  lash  that  whore?     Strip  thine  own  back; 
Thou  hotly  lust'st  to  use  her  in  that  kind 
For  which  thou  whipp'st  her.     The  usurer  hangs  the  co- 
zener. 
Through  tatter'd  clothes  small  vices  do  appear; 
Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.     Plate  sin  with  gold, 
And  the  strong  lance  of  justice  hurtless  breaks;  170 

Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  straw  does  pierce  it. 
None  does  offend,  none,  I  say,  none;  I'll  able  'em: 
Take  that  of  me,  my  friend,  who  have  the  power 
To  seal  the  accuser's  lips.     Get  thee  glass  eyes; 
And,  like  a  scurvy  politician,  seem 

To  see  the  things  thou  dost  not.     Now,  now,  now,  now 
Pull  off  my  boots:  harder,  harder:  so. 

Ed(j.  O,  matter  and  impertinency  mix'd! 
Reason  in  madness! 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes.  180 
I  know  thee  well  enough;  thy  name  is  Gloucester: 
Thou  must  be  patient;  we  came  crying  hither: 
Thou  know'st,  the  first  time  that  we  smell  the  air, 
We  wawl  and  cry.     I  will  preach  to  thee:  mark. 

Ghn.  Alack,  alack  the  day! 

Lear.  When  we  are  born,  we  cry  that  we  are  come 
To  this  great  stage  of  fools:  this'  a  good  block; 
It  were  a  delicate  stratagem,  to  shoe 
A  troop  of  horse  with  felt:  I'll  put't  in  proof; 
And  when  I  have  stol'n  upon  these  sons-in-law,  ICO 

Then,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill! 

Enter  a  Gentleman,  with  Attendants. 

Gent.  O,  here  he  is:  lay  hand  upon  him.     Sir, 
Your  most  dear  daughter — 

Lear.  No  rescue?     What,  a  prisoner?     I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune.     Use  me  well; 
You  shall  have  ransom.     Let  me  have  surgeons; 
1  am  cut  to  the  brains. 

Gent.  You  shall  have  any  tiling. 

Lear.  No  seconds?  all  myself? 
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Why,  this  would  make  a  man  a  man  of  salt, 

To  ii~e  his  eyes  for  garden  water-pots,  200 

Ay,  arid  laying  autumn's  dust. 

Gent.  Good  sir, — 

Lear.  I  will  die  bravely,  like  a  bridegroom.     What! 
I  will  be  jovial:  come,  come:  I  am  a  king, 
My  masters,  know  you  that. 

'Gent.  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

hoar.  Then  there's'life  in't.     Nay,  if  you  get  it,  you  shall 
get  it  with  running.     Sa.  sa.  sa,  sa. 

[h'n'f  running;  Attendant*  fiSoa. 

Gent.  A  sight  most  pitiful  in  the  meanest  wretch, 
Past  speaking  of  in  a  king!     Thou  hast  one  daughter. 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curse  210 

Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

Edg.   Hail,  gentle  sir. 

Gent.  Sir.  speed  you:  what's  your  will? 

Edg.  Do  you  hear  aught,  sir,  of  a  battle  toward? 

Gent.   Most  sure  and  vulgar:  every  one  hears  that, 
Which  can  distinguish  sound. 

Edg.  But,  by  your  favour, 

How  Dear's  the  other  army? 

Gent.  Near  and  on  speedy  foot;  the  main  descry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  sir:  that's  all. 

Gent.  Though  that  the  queen  on  special  cause  is  here. 
Her  armv  is  moved  on. 

Edg.    '  I  thank  you,  sir.     [Exit  Gent.     220 

Gtou.  You  ever  gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me; 
Let  not  my  worser  spirit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  please! 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  father. 

Glo".  Now.  good  sir,  what  are  you'.' 

Edg.  A  most  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortune's  blows; 
Who,  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  sorrows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.     Give  me  your  hand. 
I'll  lead  you  to  some  biding. 

Gh>(.  '  "  Heart y  thanks: 

The  bounty  and  the  benison  of  heaven 
To  boot,  and  boot ! 

Enter  Oswald. 

Ostt.  A  proclaim'd  prize!     Most  happy!  230 

That  eyeless  head  of  thine  was  first  framed  flesh 
To  raise  my  fortunes.     Thou  old  unhappy  traitor, 
Briefly  thyself  remember .  the  sword  is  out 
That  must  destroy  thee. 

SHA.K.    III. — 14k 
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(•'on.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 

Put  strength  enough  1<>"t.  |  Edgar  inter]**?*. 

O.-'ir.  Wherefore,  bold  peasant . 

Darest  thou  support  a  publish'd  traitor?     Hence; 
Lest  that  the  infection  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.     Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.   Chill  not  let  go,  zir,  without  vurther  'casion.      3-10 

Oxtc.  Let  go,  slave,  or  thou  diest! 

Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gait,  and  let  poor  volk 
pass.  An  chud  ha'  bin  zwaggered  out  of  my  life,  'twould 
not  ha'  bin  zo  long  as  'tis  by  a  vortnight.  Nay,  come  not 
near  th'  old  man;  keep  out,  che  vor  ye,  or  ise  try  whether 
your  costard  or  my  ballow  be  the  harder:  chill  be  plain 
with  you. 

Ohio.  Out,  dunghill! 

Edg.  Chill  pick  your  teeth,  zir:   come;    no  matter  for 

your  foins.  251 

[They  fight,  and  Edgar  knocks  him  ddwn. 

0*ir.  Slave,  thou  hast  slain  me:  villain,  take  my  purse: 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body; 
And  give  the  letters  which  thou  find'st  about  me 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Gloucester;  seek  him  out 
Upon  the  British  party:  O,  untimely  death!  [Dies. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well:  a  serviceable  villain; 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  mistress 
As  badness  would  desire. 

GUm.  What,  is  he  dead? 

Edg.  Sit  you  down,  father;  rest  you.  260 

Let's  see  these  pockets:  the  letters  that  he  speaks  of 
May  be  my  friends.     He's  dead;  I  am  only  sorry 
He  had  no  other  death's-man.     Let  us  see: 
Leave,  gentle  wax;  and,  manners,  blame  US  not: 
To  know  our  enemies'  minds,  we'll  rip  their  hearts; 
Their  papers,  is  more  lawful. 

[Reads]  ' '  Let  our  reciprocal  vows  be  remembered.  You 
have  many  opportunities  to  cut  him  off:  if  your  will  want 
not,  time  and  place  will  be  fruitfully  offered.  There  is 
nothing  done,  if  he  return  the  conqueror:  then  am  1  the 
prisoner,  and  his  bed  my  gaol;  from  the  loathed  warmth 
whereof  deliver  me,  and  supply  the  place  for  your  labour. 
"  Your— wife,  so  I  would  say — 

"  Affectionate  servant, 

"  GONKUIL." 

0  undistinguish'd  space  of  woman's  will! 

A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  husband's  life; 

And  the  exchange  my  brother!     Here,  in  the  sands,       280 

Thee  I'll  rake  up,  the  post  unsanctifled 
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Of  murderous  lechers:  and  iu  the  mature  time 
With  this  ungracious  paper  strike  the  sight 
Of  the  death-practised  duke:  for  him  'tis  well 
That  of  thy  death  and  business  I  can  tell. 

Oloit.  The  king  is  mad:  how  stiff  is  my  vile  sense,. 
That  I  stand  up.  and  have  ingenuous  feeling 
Of  my  huge  sorrows!     Better  I  were  distract: 
So  should  my  thoughts  be  sever'd  from  my  griefs, 
And  woes  by  wrong  imaginations  lose  290 

The  knowledge  of  themselves. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand: 

[Brum  afar  off. 
Far  off,  methinks,  I  hear  the  beaten  drum : 
Come,  father,  I'll  bestow  you  with  a  friend.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  VII.  A  tent  in  th,  French  camp.  Lear  on  a  bed 
adeep,  soft  imme playing;  Gentleman,  and  others  attend- 
ing. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  and  Doctor. 

Cor.  O  thou  good  Kent,  how  shall  I  live  and  work, 
To  match  thy  goodness?     My  life  will  be  too  short. 
And  every  measure  fail  me. 

Kent.  To  he  acknowledged,  madam,  is  o'erpaid. 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modest  truth: 
Nor  more  nor  clipp'd,  but  so. 

Cor.  Be  better  suited : 

These  weeds  are  memories  of  those  worser  hours : 
I  prithee,  put  them  off. 

Kent.  Pardon  me,  dear  madam; 

Yet  to  be  known  shortens  my  made  intent : 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not  10 

Till  time  and  I  think  meet. 

Oor.  Then  bet  so,  my  good  lord,     [To  the  Doctor]  How 
does  the  king? 

Doct.  Madam,  sleeps  still. 

Cor.  0  you  kind  gods. 
Cure  this  great  breach  iu  his  abused  nature! 
The  untuned  and  jarring  senses.  O.  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father! 

Dost.  So  please  your  majesty 

That  we  ma}-  wake  the  king:  he  hath  slept  long. 

Oor.   Be  govern \1  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I"  the  sway  of  your  own  will.     1>  he  array 'd?  20 

Gent.   Ay.  madam:  in  the  heaviness  of  his  sleep 
We  put  fresh  garments  on  him. 
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Duct.  Be  by,  good  madam,  when  \vc  do  awake  him; 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cot.  Very  well. 

Doct.  Please  you,  draw  near.     Louder  the  music  there  I 

Cor.  O  my  dear  father!    Restoration  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips;  and  let  this  kiss 
Repair  those  violent  harms  that  my  two  sisters 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made ! 

Kent.  Kind  and  dear  princess! 

Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  father,  these  white  flakes  30 
Had  challenged  pity  of  them.     Was  this  a  face 
To  be  opposed  against  the  warring  winds? 
To  stand  against  the  deep  dread-bolted  thunder? 
In  the  most  terrible  and  nimble  stroke 
Of  quick,  cross  lightning?  to  watch — poor  perdu! — 
With  this  thin  helm?    Mine  enemy's  dog, 
Though  he  had  bit  me,  should  have  stood  that  night 
Against  my  fire ;  and  wast  thou  fain,  poor  father, 
To  hovel  thee  with  swine,  and  rogues  forlorn, 
In  short  and  musty  straw?    Alack,  alack!  40 

'Tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  all.     He  wakes;  speak  to  him. 

Doct.  Madam,  do  you;  'tis  fittest. 

Cor.  How  does  my  royal  lord  ?    How  fares  your  majesty  1 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o'  the  grave : 
Thou  art  a  soul  in  bliss ;  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  scald  like  molten  lead. 

Co?-.  Sir,  do  you  know  me? 

Lear.  You  are  a  spirit,  I  know:  when  did  vou  die? 

Cor.  Still,  still,  far  wide!  50 

Doct.  He's  scarce  awake:  let  him  alone  awhile. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been?   Where  am  I?   Fair  daylight? 
I  am  mightily  abused.     I  should  e'en  die  with  pity, 
To  see  another  thus.     I  know  not  what  to  say. 
1  will  not  swear  these  are  my  hands :  let's  see; 
I  feel  this  pin  prick.     Would  I  were  assured 
Of  my  condition! 

(br.  O,  look  upon  me,  sir, 

And  hold  your  hands  in  benediction  o'er  me; 
No,  sir,  you  must  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray,  do  not  mock  me : 

1  am  a  very  foolish  fond  old  man,  60 

Fourscore  and  upward,  not  an  hour  more  nor  lesv; 
And,  to  deal  plainly, 
1  fear  1  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind. 
Methinks  I  should  know  you,  and  know  this  man; 
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Yet  1  am  doubtful:  for  I  aui  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is;  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembers  not  these  garments:  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  last  night.     Do  not  laugh  at  me; 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Oor,  And  so  I  am,  I  am.  70 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet ?  yes,  faith.     I  pray,  weep  not: 
If  you  have  poison  for  me,  I  will  drink  it. 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me;  for  your  sisters 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong: 
You  have  some  cause,  the}"  have  not. 

Oar.  No  cause,  no  cause. 

Lear.  Am  I  in  France? 

Kent.  In  your  own  kingdom,  sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abuse  me. 

Doct.  Be  comforted,  good  madam :  the  great  rage, 
You  see,  is  kill'd  in  him:  and  yet  it  is  danger 
To  make  him  even  o'er  the  time  he  has  lost.  80 

Desire  him  to  go  in;  trouble  him  no  more 
Till  further  settling. 

Oar.  Will't  please  your  highness  walk.' 

Lear.  You  must  bear  with  me : 

Pray  you  now,  forget  and  forgive:  I  am  old  and  foolish. 
[Exeunt  all  but  Kent  and  Gentleman. 

(it- ut.  Holds  it  true,  sir,  that  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  was 
so  slain* 

Kent.  Most  certain,  sir. 

Gent.  Who  is  conductor  of  his  people? 

Kent.  As  'tis  said,  the  bastard  son  of  Gloucester. 

Gent.  Thej'  say  Edgar,   his  banished  son,   is  with  the 
Earl  of  Kent  in  Germany.  91 

Kent.  Report  is  changeable.     'Tis  time  to  look  about: 
the  powers  of  the  kingdom  approach  apace. 

Gent.  The  arbitrament  is  like  to  be  bloody.     Fare  you 
well,  sir.  [Exit. 

Kent.  My  point  and  period  will  be  thoroughly  wrought 
Or  well  or  ill,  as  this  day's  battle's  fought.    "  [Exit. 

ACT  V. 

Scene  I.     The  British  camp,  near  Doitr. 

Enter,  icitk  dram  and  colours,  Edmund,  Regan,  Gentle- 
men, and  Soldiers. 

Edm.  Know  of  the  duke  if  his  last  purpose  hold, 
Or  whether  siuee  he  is  advised  by  aught 
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To  change  the  course:  lie's  full  of  alteration 

And  self-reproving:  bring  his  constant  pleasure. 

\To  a  Gentleman^  tc/to  goex  out. 

Reg.  Our  sister's  raau  is  certainly  miscarried. 

Earn.  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  madam. 

Reg.  Now,  sweet  lord, 

You  know  the  goodness  I  intend  upon  you ; 
Tell  me — but  truly — but  then  speuk  the  truth, 
Do  you  not  love  my  sister? 

Earn.  in  honour'd  love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way        10 
To  the  forfended  place? 

Edm.  That  thought  abuses  you. 

Reg.  I  am  doubtful  that  you  have  been  conjunct 
And  bosom'd  with  her,  as  far  as  we  call  hers. 

Edtn.  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam. 

Reg.  I  never  shall  endure  her:  dear  my  lord, 
Be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Edm.  Fear  me  not: 

She  and  the  duke  her  husband! 

Enter,   with  drum  and  eolmurs,   Albany,    Gonekit.,    and 
Soldiers. 

Gon.  [Axide]  I  had  rather  lose  the  battle  than  that  sister 
Should  loosen  him  and  me. 

Alb.   Our  very  loving*sister,  well  be-met.  20 

Sir,  this  I  hear;  the  king  is  come  to  his  daughter, 
With  others  whom  the  rigour  of  our  state 
Forced  to  cry  out.     Where  I  could  not  be  honest, 
I  never  yet  was  valiant:  for  this  business, 
It  toucheth  us,  as  France  invades  our  land, 
Not  bolds  the  king,  with  others,  whom,  I  fear, 
Most  just  and  heavy  causes  make  oppose. 

Edm.  Sir,  you  speak  nobly. 

Reg.  Why  is  this  reason'd? 

Gon.  Combine  together  'gainst  the  enemy; 
For  these  domestic  and  particular  broils  30 

Are  not  the  question  here. 

Alb.  Let's  then  determine 

With  the  ancient  of  war  on  our  proceedings. 

Edm.  I  shall  attend  you  presently  at  your  tent. 

Reg.  Sister,  you'll  go  with  us? 

Gon.  No. 

Reg.  'Tis  most  convenient;  pray  you,  go  with  us. 

Qon.   [Aside]  O,  ho,  I  know  the  riddle.— I  will  go. 

As  liny  (i it  going  'nit,  enter  Edgar  disgui&d. 
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If  e'er  your  grace  had  speech  witk  .can  so  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 
ASb.  I'll  overtake  you.     Speak. 

[Exeunt  oil  but  Anting  and  Edgar. 
Edy.  Before  you  tight  the  hattle.  ope  this  letter.  40 

If  you  have  victory,  let  the  trumpet  sound 
For  him  that  brought  it:  wretched  though  I  seem, 
I  can  produce  a  champion  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.    If  you  miscarry. 
Your  business  of  the  world  hath  so  an  end, 
And  machination  ceases.     Fortune  love  you ! 
Alb.  Stay  till  I  have  read  the  letter. 
Edg.  I  was  forbid  it. 

When  time  shall  serve,  let  but  the  herald  cry, 
And  I'll  appear  again. 
Alb.  Whv,  fare  thee  well :  I  will  o'erlook  thv  paper. 

[Exit  Edgar.     50 
/,'••  nter  Edmund. 

Elm.  The  enemy's  in  view;  draw  up  your  powers. 
Here  is  the  guess  of  their  true  strength  and  forces 
By  diligent  discovery ;  but  your  haste 
Is  now  urged  on  you. 

Alb.  AVc  will  greet  the  time.  [Exit. 

FAm.  To  both  these  sisters  have  I  sworn  my  love; 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  stung 
Are  of  the  adder.     Which  of  them  shall  I  take? 
Both?  one?  or  neither?     Neither  can  be  enjoy "d. 
If  both  remain  alive :  to  take  the  widow 
Exasperates,  makes  mad  her  sister  Goneril;  60 

And  hardly  shall  I  carry  out  my  side, 
Her  husband  being  alive.     Now  then  we'll  use 
His  countenance  for  the  battle ;  which  being  done. 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him  devise 
His  speedy  taking  off.     As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordelia, 
The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power, 
Shall  never  see  his  pardon;  for  mj-  state 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  [Exit.     69 

*  Scene  II.     A  field  between  the  two  camps. 

Alarum  within:     Enter  with  dram  and  colours.  Leak,  Cor- 
delia, and  Soldiers,  octr  the  stage;  and  exeunt. 

Enter  Edg- ah  and  Gloucester. 
Edg.  Here,  father,  take  the  shadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  host:  pray  that  th«  right  may  thrive: 
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If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort. 

Glou.  Grace  go  with  you,  sir!  [Exit  Edgar. 

Alarum  and  retreat  within.     Re-enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away,  old  man;  give  me  thy  hand;  away! 
King  Lear  hath  lost,  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en: 
(Jive  me  thy  hand;  come  on. 

Glou.  No  farther,  sir;  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 

Wig.  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again?    Men  must  endure 
Their  going  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither:  10 

Ripeness  is  all :  come  on. 

Glou.  And  that's  true  too.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     The  British  camp  near  Dover. 

Enter,  in  conquest,  with  drum  and  colours,  Edmund:  Leak 
and  Cordelia,  prisoners;  Captain,  Soldiers,  &c. 

Edm.  Some  officers  take  them  away:  good  guard, 
Until  their  greater  pleasures  first  be  known 
That  are  to  censure  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  the  first 

Who,  with  best  meaning,  have  incurr'd  the  worst. 
For  thee,  oppressed  king,  am  I  cast  down ; 
Myself  could  else  out-frown  false  fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  see  these  daughters  and  these  sisters? 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no!     Come,  let's  away  to  prison: 
We  two  alone  will  sing  like  birds  i'  the  cage : 
When  thou  dost  ask  me  blessing,  I'll  kneel  down,  10 

And  ask  of  thee  forgiveness:  so  we'll  live. 
And  pray,  and  sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies,  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news;  and  we'll  talk  with  them  too, 
Who  loses  and  who  wins;  who's  in.  who's  out; 
And  take  upon's  the  mystery  of  things, 
As  if  we  were  God's  spies:  and  we'll  wear  out, 
In  a  wall'd  prison,  packs  and  sects  of  great  ones, 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  the  moon. 

Edm.  Take  them  away. 

Lear.  Upon  such  sacrifices,  my  Cordelia,  20 

The  gods  themselves  throw  iucense.     Have  I  caught  thee': 
He  that  parts  us  shall  bring  a  brand  from  heaven, 
And  fire  us  hence  like  foxes.     Wipe  thine  eyes; 
The  good-years  shall  devour  them,  flesh  and  fell. 
Ere  they  shall  umkc  us  weep:  we'll  see  'em  starve  first. 
i\„n,..  '  [Exeunt  dear  and  CordeKa,  {pwrdetf. 
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Edm.  Come  hither,  captaiu:  hark. 
Take  thou  this  note  [fitting  a  paper];  go  follow  them  to 

prison; 
One  step  I  have  advanced  thee;  if  thou  dost 
As  this  instructs  thee,  thou  dost  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes:  know  thou  this,  that  men  30 

Are  as  the  time  is :  to  be  tender-minded 
Does  not  become  a  sword:  thy  great  employment 
Will  not  bear  question ;  either  say  thou'lt  do't, 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 

Capt.  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Edm.  About  it;  and  write  happy  when  thou  hast  done. 
Mark,  I  say,  instantly;  and  cany  it  so 
As  I  have  set  it  down. 

Capt.  I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eat  dried  oats; 
If  it  be  man's  work,  I'll  dot.  [Exit. 

Flourish.      Enter    Albany,     Goneril,    Regan,     another 
Captain,  and  Soldiers. 

Alb.  Sir,  you  have  shown  to-day  your  valiant  strain,    40 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  you  have  the  captives 
That  were  the  opposites  of  this  day's  strife: 
"We  do  require  them  of  you,  so  to  use  them 
As  we  shall  find  their  merits  and  our  safety 
Mav  equallv  determine. 

Edm.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 

To  send  the  old  and  miserable  king 
To  some  retention  and  appointed  guard; 
Whose  age  has  charms  in  it,  whose  title  more, 
To  pluck  the  common  bosom  on  his  side, 
And  turn  our  impress' d  lances  in  our  eyes  50 

Which  do  command  them.     With  him  I  sent  the  queen; 
My  reason  all  the  same;  and  they  are  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  further  space,  to  appear 
Where  you  shall  hold  your  .session.     At  this  time 
We  sweat  and  bleed:  the  friend  hath  lost  his  friend; 
And  the  best  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  cursed 
By  those  that  feel  their  sharpness : 
The  question  of  Cordelia  and  her  father 
Requires  a  fitter  place. 

A!P>  Sir,  by  your  patience, 

I  hold  you  but  a  subject  of  this  war,  60 

Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg.  That's  as  we  list  to  grace  him. 

Methinks  our  pleasure  might  have  been  demanded. 
Ere  you  had  spoke  so  far.     He  led  our  powers ; 
B\>£e  the  commission  of  mv  place  and  person; 
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The  which  immediacy  may  well  staud  up, 
And  call  itself  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  so  hot : 

In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himself, 
More  than  in  your  addition. 

Iiec/.  In  my  rights. 

**y  me  invested,  he  compeers  the  best. 

(Ion.  That  were  the  most,  if  he  should  husband  you.  7(J 

Beg.  Jesters  do  oft  prove  prophets. 

Gon.  Holla,  holla! 

That  eye  that  told  you  so  look'd  but  a-squint. 

Beg.  Lady,  I  am  not  well;  else  I  should  answer 
From  a  full-flowing  stomach.     General, 
Take  thou  my  soldiers/prisoners,  patrimony; 
Dispose  of  them,  of  me;  the  walls  are  thine: 
Witness  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  master. 

Gon.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him? 

Alb.  The  let-alone  lies  not  in  your  good  will. 

Edm.  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

Alb.  Half -blooded  fellow,  yes.       80 

Beg.  [To  Edmund]  Let  the  drum  strike,  and  prove  my 
title  thine. 

Alb.  Stay  yet;  hear  reason.     Edmund,  I  arrest  thee 
On  capital  treason;  and,  in  thine  attaint, 
This  gilded  serpent  [pointing  to  Gon.].     For  your  claim, 

fair  sister, 
I  bar  it  in  the  interest  of  my  wife: 
'Tis  she  is  sub-contracted  to  this  lord, 
And  I,  her  husband,  contradict  your  bans. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  me, 
My  lady  is  bespoke. 

Gon.  An  interlude! 

Alb.  Thou  art  arm'd,  Gloucester:  let  the  trumpet  sound : 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  head  91 

Thy  heinous,  manifest,  and  mauy  treasons, 
There  is  my  pledge  [throwing  down  a  glove] ;  I'll  prove  it  on 

thy  heart, 
Ere  I  taste  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  less 
Thau  I  have  here  proclaim'd  thee. 

Beg.  Sick,  O,  sick! 

Gon.  [Aside]  If  not,  I'll  ne'er  trust  medicine. 

Edm.  There  s  my  exchange  [throwing  down  a  glove] :  what 
in  the  world  he  is 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies: 
Call  by  iliy  trumpet;  he  that  dares  approach. 
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On  him.  ou  you,  who  not?     I  will  maintain  100 

Mv  truth  ana*  honour  firmlv. 

Alb.  A  herald,  ho! 

Edm.  A  herahl,  ho,  a  herald! 

Alb.  Trust  to  thy  single  virtue;  for  thy  soldiers, 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  discharge. 

Reg.  My  sickness  grows  upon  me. 

Alb.  She  is  not  well ;  "convey  her  to  my  tent. 

"  [E.iit  Began,  lei,. 
Enter  a  Herald. 

Come  hither,  herald, — Let  the  trumpet  sound, — 
And  read  out  this. 

OapL  Sound,  trumpet!  [A  trumpet  sounds. 

Her.  [Reads]  "If  any  man  of  quality  or  degree  within 
the  lists  of  the  army  will  maintain  upon  Edmund,  sup- 
posed Earl  of  Gloucester,  that  he  is  a  manifold  traitor,  let 
him  appear  by  the  third  sound  of  the  trumpet:  he  is  bold 
in  his  defence." 

Edm.  Sound!  [First trumpet. 

Her.  Again!  [Second  trumpet . 

Her.  Again!  [Third  trumpt t. 

[Trumpet  answers  irithin. 

Enkr  Edgar,  at  the  third  sound,  armed,   >rith  a  trumpet 
before  him. 

Alb.  Ask  him  his  purposes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o'  the  trumpet. 

Her.  What  are  you? 

Your  name,  your  quality?  and  why  you  answer  120 

This  present  summons? 

Edg.  Know,  my  name  is  lost; 

By  treason's  tooth  bare-gnawn  and  canker-bit  ■ 
Yet  am  I  noble  as  the  adversary 
I  come  to  cope. 

Alb.  Which  is  that  adversarv? 

Edg.  What's  he  that  speaks  for  Edmund  Earl  of  Glou- 
cester? 

Edm.  Himself:  what  say'st  thou  to  him? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  sword. 

That,  if  my  speech  offend  a  noble  heart. 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  justice:  here  is  mine. 
Behold,  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  honours. 
My  oath,  and  my  profession:  I  protest.  1;?0 

Maugrethv  sircngth,  youth,  place,  and  eminence, 
Despite  thy  victor  BWOfd  and  tin-  new  fortune. 
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Thy  valour  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a  traitor; 

False  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father; 

Conspirant  'gainst  this  high-illustrious  priuce; 

And,  from  the  extreniest  upward  of  thy  head 

To  the  descent  and  dust  below  thy  foot, 

A  most  toad-spotted  traitor.     Say  thou  "No," 

This  sword,  this  arm,  and  my  best  spirits,  are  bent 

To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  speak,  140 

Thou  liest. 

Edm.  In  wisdom  I  should  ask  thy  name; 
But,  since  thy  outside  looks  so  fair  and  warlike, 
And  that  thy* tongue  some  say  of  breeding  breathes, 
What  safe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
By  rule  of  knighthood,  I  disdain  and  spurn: 
Back  do  I  toss  these  treasons  to  thy  head; 
With  the  hell-hated  lie  o'erwhelm  thy  heart; 
Which,  for  they  yet  glance  by  and  scarcety  bruise, 
This  sword  of  mine  shall  give  them  instant  way, 
Where  they  shall  rest  forever.     Trumpets,  speak! 

[Alarums.     They  fight     Edmund  fall*. 

Alb.  Save  him,  save  him!  150 

Gov.  This  is  practice,  Gloucester: 

By  the  law  of  arms  thou  wast  not  bound  to  answer 
An  unknown  opposite;  thou  art  not  vanquish'd, 
But  cozen'd  and  beguiled. 

Alb.  Shut  your  mouth,  dame, 

Or  with  this  paper  shall  I  stop  it:    Hold,  sir; 
Thou  worse  than  any  name,  read  thiue  own  evil: 
No  tearing,  lady;  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

[Gives  the  letter  to  Edmund. 

Gon.  Say,  if  I  do,  the  laws  are  mine,  not  thine: 
Who  can  arraign  me  for't? 

Alb.  Most  monstrous!  oh! 

Know'st  thou  this  paper?  160 

Gon.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know.    [Exit. 

A/A  Go  after  her:  she's  desperate ;  govern  her. 

Edm.  What  you  have  charged  me  with,  that  have  I  done ; 
And  more,  much  more;  the  time  will  bring  it  out: 
'Tis  past,  and  so  am  I.     But  what  art  thou 
That  hast  this  fortune  on  me?    If  thou'rt  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg.  Let's  exchange  charity. 

I  am  no  less  in  blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund; 
If  more,  the  more  thou  hast  wronged  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  father  s  son. 
The  gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices  170 

Make  instruments  to  plague  us: 
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The  dark  and  vicious  place  where  thee  he  got 
Cost  him  his  eyes. 

Edm.  Thou  hast  spoken  right,  'tis  true; 

The  wheel  is  come  full  circle ;  I  am  here. 

AH*.  Methought  thy  very  gait  did  prophesy 
A  royal  nobleness:  I  must  embrace  thee: 
Let  sorrow  split  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee  or  thy  father! 

Edg.  Worthy  prince,  I  know't. 

Alb.  Where  have  you  hid  yourself? 
How  have  you  known  the  miseries  of  your  father?        180 

Edg.  By  "nursing  them,  my  lord.     List  a  brief  tale ; 
And  when  'tis  told,  O,  that  my  heart  would  burst! 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  escape, 
That  follow'd  me  so  near, — O,  our  lives'  sweetness! 
That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  die 
Rather  than  die  at  once! — taught  me  to  shift 
Into  a  madman's  rags;  to  assume  a  semblance 
That  very  dogs  disdain'd :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings, 
Their  precious  stones  new  lost;  became  his  guide,  190 

Led  him,  begg'd  for  him,  saved  him  from  despair; 
Never, — O  fault! — reveal'd  myself  unto  him, 
Untfl  some  half-hour  past,  when  I  was  arm'd: 
Not  sure,  though  hoping,  of  this  good  success. 
I  ask'd  his  blessing,  and  from  first  to  last 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage:  but  his  flaw'd  heart. 
Alack,  too  weak  the  conflict  to  support! 
'Twixt  two  extremes  of  passion,  joy  and  grief, 
Burst  smilingly. 

Edm.  This  speech  of  yours  hath  moved  me, 

And  shall  perchance  do  good:  but  speak  you  on;  200 

You  look  as  you  had  something  more  to  say. 

Alb.  If  there  be  more,  more  woeful,  hold"  it  in ; 
For  I  am  almost  ready  to  dissolve, 
Hearing  of  this. 

Edg.  This  would  have  seem'd  a  period 

To  such  as  love  not  sorrow ;  but  another, 
To  amplify  too  much,  would  make  much  more. 
And  top  extremit}-. 

Whilst  I  was  big  in  clamour  came  there  in  a  man. 
Who,  having  seen  me  in  my  worst  estate, 
Shunn'd  my  abhorr'd  society;  but  then,  finding  210 

Who  'twas  that  so  endured,  with  his  strong  arms 
He  faaten'd  on  my  neck,  and  bellow'd  out 
As  he'ld  burst  heaven,  threw  him  on  my  father; 
Told  the  most  piteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him 
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That  ever  ear  received:  which  iu  recounting 
His  grief  grew  puissant,  and  the  strings  of  life 
Began  to  crack:  twice  then  the  trumpets  sounded, 
And  there  I  left  him  tranced. 

Alb.  But  who  was  this? 

Edg.  Kent,  sir,  the  hanish'd  Kent;  who  in  disguise 
Follow'd  his  enemy  king,  and  did  him  service  220 

Improper  for  a  slave. 

Enter  a  Gentleman,  with  a  bloody  knife. 

Gent.  Help,  help,  O,  help! 

Edg.  What  kind  of  help? 

Alb.  Speak,  man. 

Edg.  What  means  that  bloody  knife? 

Gent.  "Tis  hot,  it  smokes ; 

It  came  even  from  the  heart  of — O,  she's  dead! 

Alb.  Who  dead?  speak,  man. 

Gent.  Your  lady,  sir,  your  lady :  and  her  sister 
By  her  is  poisoned ;  she  hath  confess'd  it. 

Edm.  I  was  contracted  to  them  both :  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  instant. 

Edg.  Here  comes  Kent. 

Alb.  Produce  their  bodies,  be  they  alive  or  dead :        200 
This  judgement  of  the  heavens,  that  makes  us  tremble, 
Touches  us  not  with  pity.  [Exit  Gentleman, 

Enter  Kent. 

O,  is  this  he? 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment 
Which  very  manners  urges. 

Kent.  I  am  come 

To  bid  my  king  and  master  aye  good  night: 
Is  he  not  here? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot! 

Speak,  Edmund,  Where's  the  king?  and  where's  Cordelia? 
See'st  thou  this  object,  Kent? 

[The  bodies  of  Gondii  and  Began  on  brought  in. 

Kent.  Alack,  why  thus? 

Edm.  Yet  Edmund  was  beloved: 

The  one  the  other  poisou'd  for  my  sake,  240 

And  after  slew  herself. 

Alb.  Even  so.     Cover  their  faces. 

Edm.  I  pant,  for  life:  some  good  I  mean  to  do, 
Despite  of  mine  own  nature.     Quickly  send, 
Be  brief  in  it,  to  the  rustle;  for  mv  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear  and  on  Cordelia; 
Nay,  send  in  time, 
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Alb.  Ruu,  ruu,  O,  ruu! 

Edg.  To  who.  my  lord?    Who  hath  the  office?  send 
Thv  token  of  reprieve. 

Edm.  Well  thought  on:  take  my  sword,  250 

Give  it  the  captain. 

Alb.  Haste  thee,  for  thy  life.       {Exit  Edgar. 

Edm.  He  hath  commission  from  thy  wife  aud  me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prison,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  despair, 
That  she  fordid  herself. 

Alb.  The  gods  defend  her!     Bear  him  hence  awhile. 

[Edmund,  i* borne  off. 

Re-enter  Leak,  tojft  Cordelia  dead  in  Hi  arm-';  Edoar, 

Captain,  and  other*  following. 

Tsar.  Howl,   howl,  howl,  howl!     O,  you  are  men  of 
stones : 
Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  I'ld  use  them  so 
That  heaven's  vault  should  crack.     She's  gone  forever! 
1  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives:  260 

She's  dead  as  earth.     Lend  me  a  looking  gl as-; 
If  that  her  breath  will  mist  or  stain  the  stone, 
Why,  then  she  lives. 

Kent.  Is  this  the  promised  en&i 

Edg.  Or  image  of  that  horror? 

Alb.  Fall,  and  cease! 

Lear.  This  feather  stirs;  she  lives!  if  it  be  so, 
It  is  a  chance  which  does  redeem  all  sorrows 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 

Kent.  [Kneeling]  O  my  good  master! 

Ijear.  Prithee,  awaj*. 

Dig.  'Tis  noble  Kent,  your  friend. 

Lear.  A  plague  upon  you,  murderers,  traitors  all! 
3  might  have  saved  her;  now  she's  gone  forever!  270 

Cordelia,  Cordelia!  stay  a  little.     Ha! 
What  is't  thou  say'st?     Her  voice  was  ever  soft, 
Gentle,  aud  low,  an  excellent  thing  iu  woman. 
1  kill'd  the  slave  that  was  a-hanging  thee. 

('apt.  'Tis  true,  my  lords,  he  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not,  fellow? 

I  have  seen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  falchion 
1  would  have  made  them  skip:  I  am  old  now, 
And  these  same  crosses  spoil  me.     Who  are  you.' 
.Mine  eyes  are  not  o'  the  best :     I'll  tell  yon  straight. 

Kent.  U  fortune  brag  of  two  she  loved  and  hated,      280 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.  This  i-  a  dull  sisrht.     Are  vou  not  Kent? 
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Kent.  The  same, 

Your  servant  Keul.     Whore  is  your  servant  Cains? 

Lear.  He's  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that; 
He'll  strike,  and  quickly  too:  he's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No,  my  good  lord;  I  am  the  very  man, — 

Lear.  I'll  see  that  straight. 

Kent.  That,  from  your  first  of  difference  and  decay, 
Have  follow'd  your  sad  steps. 

Lear.  You  are  welcome  hither. 

Kent.  Nor  no  man  else :  all's  cheerless,  dark,  and  deadly. 
Your  eldest  daughters  have  fordone  themselves,  291 

And  desperately  are  dead. 

Lear.  Ay,  so  I  think. 

Alb.  He  knows  not  what  he  says:  and  vain  it  is 
That  we  present  us  to  him. 

Edg.  Very  booties*. 

Enter  a  Captain. 

Capt.  Edmund  is  dead,  my  lord. 

Alb.  That's  Imt  a  trifle  here. 

You  lords  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent. 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come 
Shall  be  applied:  for  us,  we  will  resign, 
During  the  life  of  this  old  majesty, 

To  him  our  absolute  power:  [To  Edgar  and  Kent]  you,  to 
your  rights ;  800 

With  boot,  and  such  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited.     All  friends  shall  taste 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  deservings.     O,  see,  see! 

Lear.  And  my  poor  fool  is  hang'd!     No,  no,  no  life! 
Why  should  a  dog,  a  horse,  a  rat,  have  life, 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all?    Thou'lt  come  no  more, 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never! 
Pray  you,  undo  this  button .  thank  you,  sir. 
Do  you  see  this?    Look  on  her,  look,  her  lips,  310 

Look  there,  look  there!  [Bias. 

Edg.  He  faints!    My  lord,  my  lord! 

Kent.  Break,  heart;  1  prithee,  break! 

Edg.  Look  up,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghost:  O,  let  him  pass!  he  hates  him 
much 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  tough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  He  is  gone,  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endured  so  long: 
He  but  usurp'd  his  life. 


km  ul]  kino  leak.  438 

Alb.   Bear  them  from  hence.     Our  present  business 
Is  general  woe.     [Te  Kent  amd  Edgar]  Friends  of  my  son], 

you  twain 
Rule  in  this  realm,  jind  the  gored  state  sustain.  320 

Kent.  I  have  a  journey,  sir,  shortly  to  go: 
My  master  calls  me,  I  must  not  say  no. 

Alb.  The  weight  of  this  sad  time  we  must  obey; 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  say. 
The  oldest  hath  borne  most :  we  that  are  young 
Shall  never  see  so  much,  nor  live  so  long. 

[Exeunt,  with  a  dead  march 
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Scene:   Venice:  a  Sea-port  in  Cyprus. 

ACT  I. 

Scene  I.     Venice.     A  street. 
Enter  Roderigo  and  Iago. 

Rod.  Tush !  never  tell  me ;  I  take  it  much  unkindly 
That  thou,  Iago,  who  hast  had  my  purse 
As  if  the  strings  were  thine,  shotildst  know  of  this. 

Iago.  'Sblood,  but  you  will  not  hear  me: 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  such  a  matter, 
Abhor  me. 

Rod.  Thou  told'st  me  thou  didst  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 

Iago.  Despise  me,  if  I  do  not.     Three  great  ones  of  the 
city, 
In  personal  suit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant, 
Off-capp'd  to  him:  and,  by  the  faith  of  man,  10 

I  know  my  price,  I  am  worth  no  worse  a  place: 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purposes, 
Evades  them,  with  a  bombast  circumstance 
Horribly  stuff'd  with  epithets  of  war; 
And,  in  conclusion, 

Nonsuits  my  mediators;  for,  "  Cortes,"  says  he, 
"  I  have  already  chose  my  officer.  " 
*  (434, 
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Ami  what  was  be? 

Forsooth,  a  great  arithmetician. 

One  Michael  Cassio,  a  Florentine,  30 

+A  fellow  almost  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife; 

That  never  set  a  squadron  iu  the  field. 

Nor  the  division  of  a  battle  knows 

More  than  a  spinster;  unless  the  bookish  theoric, 

Wherein  the  toged  consuls  can  propose 

As  masterly  as  he:  mere  prattle,  without  practice. 

Is  all  his  soldiership.     But  he.  sir.  had  the  election: 

And  I,  of  whom  his  eyes  had  seen  the  proof 

At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprusand  on  other  grounds 

Christian  and  heathen,  must  be  be-lee'd  and  calm'd         30 

Bv  debitor  and  creditor:   this  counter-caster. 

He,  in  good  time,  must  his  lieutenant  be. 

And  I — God  bless  the  mark! — his  Moorship"s  ancient. 

Bod.  By  heaven,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hangman. 

logo.  Why,  there's  no  remedy:  'tis  the  curse  of  service, 
Preferment  goes  by  letter  and  affection, 
And  not  by  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first.     Now,  sir,  be  judge  yourself, 
Whether  I  in  any  just  term  am  affined 
To  love  the  Moor. 

Bod.  I  would  not  follow  him  then.  40 

lago.  O,  sir.  content  you: 
1  follow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him: 
We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 
Cannot  be  truly  follow'd.     You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave. 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage, 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  masters  ass, 
For  nought  but  provender,  and  when  he's  old,  cashier 'd: 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves.     Others  there  are 
Who,  trimm'd  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty,  50 

Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves, 
And,  throwing  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords, 
Do  well  thrive  bjr  them  and  when  they  have  lined  their 

coats 
Do  themselves  homage:  these  fellows  have  some  soul; 
And  such  a  one  do  I  profess  myself.     For.  sir. 
It  is  as  sure  as  you  are  ltoderigo, 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  lago: 
In  following  him.  I  follow  but  myself: 
Heaveu  is  my  judge,  not  I  for  love  and  duty, 
But  seeming  so,  for  my  peculiar  end:  #0 

F'T  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart 
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In  compliment  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  at:  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Rod.  What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick-lips  owe, 
If  he  can  carry't  thus! 

Iago.  Call  up  her  father, 

Rouse  him:  make  after  him,  poison  his  delight, 
Proclaim  him  in  the  streets;  incense  her  kinsmen, 
And,  though  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell,  7 

Plague  him  with  flies:  though  that  his  joy  be  joy, 
Yet  throw  such  changes  of  vexation  on  t, 
As  it  may  lose  some  colour. 

Rod.  Here  is  her  father's  house ;  I'll  call  aloud. 

Iago.  Do,  with  like  timorous  accent  and  dire  yell 
As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  spied  in  populous  cities. 

Rod.  What,  ho,  Brabantio!  Signior  Brabantio,  ho! 

Iago.   Awake!    what,  ho,  Brabantio!    thieves!    thieves! 
thieves! 
Look  to  your  house,  your  daughter  and  your  bags!  80 

Thieves!  thieves! 

Brabantio  appears  above,  at  a  window. 

Bra.  What  is  the  reason  of  this  terrible  summons? 
What  is  the  matter  there? 

Rod.  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within? 

Iago.  Are  your  doors  lock'd? 

Bra.  Why,  wherefore  ask  you  this? 

Iago.  'Zounds,  sir,  you're  robb'd ;  for  shame,  put  on  your 
gown; 
Your  heart  is  burst,  you  have  lost  half  your  soul ; 
Even  now,  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe.     Arise,  arise ; 
Awake  the  snorting  citizens  with  the  bell,  90 

Or  else  the  devil  will  make  a  grandsire  of  you: 
Arise,  I  say. 

Bra.  What,  have  you  lost  your  wits? 

Rod.  Most  reverend  signior,  do  you  know  my  voice? 

Bra.  Not  I:  what  are  you? 

Rod.  My  name  is  Roderigo. 

Bra.  The  worser  welcome: 

I  have  charged  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors: 
In  honest  plainness  thou  hast  heard  me  say 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee;  and  now,  in  madness, 
Being  full  of  supper  and  distempering  draughts, 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  dost  thou  come  100 

To  start  my  quiet. 
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Bod.  Sir,  sir,  sir, — 

Bra.  But  thou  must  needs  be  sure 

My  spirit  and  my  place  have  in  them  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Bod.  Patience,  good  sir. 

Bra.  What  tell'st  thou  me  of  robbing?  this  is  Venice; 
My  house  is  not  a  grange. 

Bod.  Most  brave  Brabantio, 

In  simple  and  pure  soul  I  come  to  you. 

logo.  'Zounds,  sir,  you  are  one  of  those  that  will  not 
serve  God,  if  the  devil  bid  you.  Because  we  come  to  do 
you  service  and  you  think  we  are  ruffians,  you'll  have  your 
daughter  covered  with  a  Barbary  horse;  you'll  have  your 
nephews  neigh  to  you;  you'll  have  coursers  for  cousins 
and  gennets  for  germans. 

Bra.  What  profane  wretch  art  thou? 

logo.  I  am  one,  sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you  your  daughter 
and  the  Moor  are  now  making  the  beast  with  two  backs. 

Bra.  Thou  art  a  villain. 

Iago.  You  are — a  senator.  119 

Bra.  This  thou  shalt  answer;  I  know  thee.  Roderigo. 

Bod.  Sir,  I  will  answer  any  thing.     But,  I  beseech  you, 
If't  be  your  pleasure  and  most  wise  consent, 
As  partly  I  find  it  is.  that  your  fair  daughter, 
At  this  odd-even  and  dull  watch  o'  the  night, 
Transported,  with  no  worse  nor  better  guard 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,  a  gondolier, 
To  the  gross  clasps  of  a  lascivious  Moor, — 
If  this  be  known  to  you  and  your  allowance, 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  saucy  wrongs; 
But  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me  130 

We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.     Do  not  believe 
That,  from  the  sense  of  all  civility. 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  reverence: 
Your  daughter,  if  you  have  not  given  her  leave, 
I  say  again,  hath  made  a  gross  revolt; 
Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit  and  fortunes 
In  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  stranger 
Of  here  and  every  where.     Straight  satisfy  yourself: 
If  she  be  in  her  chamber  or  your  house, 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state  140 

For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder,  ho! 

Give  me  a  taper!  call  up  all  my  people! 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream: 
Belief  of  it  oppresses  me  already. 
Light.  I  say!  light!  [Exit atott. 
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Hugo,  Farewell;  for  I  must  leave  you* 

It  seems  not  meet,  nor  wholesome  to  my  place, 
To  be  produced — as,  if  1  stay,  I  shall — 
Against  the  Moor:  for,  I  do  know,  the  state. 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  some  check. 
Cannot  with  safety  east  him,  fur  he's  embark'd  150 

With  such  loud  reason  to  the  Cyprus  wars. 
Which  even  now  stand  in  act,  that,  for  their  souls, 
Another  of  his  fathom  they  have  none, 
To  lead  their  busiuess:  in  which  regard, 
Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell  pains, 
Yet,  for  necessity  of  present  life, 
I  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love, 
Which  is  indeed  but  sign.     That  you  shall  surely  find  him, 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raised  search; 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.     So,  farewell.      [Er/'t.     160 

Enter,  below,  Dhauantio.  mid  Servants  irith  torch*. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil:  gone  she-  is 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  despised  time 
Is  nought  but  bitterness.     Xow,  Roderigo, 
Where  didst  thou  see  her?    O  unhappy  girl! 
With  the  Moor,  say'st  thou?    Who  would  be  a  father' 
How  didst  thou  know  'twas  she?     O,  she  deceives  me 
Past  thought!     What  said  She  to  you?    Get  more  tapers: 
Raise  all  my  kindred.     Are  they  married,  think  you? 

Rod.  Truly,  I  think  they  are. 

Bra.  O  heaven!     How  got  she  out?    O  treason  of  the 
blood!  170 

Fathers,  from  hence  trust  not  your  daughters'  minds 
By  what  you  see  them  act.     Is  there  not  charms 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  aud  maidhood 
May  be  abused?     Have  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 
Of  some  such  thing? 

Rod.  Yes.  sir,  T  have  indeed. 

Bra.  Call  up  my  brother.     O,  would  you  had  had  her! 
Some  one  way,  some  another.     Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor? 

Rod.  1  think  I  can  discover  him,  if  you  phase 
To  get  good  guard  and  go  along  with  inc.  180 

Bra.  Pray  you,  lead  on.     At  every  house  I'll  call; 
1  may  command  at  most.     Get  weapons,  ho! 
And  raise  some  special  oflicers  of  night. 
On,  good  Roderigo;  I'll  desf/ve  your  pains,  [Ew>>L 
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SCENE  II.     Another  xtreet. 
Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  Attendants  icith  torches. 

Jago.  Though  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  slain  men, 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  stuff  o'  the  conscience 
To  do  no  contrived  "murder:  I  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes  to  do  me  service :  nine  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  to  have  yerk'd  him  here  under  the  ribs. 

Oth.  'Tis  better  as  it  is. 

Iago.  Nay,  but  he  prated. 

And  spoke  such  scurvy  and  "provoking  terms 
Against  your  honour 
That,  with  the  little  godliness  I  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.     But,  I  pray  you,  sir,  19 

Are  you  fast  married '?     Be  assured  of  this, 
That  the  niagnifico  is  much  beloved. 
And  hath  in  his  effect  a  voice  potential 
As  double  as  the  duke's:  he  will  divorce  you; 
Or  put  upon  you  what  restraint  and  grievance 
The  law,  with  all  his  might  to  enforce  it  on, 
Will  give  him  cable. 

Oth.  Let  him  do  his  spite: 

My  services  which  I  have  done  the  signiory 
Shall  out-tougue  his  complaints.     'Tis  yet  to  know, — 
Which,  when  I  know  that  boasting  is  an  honour.  20 

I  shall  promulgate — I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
From  men  of  royal  siege-,  and  my  demerits 
May  speak  unbouueted  to  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reach'd :  for  know,  Iago. 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Oesdemona. 
I  would  not  my  unhoused  free  condition 
Put  into  circumscription  and  confine 
For  the  sea's  worth.     But,  look!  what  lights  come  yond? 

logo.  Those  are  the  raised  father  and  his  friends: 
You  were  best  go  in. 

Oth.  Not  I;  I  must  be  found:  30 

My  parts,  my  title  and  my  perfect  soul 
Shall  manifest  me  rightly".      Is  it  they? 

Li!j".  By  Janus,  i  think  no. 

Enter  C'assio.  and  certain  Officers  with  torch?*. 

Oth.  The  servants  of  the  duke,  and  my  lieutenant. 
The  goodness  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends! 
■What  is  the  news? 

Ob*  The  duke  does  greet  you,  general. 

And  he  requires  your  haste  post  haste  appearance, 
Kveu  on  the  instant, 
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Oth.  What  is  the  matter,  think  you? 

Cas.  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  divine: 
It  is  a  business  of  some  heat:  the  galleys  40 

Have  sent  a  dozen  sequent  messengers 
This  very  night  at  one  another's  heels, 
And  many  of  the  consuls,  raised  and  met, 
Are  at  the  duke's  already :  you  have  been  hotly  call'd  for  j 
When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
The  senate  hath  sent  about  three  several  quests 
To  search  you  out. 

Oth.  'Tis  well  1  am  found  by  you. 

I  will  but  spend  a  word  here  in  the  house, 
And  go  with  you.  [Exit. 

Cas.  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here? 

logo.  'Faith,  he  to-night  hath  boarded  a  land  carack :  50 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 

Cas.  I  do  not  understand. 

Iago.  He's  married. 

Cas.  To  who? 

Re-enter  Othello. 

Iago.  Marry,  to — Come,  captain,  will  you  go? 
Oth.  Have  with  you. 

Cas.  Here  comes  another  troop  to  seek  for  you. 
logo.  It  is  Brabantio.    General,  be  advised ; 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Roderigo,  and  Officers  with  torches  and 
weapons. 

Oth.  Holla!  stand  there! 

Rod.  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra.  Down  with  him,  thief! 

[They  draw  on  both  sides. 

Iago.  You,  Roderigo!  come,  sir,  I  am  for  you. 

Oth.  Keep  up  your  bright  swords,  for  the  dew  will  rust 
them. 
Good  signior,  you  shall  more  command  with  years         60 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Bra.  O  thou  foul  thief,  where  hast  thou  stow'd  my 
daughter? 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  hast  enchanted  her; 
For  I'll  refer  me  to  all  things  of  sense, 
If  she  in  chains  of  magic  were  not  bound, 
Whether  a  maid  so  tender,  fair  and  happy, 
So  opposite  to  marriage  that  she  shunn'd 
The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  nation, 
Would  ever  have,  to  incur  a  general  mock, 


scene  in.]  OTHELLO.  441 

Run  from  her  guardage  to  the  sooty  bosom  70 

Of  such  a  thing  as  thou,  to  fear,  not  to  delight. 

Judge  me  the  world,  if  'tis  not  gross  in  sense 

That  thou  hast  practised  on  her  with  foul  charms, 

Abused  her  delicate  youth  with  drugs  or  minerals 

That  weaken  motion:  I'll  have't  disputed  on; 

Tis  probable  and  palpable  to  thinking. 

I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee 

For  an  abuser  of  the  world,  a  practiser 

Of  arts  inhibited  and  out  of  warrant. 

Lay  hold  upon  him:  if  he  do  resist,  80 

Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

Oth.  Hold  your  hands, 

Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  rest: 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  should  have  known  it 
Without  a  prompter.     Where  will  you  that  I  go 
To  answer  this  your  charge? 

Bra.  To  prison,  till  fit  time 

Of  law  and  course  of  direct  session 
Call  thee  to  answer. 

Oth.  What  if  I  do  obey? 

How  may  the  duke  be  therewith  satisfied, 
Whose  messengers  are  here  about  my  side, 
Upon  some  present  business  of  the  state  90 

To  bring  me  to  him? 

First  Off.  Tis  true,  most  worthy  signior; 

The  duke's  in  council,  and  your  noble  self, 
I  am  sure,  is  sent  for. 

Bra.  How!  the  duke  in  council! 

In  this  time  of  the  night!     Bring  him  away: 
Mine's  not  an  idle  cause :  the  duke  himself, 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  state, 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong  as  'twere  their  own; 
For  if  such  actions  may  have  passage  free, 
Bond-slaves  and  pagans  shall  our  statesmen  be. 

[Exeunt, 

8ck>"E  III-    A  council-chamber. 

The  Dcke  and  Senators  sitting  at  a  table;  Officers  attending. 

Duke.  There  is  nc>  composition  in  these  news 
That  gives  them  credit. 

First  Sen.  Indeed,  thev  are  disproportion^ ; 
My  letters  say  a  hundred  and  seven  galleys. 

Duke.  And  mine,  a  hundred  and  forty. 

Sec,  Sen.  And  mine,  two  hundred' 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  just  account,— 
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As  in  these  cases,  where  the  aim  reports, 

Tis  oft  with  difference — yet  do  they  all  confirm 

A  Turkish  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Dute.  Nay,  it  is  possible  enough  to  judgement: 
I  do  not  so  secure  me  in  the  error,  10 

But  the  main  article  I  do  approve 
In  fearful  sense. 

Sailor.  [Within]  What,  ho!  what,  ho!  what,  ho! 

First  Off.  A  messenger  from  the  galleys. 

Enter  a  Sailor. 

Duke.  Now,  what's  the  business? 

Sail.  The  Turkish  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes; 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  state 
By  Signior  Angelo. 

Duke.  How  say  you  by  this  change? 

First  Sen.  This  cannot  be, 

By  no  assay  of  reason:  'tis  a  pageant, 
To  keep  us  in  false  gaze.     When  we  consider 
The  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk,  20 

And  let  ourselves  again  but  understand, 
That  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  question  bear  it, 
For  that  it  stands  not  in  such  warlike  brace, 
But  altogether  lacks  the  abilities 
That  Rhodes  is  dress'd  in :  if  we  make  thought  of  this, 
We  must  not  think  the  Turk  is  so  unskilful 
To  leave  that  latest  which  concerns  him  first, 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  ease  and  gain, 
To  wake  and  wage  a  danger  profitless.  30 

Duke.  Nay,  in  all  confidence,  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 

First  Off.  Here  is  more  news. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  The  Ottomites,  reverend  and  gracious, 
Steering  with  due  course  towards  the  isle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injointed  them  with  an  after  fleet. 

First  Sen.  Ay,  so  I  thought.     How  many,  as  you  guess? 

Mess.  Of  thirty  sail :  and  now  they  do  re-stem 
Their  backward  course,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purposes  toward  Cyprus.     Siguior  Montano, 
Your  trusty  and  most  valiant  servitor,  4(1 

With  bis  free  duty  recommeuds  you  thus, 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke.  'Tis  certain,  tl m,  for  Cyprus. 
Marcus  Luccicos,  is  in  i  he  in  town? 

First  Sen.   He's  now  in  Flbrehcfc. 
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Duke.  Write  from  us  to  him;  post-post-haste  dispatch. 
First  Sen.  Here  comes  Brabantio  and  the  valiant  Moor. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Iaoo,  Roderigo,  and  Officers. 

Duke.  Valiant  Othello,  we  must  straight  employ  you 
Against  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. 

[To  Brabantio]  I  did  not  see  you;  welcome,  gentle  signior: 
We  lack'd  your  counsel  and  your  help  to-night.  ol 

Bra.  So  did  I  yours.     Good  your  grace,  pardon  me; 
Neither  my  place  nor  aught  I  heard  of  business 
Hath  raised  me  from  my  bed,  nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  on  me,  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  so  flood-gate  and  o'erbearing  nature 
That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows 
And  it  is  still  itself. 

Duke.  Why.  what's  the  matter? 

Bra.  My  daughter!  O,  my  daughter! 

Duke  and  S*n.  Dead': 

Bra.  Ay.  to  me: 

She  is  abused,  stol'n  from  me,  and  corrupted   "  60 

By  spells  and  medicines  bought  of  mountebanks 
For  nature  so  preposterously  to  err, 
Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  sense. 
Sans  witchcraft  could  not. 

Duke.  Whoe'er  he  be  that  in  this  foul  proceeding 
Hath  thus  beguiled  your  daughter  of  herself 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  shall  yourself  read  in"  the  bitter  letter 
After  your  own  sense,  yea,  though  our  proper  son 
Stood  in  your  action. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  grace.  70 

Here  is  the  man,  this  Moor,  whom  now,  it  seems, 
Your  special  mandate  for  the  state-affairs 
Hath  hither  brought. 

Duke  and  Sen.        We  are  very  sorry  for't. 

Duke.  [To  Othello]  What,  in  vour  own  part,  can  you  sav 
to  this? 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  i-  bo. 

Oth.  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  signior-. 
My  very  noble  and  approved  good  masters, 
That  I  have  ta'en  awav  this  old  man's  daughter, 
It  is  most  true;  true,  f  have  married  her: 
The  very  head  and  front  ol  my  offending  NO 

Hath  this  extent,  no  more.     Rude  am  I  in  my  speech, 
And  little  bless'd  with  the  soft  phrase  of  peace: 
For  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years'  pith, 
Till  now  some  nine  moons  wasted,  thevhave  used 
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Their  dearest  action  in  the  tented  field, 

And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak, 

More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle, 

And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause 

In  speaking  for  myself.     Yet,  by  your  gracious  patience, 

I  will  a  round  unvarnish'd  tale  deliver  90 

Of  my  whole  course  of  love;  what  drugs,  what  charms, 

What  conjuration  and  what  mighty  magic, 

For  such  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal, 

I  won  his  daughter. 

Bra.  A  maiden  never  bold ; 

Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blush'd  at  herself;  and  she,  in  spite  of  nature, 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  she  fear'd  to  look  on! 
It  is  a  judgement  maim'd  and  most  imperfect 
That  will  confess  perfection  so  could  err  100 

Against  all  rules  of  nature,  and  must  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell, 
"Why  this  should  be.     I  therefore  vouch  again 
That  with  some  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  blood, 
Or  with  some  dram  conjured  to  this  effect, 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof, 

Without  more  wider  and  more  overt  test 
Than  these  thin  habits  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modern  seeming  do  prefer  against  him. 

Mrst  Sen.  But,  Othello,  speak:  110 

Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  courses 
Subdue  and  poison  this  young  maid's  affections? 
Or  came  it  by  request  and  such  fair  question 
As  soul  to  soul  affordeth? 

Oth.  I  do  beseech  you, 

Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  speak  of  me  before  her  father: 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report, 
The  trust,  the  office  I  do  hold  of  you, 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Duke.  Fetch  Desdemona  hither.  12d 

Oth.  Ancient,  conduct  them :  you  best  know  the  place. 
[Exeunt logo  and  Attendant*. 
And,  till  she  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
I  do  confess  the  vices  of  my  blood, 
So  justly  to  your  grave  ears  I'll  present 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love, 
And  she  in  mine. 


1 
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Duke.  Say  it,  Othello. 

Oth.  Her  father  loved  me ;  oft  invited  me; 
Still  question'd  me  the  story  of  my  life, 
From,  year  to  year,  the  battles,  sieges,  fortunes,  130 

That  I  have  pass'd. 

I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  boyish  clays, 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it ; 
Wherein  I  spake  of  most  disastrous  chances, 
Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field, 
Of  hair-breadth  scapes  i'  the  imminent  deadly  breach, 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe 
And  sold  to  slavery,  of  my  redemption  thence 
And  portance  in  my  travels'  history : 

Wherein  of  antres  vast  and  deserts  idle,  140 

Rough  quarries,  rocks  and  hills  whose  heads  touch  heaven, 
It  was  my  hint  to  speak, — such  was  the  process; 
And  of  the  Cannibals  that  each  other  eat, 
The  Anthropophagi  and  men  whose  heads 
Do  grow  beueath  their  shoulders.     This  to  hear 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline : 
But  still  the  house-affairs  would  draw  her  thence: 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  dispatch, 
She'ld  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  discourse:  which  I  observing,  150 

Took  once  a  pliant  hour,  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart 
That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate. 
Whereof  by  parcels  she  had  something  heard, 
But  not  intentively  .  I  did  consent, 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 
When  I  did  speak  of  some  distressful  stroke 
That  my  youth  suffer'd.     My  story  being  done, 
She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs: 
She  swore,  in  faith,  'twas  strange,  'twas  passing  strange, 
'Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful :  161 

She  wish'd  she  had  not  heard  it,  yet  she  wish'd 
That  heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man:  she  thank'd  me, 
And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  loved  her, 
I  should  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  story, 
And  that  would  woo  her.     Upon  this  hint  1  spake : 
She  loved  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pass'd, 
And  I  loved  her  that  she  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  used: 
Here  comes  the  lady;  let  her  witness  it.  170 

Enter  Desdemona,  Iago,  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  I  think  this  tale  would  win  my  daughter  too. 
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Good  Brabantio, 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best : 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra.  I  pray  you,  hear  her  speak : 

If  she  confess  that  she  was  half  the  wooer, 
Destruction  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man!     Come  hither,  gentle  mistress: 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company 
Where  most  you  owe  obedience? 

Des.  My  noble  father,  180 

I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty : 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  life  and  education ; 
My  life  and  education  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  respect  you;  you  are  the  lord  of  duty; 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter:  but  here's  my  husband, 
And  so  much  duty  as  my  mother  show'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father, 
So  much  I  challenge  that  I  may  profess 
Due  to  the  Moor  my  lord. 

Bra.  God  be  wi' you!    I  have  done. 

Please  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  state  affairs:.  190 

I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it. 
Come  hither,  Moor: 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee.     For  your  sake,  jewel, 
I  am  glad  at  soul  I  have  no  other  child ; 
For  thy  escape  would  teach  me  tyranny, 
To  hang  clogs  on  them.     I  have  done,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Let  me  speak  like  yourself,  and  lay  a  sentence, 
Which,  as  a  grise  or  step,  may  help  these  lovers  200 

Into  your  favour. 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended 
By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 
To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on. 
What  cannot  be  preserved  when  fortune  takes 
Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 
The  robb'd  that  smiles  steals  something  from  the  thief; 
He  robs  himself  that  spends  a  bootless  grief. 

Bra.  So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile;  210 

We  lose  it  not,  so  long  as  we  can  smile. 
He  bears  the  sentence  well  that  nothing  bears 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears, 
But  he  hears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow 
That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  borrow. 
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These  sentences,  to  sugar,  or  to  gall, 

Being  strong  on  both  sides,  are  equivocal- 

But  words  are  words;  I  never  yet  did  hear 

Thai  the  bruised  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. 

I  humbly  beseech  you,  proceed  to  the  affairs  of  state.     220 

Duke.  The  Turk  with  a  most  mighty  preparation  makes 
for  Cyprus.  Othello,  the  fortitude  of  the  place  is  best 
known  to  you;  and  though  we  have  there  a  substitute  of 
most  allowed  sufficiency,  yet  opinion,  a  sovereign  mistress 
of  effects,  throws  a  more  safer  voice  on  you :  you  must 
therefore  be  content  to  slubber  the  gloss  of  your  new  for- 
tunes with  this  more  stubborn  and  boisterous  expedition. 

Oth.  The  tyrant  custom,  most  grave  senator^,  230 

Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down.  I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity 
I  find  in  hardness,  and  do  undertake 
These  present  wars  against  the  Ottomites. 
Most  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  state, 
I  crave  fit  disposition  for  my  wife, 
Due  reference  of  place  and  exhibition, 
With  such  accommodation  and  besort 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke.  If  you  please,  240 

Be  't  at  her  father's. 

Bra.  I'll  not  have  it  so. 

Oth.  Nor  I. 

Des.  Nor  I ;  I  would  not  there  reside, 

To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts 
By  being  in  his  eye.     Most  gracious  duke, 
To  my  unfolding  lend  your  prosperous  ear; 
And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voice, 
To  assist  my  simpleness. 

Duke.  What  would  you,  Desdemona? 

Des.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him, 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fortunes  250 

May  trumpet  to  the  world:  my  heart's  subdued 
Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord : 
I  saw  Othello's  visage  in  his  mind, 
And  to  his  honours  and  his  valiant  parts 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate. 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war, 
The  rites  for  which  I  love  him  are  bereft  me, 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  shall  support 
By  his  dear  absence.     Let  me  go  with  him.  200 

Oth.  Let  her  have  your  voices. 
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Vouch  with  me,  heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  not, 

To  please  the  palate  of  my  appetite, 

Nor  to  comply  with  beat — the  young  affects 

In  me  defunct — and  proper  satisfaction, 

But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind: 

And  heaven  defend  your  good  souls,  that  you  think 

I  will  your  serious  and  great  business  scant 

For  she  is  with  me:  no,  when  light-wiug'd  toys 

Of  feather'd  Cupid  seel  with  wanton  dullness  270 

My  speculative  and  officed  instruments, 

That  my  disports  corrupt  and  taint  my  business, 

Let  housewives  make  a  skillet  of  my  helm, 

And  all  iudign  and  base  adversities 

Make  head  against  my  estimation ! 

Duke.  Be  it  as  you  shall  privately  determine, 
Either  for  her  stay  or  going:  the  affair  cries  haste, 
And  speed  must  answer  it. 

First  Sen.  You  must  away  to-night. 

Oth.  With  all  my  heart. 

Duke.  At  nine  i'  the  morning  here  we'll  meet  again.    280 
Othello,  leave  some  officer  behind, 
And  he  shall  our  commission  bring  to  you; 
With  such  things  else  of  quality  and  respect 
As  doth  import  you. 

Oth.  So  please  your  grace,  my  ancient: 

A  man  he  is  of  honesty  and  trust: 
To  his  conveyance  I  assign  my  wife, 
With  what  else  needful  your  good  grace  shall  think 
To  be  sent  after  me. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  so. 

Good  night  to  every  one.     [To  Brab.~\  And,  noble  signior, 
If  virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack,  290 

Your  son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

First  Sen.  Adieu,  brave  Moor;  use  Desdemona  well. 

Bra.  Look  to  her,  Moor,  if  thou  hast  eyes  to  see: 
She  has  deceived  her  father,  and  may  thee 

[Exeunt  Duke,  Senators,  Officers,  dr. 

Oth.  My  life  upon  her  faith!    Honest  Iago, 
My  Desdemona  must  I  leave  to  thee : 
I  prithee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her: 
And  bring  them  after  in  the  best  advantage. 
Come,  Desdemona;  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters  and  direction,  300 

To  spend  with  thee:  we  must  obey  the  time. 

[Exeunt  OUiello  and  Desdemona. 

Rod.  Iago, — 

lago.  What  say'st  thou,  noble  heart? 
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Rxi.  What  will  I  do,  thiukest  thou? 

Iago.   Why,  go  to  bed,  and  sleep. 

Rod.  I  will  incontinently  drown  myself. 

logo.  If  thou  dost,  I  shall  never  love  thee  after.  Why, 
thou  silly  gentleman. 

Rnl.  It  is  silliness  to  live  when  to  live  is  torment ;  and 
then  have  we  a  prescription  to  die  when  death  is  our  physi- 
cian. 311 

Iago.  O  villanous!  I  have  looked  upon  the  world  for 
four  times  seven  years;  and  since  I  could  distinguish 
betwixt  a  benefit  and  an  injury,  I  never  found  man  that 
knew  how  to  love  himself.  Ere  I  would  say,  I  would 
drown  myself  for  the  love  of  a  guinea-hen,  I  would  change 
my  humanity  with  a  baboon. 

R>d.  What  should  I  do?  I  confess  it  is  my  shame  to  be 
so  fond:  but  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  it.  321 

lag*.  Virtue!  a  fig!  'tis  in  ourselves  that  we  are  thus  or 
thus.  Our  bodies  are  our  gardens,  to  the  which  our  wills 
are  gardeners:  so  that  if  we  will  plant  nettles,  or  sow  let- 
tuce, set  hyssop  and  weed  up  thyme,  supply  it  with  one 
gender  of  herbs,  or  distract  it  with  many,  either  to  have  it 
sterile  with  idleness,  or  manured  with  industry,  why,  the 
power  and  corrigible  authority  of  this  lies  in  our  wills.  If 
the  balance  of  our  lives  had  not  one  scale  of  reason  to  poise 
another  of  sensuality,  the  blood  and  baseness  of  our  na- 
tures would  conduct  us  to  most  preposterous  conclusions 
but  we  have  reason  to  cool  our  raging  motions,  our  carnal 
stings,  our  unbitted  lusts,  whereof  I  take  this  that  you  call 
love  to  be  a  sect  or  scion. 

R  ■■!.  It  cannot  be. 

Iago.  It  is  merely  a  lust  of  the  blood  and  a  permission  of 
the  will.  Come,  be  a  man.  Drown  thyself!  drown  cats 
and  blind  puppies.  I  have  professed  me*  thy  friend  and  I 
confess  me  knit  to  thy  deserving  with  cables  of  perdurable 
toughness;  I  could  never  better  stead  thee  than  now.  Put 
money  in  thy  purse;  follow  thou  the  wars;  defeat  thy  fa- 
vour with  an  usurped  beard;  I  say,  put  money  in"  thy 
puree.  It  cannot  be  that  Desdemona  should  long  continue 
her  love  to  the  Moor, — put  money  in  thy  purse. — nor  he  his 
to  her:  it  was  a  violent  commencement,  and  thou  shalt  see 
an  answerable  sequestration. — put  but  money  in  thy  purse. 
These  Moors  are  changeable  in  their  wills: — fill  thy  purse 
with  money: — the  food  that  to  him  now  is  as  luscious  as 
locusts,  shall  be  to  him  shortly  as  bitter  as  coloquintida. 
She  must  change  for  youth:  when  she  is  sated  with  his 
body,  she  will  find  the  error  of  her  choice:  she  must  have 
Change,  she  must:  therefore  put  money  .n  thy  purse.     If 
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thou  wilt  needs  damn  thyself,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way 
than  drowning.  Make  all  the  money  thou  canst :  if  sanc- 
timony and  a  frail  vow  betwixt  an  erring  barbarian  and  a 
supersubtle  Venetian  be  not  too  hard  for  my  wits  and  all 
the  tribe  of  hell,  thou  shalt  enjoy  her;  therefore  make 
money.  A  pox  of  drowning  thyself!  it  is  clean  out  of  the 
way:  seek  thou  rather  to  be  banged  in  compassing  thy  joy 
than  to  be  drowned  and  go  without  her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  fast  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the 
issue?  370 

Iago.  Thou  art  sure  of  me: — go,  make  money: — I  have 
told  thee  often,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again  and  again,  I  hate 
the  Moor:  my  cause  is  hearted;  thine  hath  no  less  reason. 
Let  us  be  conjunctive  in  our  revenge  against  him;  if  thou 
canst  cuckold  him,  thou  dost  thyself  a  pleasure,  me  a 
sport.  There  are  many  events  in  the  womb  of  time  which 
will  be  delivered.  Traverse !  go,  provide  thy  money.  We 
Will  have  more  of  this  to-morrow.     Adieu.  380 

Rod.  Where  shall  we  meet  i'  the  morning? 

Iago.  At  my  lodging. 

Rod.  I'll  be  with  thee  betimes. 

Iago.  Goto;  farewell.     Do  you  hear,  Roderigo? 

Rod.  What  say  you? 

Iago.  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear? 

Rod.  I  am  changed:  I'll  go  sell  all  my  land.  [Exit. 

Iago.  Thus  do  1  ever  make  my  fool  my  purse: 
For  I  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  should  profane, 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  such  a  snipe. 
But  for  my  sport  and  profit.     I  hate  the  Moor; 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  sheets 
He  has  done  my  office:  I  know  not  if't  be  true; 
But  I,  for  mere  suspicion  in  that  kind, 
Will  do  as  if  for  surety.     He  holds  me  well; 
The  better  shall  my  purpose  work  on  him. 
Cassio's  a  proper  man:  let  me  see  now: 
To  get  his  place  and  to  plume  up  my  will 
In  double  knavery — How,  how? — Let's  see: —  400 

After  some  time,  to  abuse  Othello's  ear 
That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife. 
He  hath  a  person  and  a  smooth  dispose 
To  be  suspected,  framed  to  make  women  false. 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 
That  thinks  men  honest  that  but  seem  to  be  so, 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nose 
As  asses  are. 

I  have't.     It  is  engender'd.     Hell  and  night 
Must  bring  this  monstrous  birth  to  the  world's  light.      416 

[Exit. 
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ACT  II. 

Scene  L     A  Sea-port  in  Cyprus.    An  open  place  near  the 
quay. 

Enter  Moxtjlno  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Mon.  What  from  the  cape  can  you  discern  at  sea? 

First  Gent.  Nothing  at  all:  it  is  a  high- wrought  flood; 
I  cannot,  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  main, 
Descry  a  sail. 

Mon.  Methinks  the  wind  hath  spoke  aloud  at  land; 
A  fuller  blast  ne'er  shook  our  battlements: 
If  it  hath  ruffian'd  so  upon  the  sea, 
What  ribs  of  oak,  when  mountains  melt  on  them, 
Can  hold  the  mortise?     What  shall  we  hear  of  this? 

See.  Gent.  A  segregation  of  the  Turkish  fleet:  10 

For  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore, 
The  chidden  billow  seems  to  pelt  the  clouds; 
The  wind-shaked  surge,  with  high  and  monstrous  mane, 
Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear, 
And  quench  the  guards  of  the  ever-fix'd  pole: 
I  never  did  like  molestation  view 
On  the  enchafed  flood. 

Mon.  If  that  the  Turkish  fleet 

Be  not  enshelter'd  and  embay'd,  they  are  drown'd; 
It  is  impossible  they  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

Third  Gent.  News,  lads!  our  wars  are  done.  20 

The  desperate  tempest  hath  so  bang'd  the  Turks, 
That  their  designment  halts:  a  noble  ship  of  Venice 
Hath  seen  a  grievous  wreck  and  sufferance 
On  most  part  of  their  fleet. 

Mon.  How !  is  this  true  I 

Third  Gent.  The  ship  is  here  put  in, 

A  Veronesa;  Michael  Cassio, 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor  Othello, 
Is  come  on  shore :  the  Moor  himself  at  sea, 
And  is  in  full  commission  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mon.  I  am  glad  on't ;  'tis  a  worthy  governor.  30 

Third  Gent.  But  this  same  Cassio,  though  he  speak  of 
comfort 
Touching  the  Turkish  loss,  yet  he  looks  sadly, 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  safe ;  for  they  were  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  tempest. 

Mon.  Pray  heavens  he  be ; 


452  OTHELLO.  [act  ii 

For  I  have  served  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  soldier.     Let's  to  the  seaside,  ho! 
As  well  to  see  the  vessel  that's  come  in 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello, 
Even  till  we  make  the  main  and  the  aerial  blue 
An  indistinct  regard. 

Third  Gent.  Come,  let's  do  so:  46 

For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  arrivance. 

Enter  Cassio. 

Cas.  Thanks,  you  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  isle, 
That  so  approve  "the  Moor!     O,  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  defence  against  the  elements, 
For  I  have  lost  him  on  a  dangerous  sea. 

Mon.  Is  he  well  shipp'd? 

Cas.  His  bark  is  stoutly  timber'd,  and  his  pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approved  allowance; 
Therefore  my  hopes,  not  surfeited  to  death,  50 

Stand  in  bold  cure. 

[A  cry  within  "  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail!" 

Enter  a  fourth  Gentleman. 

Cas.  What  noise? 

Fourth  Gent.  The  town  is  empty;  on  the  brow  o'  the  sea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry  "A  sail!" 

Cas.  My  hopes  do  shape  him  for  the  governor. 

[Guns  heard. 

Sec.  Gent.  They  do  discharge  their  shot  of  courtesy: 
Our  friends  at  least. 

Cas.  I  pray  you,  sir,  go  forth, 

And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  that  is  arrived. 

Sec.  Gent.  I  shall.  [Exit. 

Mon.  But,  good  lieutenant,  is  your  general  wived?      60 

Cas.  Most  fortunately:  he  hath  achieved  a  maid 
That  paragons  description  and  wild  fame ; 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning  pens, 
And  in  the  essential  vesture  of  creation 
Does  tire  the  ingener. 

JRe-enter  second  Gentleman. 

How  now!  who  has  put  in? 

Sec.  Gent.  'Tis  one  lago,  ancient  to  the  general. 

Cas.  Has  had  most  favourable  and  happy  speed: 
Tempests  themselves,  high  seas  and  howling  wind», 
The  gutter'd  rocks  and  congregated  sands, — 
Traitors  ensteep'd  to  clog  the  guiltless  keel, —  70 
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As  having  sense  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  mortal  natures,  letting  go  safely  by 
The  divine  Desdemona. 

Hon.  What  is  she? 

Cas.  She  that  I  spake  of,  our  great  captain's  captain, 
Left  in  the  conduct  of  the  bold  Iago, 
"Whose  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts 
A  se'nnight's  speed.     Great  Jove,  Othello  guard, 
And  swell  his  sail  with  thine  own  powerful  breath, 
That  he  may  bless  this  bay  with  his  tall  ship,  79 

Make  love's  quick  pants  in  Desdemona's  arms, 
Give  renew'd  fire  to  our  extincted  spirits, 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  comfort ! 

Enter  Desdemona,  Emilia,  Iago,  Roderigo,  and  Atten- 
dants. 

O,  behold, 
The  riches  of  the  ship  is  come  on  shore ! 
Ye  men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees. 
Hail  to  thee,  lady!  and  the  grace  of  heaven, 
Before,  behind  thee  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwheel  thee  round! 

Des.  I  thank  you,  valiant  Cassio. 

What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  lord? 

Cas.  He  is  not  yet  arrived :  nor  know  I  aught 
But  that  he's  well"  and  will  be  shortly  here.    _  9ft 

Des.  O,  but  I  fear — How  lost  you  "company? 

Cas.  The  great  contention  of  the  sea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fellowship — But,  hark!  a  sail. 

[Within  "A  sail,  a  sail!"     Guns  heard 

See.  Gent.  They  give  their  greeting  to  the  citadel: 
This  likewise  is  a  friend. 

Cas.  See  for  the  news. 

[Exit  Gentleman. 
Good  ancient,  you  are  welcome.     [To  Emilia]     Welcome, 

mistress- 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  Iago, 
That  I  extend  my  manners;  'tis  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  show  of  courtesy.    "  100 

[Kitting  her. 

Iago.  Sir,  would  she  give  you  so  much  of  her  lips 
As  of  her  tongue  she  oft  bestows  on  me, 
You'ld  have  enough. 

Des.  Alas,  she  hag  no  speech. 

Iago.  In  faith,  too  much ; 
I  find  it  still,  when  I  have  list  to  sleep: 
Marry,  before  your  ladyship,  I  grant, 
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She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

Emil.  You  have  little  cause  to  say  so. 
Iago.  Come  on,  come  on ;  you  are  pictures  out  of  doors, 
Bells  in  your  parlours,  wild-cats  in  your  kitchens,  111 

Saints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended, 
Players  in  your  housewifery,  and  housewives  in  your  beds. 

Des.  O,  he  upon  thee,  slanderer! 

Iago.  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  else  I  am  a  Turk: 
You  rise  to  play  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 

Emil.  You  shall  not  write  my  praise. 

Iago.  No,  let  me  not. 

Des.  What  wouldst  thou  write  of  me,  if  thou  shouldst 
praise  me? 

Iago.  O  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to't; 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical.  120 

Des.  Come  on,  assay.     There's  one  gone  to  the  harbour? 

Iago.  Ay,  madam. 

Des.  I  am  not  merry ;  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  seeming  otherwise. 
Come,  how  wouldst  thou  praise  me? 

Iago.  I  am  about  it;  but  indeed  my  invention 
Comes  from  my  pate  as  birdlime  does  from  frize; 
It  plucks  out  brains  and  all :  but  my  Muse  labours, 
And  thus  she  is  deliver'd. 

If  she  be  fair  and  wise,  fairness  and  wit,  130 

The  one's  for  use,  the  other  useth  it. 

Des.  Well  praised!    How  if  she  be  black  and  witty? 

Iago.  If  she  be  black,  and  thereto  have  a  wit, 
She'll  find  a  white  that  shall  her  blackness  fit. 

Des.  Worse  and  worse. 

Emil.  How  if  fair  and  fo(  ish? 

Iago.  She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  was  fair; 
For  even  her  folly  helped  her  to  an  heir. 

Dex.  These  are  old  fond  paradoxes  to  make  fools  laugh 
i'  the  alehouse.  What  miserable  praise  hast  thou  for  her 
that's  foul  and  foolish?  141 

Iago.  There's  none  so  foul  and  foolish  thereunto, 
But  does  foul  pranks  which  fair  and  wise  ones  do. 

Des.  O  heavy  ignorance!  thou  praisest  the  worst  best. 
But  what  praise  couldst  thou  bestow  on  a  deserving  woman 
indeed,  one  that,  in  the  authority  of  her  merit,  did  justly 
put  on  the  vouch  of  very  malice  itself? 

Iago.  She  that  was  ever  fair  and  never  proud, 
Had  tongue  at  will  and  yet  was  never  loud,  150 

Never  lack'd  gold  and  yet  went  never  gay, 
Fled  from  her  wish  and  yet  said  "  Now  I  may," 
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She  that  being  anger'd,  her  revenge  being  nigh, 
Bade  her  wrong  stay  and  her  displeasure  fly, 
She  that  in  wisdom  never  was  so  frail 
To  change  the  cod's  head  for  the  salmon's  tail, 
She  that  could  think  and  ne'er  disclose  her  mind, 
See  suitors  following  and  not  look  behind, 
She  was  a  wisht.  if  ever  such  wight  were, — 

Des.  To  do  what t  160 

Iago.  To  suckle  fools  and  chrouicle  small  beer. 

De*.  O  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion!  Do  not 
learn  of  him.  Emilia,  though  he  be  thy  husband.  How  say 
vou,  Cassio"?  is  he  not  a  most  profane  and  liberal  counsel- 
lor? 

Cas.  He  speaks  home,  madam:  you  may  relish  him  more 
in  the  soldier  than  in  the  scholar. 

Iago.  [A*idr]  He  takes  her  by  the  palm:  ay,  well  said, 
whisper:  with  as  little  a  web  as  this  will  I  ensnare  as  great 
a  fly  as  Cassio.  Ay,  smile  upon  her,  do;  I  will  gyve  thee  in 
thine  own  courtship.  You  say  true;  'tis  so,  indeed:  if  such 
tricks  as  these  strip  you  out  of  your  lieutenantry,  it  had 
been  better  you  had  not  kissed  your  three  fingers  so 
oft.  which  now  again  you  are  most  apt  to  play  the  sir  in. 
Very  good;  well  kissed!  an  excellent  courtesy"!  'tis  so,  in- 
deed. Yet  again  your  fingers  to  your  lips?  would  they 
were  clyster-pipes  for  your  sake!  [Trumpet  within.]  The 
Moor!  I  know  his  trumpet.  180 

Cas.  'Tis  truly  so. 

Des.  Let's  meet  him  and  receive  him. 

Cas.  Lo,  where  he  comes! 

Enter  Othello  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  O  my  fair  warrior! 

Dts.  My  dear  Othello! 

Oth.  It  gives  me  wonder  great  as  my  content 
To  see  you  here  before  me.     O  my  soul's  joy! 
If  after  every  tempest  come  such  calms, 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  waken'd  death! 
And  let  the  labouring  bark  climb  hills  of  seas 
Olympus-high  and  duck  again  as  low  190 

As  hell's  from  heaven!    ifit  were  now  to  die, 
'Twere  now  to  l>e  most  happy;  for,  I  fear, 
My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

Dt*.  The  heavens  forbid 

But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  should  increase, 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow! 
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Oth.  Amen  to  that,  sweet  powers! 

I  cannot  speak  enough  of  this  content; 
It  stops  me  here;  it  is  too  much  of  joy: 
And  this,  and  this,  the  greatest  discords  he  200 

[Kissing  her. 
That  e'er  our  hearts  shall  make ! 

lago.  [Aside]  O,  you  are  well  tuned  now! 
But  I'll  set  down  the  pegs  that  make  this  music, 
As  honest  as  I  am. 

Oth.  Come,  let  us  to  the  castle. 

News,  friends;  our  wars  are  done,  the  Turks  are  drown'd. 
How  does  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  isle? 
Honey,  you  shall  be  well  desired  in  Cyprus; 
I  have  found  great  love  amongst  them.     O  my  sweet, 
I  prattle  out  of  fashion,  and  I  dote 
In  mine  own  comforts.     I  prithee,  good  lago, 
Go  to  the  bay  and  disembark  my  coffers:  210 

Bring  thou  the  master  to  the  citadel; 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthiness 
Does  challenge  much  respect.     Come,  Desdemona, 
Once  more,  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[Es'eiint  Othello,  Desdemona,  and  Attendants. 

lago.  Do  thou  meet  me  presently  at  the  harbour.  Come 
hither.  If  thou  be'st  valiant, — as,  they  say,  base  men  being 
in  love  have  then  a  nobility  in  their  natures  more  than  is 
native  to  them, — list  me.  The  lieutenant  to-night  watches 
on  the  court  of  guard: — first,  I  must  tell  thee  this — Desde- 
mona is  directly  in  love  with  him.  221 

Rod.  With  him!  why,  'tis  not  possible. 

lago.  Lay  thy  finger  thus,  and  let  thy  soul  be  instructed. 
Mark  me  with  what  violence  she  first  loved  I  he  Moor,  but 
for  bragging  and  telling  her  fantastical  lies:  and  will  she 
love  him  still  for  prating?  let  not  thy  discreet  heart  think 
it.  Her  eye  must  be  fed;  and  what  delight  shall  she  have 
to  look  on  the  devil?  When  the  blood  is  made  dull  with 
the  act  of  sport,  there  should  be,  again  to  inflame  it  and  to 
give  satiety  a  fresh  appetite,  loveliness  in  favour,  sympathy 
in  years,  manners  and  beauties;  all  which  the  Moor  is 
defective  in:  now,  for  want  of  these  required  conveniences, 
her  delicate  tenderness  will  find  itself  abused,  begin  to  heave 
the  gorge,  disrelish  and  abhor  the  Moor;  very  nature  will 
instruct  her  in  it  and  compel  her  to  some  second  choice. 
Now,  sir,  this  granted, — as  it  is  a  most  pregnant  and  un- 
forced position — who  stands  so  eminent  in  the  degree  of 
this  fortune  as  Cassio  does?  a  knave  very  voluble;  no  fur- 
ther conscionable  than  in  putting  on  the  mere  form  of  civil 
and  humane  seeming,  for  the  better  compassing  of  his  salt 
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and  most  bidden  loose  affection?  "why,  none:  why.  none: 
a  slipper  and  subtle  knave,  a  finder  of  occasions,  that  has 
an  eye  can  stamp  and  counterfeit  advantages,  though  true 
advantage  never  present  itself;  a  devilish  knave.  Besides, 
the  knave  is  handsome,  young,  and  hath  all  those  requisites 
in  him  that  folly  and  green  minds  look  after:  a  pestilent, 
complete  knave;  and  the  woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Ii'xJ.  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her;  she's  full  of  most 
blessed  condition. 

Inyo.  Blessed  fig's-end!  the  wine  she  drinks  is  made  of 
grapes:  if  she  had  been  blessed,  she  would  never  have 
loved  the  Moor.  Blessed  pudding!  Didst  thou  not  sec 
her  paddle  with  the  palm  of  his  hand?  didst  not  mark 
that?  260 

Rod.  Yes.  that  I  did;  but  that  was  but  courtesy. 

Iano.  Lechery,  by  this  hand:  an  index  and  obscure  pro- 
logue to  tue  history  of  lust  and  foul  thoughts.  They  met 
so  near  with  their  lips  that  their  breaths  embraced  together. 
Yillanous  thoughts,  Roderigo!  when  these  mutualities  so 
marshal  the  way,  hard  at  hand  comes  the  master  and  main 
exercise,  the  incorporate  conclusion,  Pish!  But.  sir,  be  you 
ruled  by  me:  I  have  brought  you  from  Venice.  "Watch 
you  to-night;  for  the  command.  I'll  lay't  upon  you.  Cassio 
knows  you  not.  I'll  not  be  far  from  you:  do  you  find 
some  occasion  to  anger  Cassio,  either  by  speaking  too  loud, 
or  tainting  his  discipline;  or  from  what  other  course  you 
please,  which  the  time  shall  more  favourably  minister. 

Rod.  Well. 

logo.  Sir,  he  is  rash  and  very  sudden  in  choler,  and 
haply  may  strike  at  you:  provoke  him,  that  he  may;  for 
even  out  of  that  will  I  cause  these  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny: 
whose  qualification  shall  come  into  no  true  taste  again  but 
by  the  displantiiur  of  Cassio.  So  shall  you  have  a  shorter 
journey  to  your  desires  by  the  means  I*  shall  then  have  to 
prefer  them;  and  the  impediment  most  profitably  removed, 
without  the  which  there  were  no  expectation  of  our  pros- 
perity. 

Rml.  I  will  do  this,  if  I  can  bring  it  to  any  opportunity. 

logo.  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  citadel: 
I  must  fetch  his  necessaries  ashore.     Farewell. 

Rod.   Adieu.  [Exit. 

logo.  That  Cassio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it; 
That  she  loves  him,  'tis  apt  and  of  great  credit: 
The  Moor,  howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not, 
Is  of  a  constant,  loving,  noble  nature, 
And  I  dare  think  he'll  prove  to  Desdemona 
A  most  dear  husband,     Now,  I  do  love  her  too;  300 
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Not  out  of  absolute  lust,  though  peradventure 

I  stand  accountant  for  as  great  a  sin, 

But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge, 

For  that  I  do  suspect  the  lusty  Moor 

Hath  leap'd  into  my  seat ;  the  thought  whereof 

Doth,  like  a  poisonous  mineral,  gnaw  my  inwards; 

And  nothing  can  or  shall  content  my  soul 

Till  I  am  even'd  with  him,  wife  for  wife, 

Or  failing  so,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 

At  least  into  a  jealousy  so  strong  310 

That  judgement  cannot  cure.     Which  thing  to  do, 

If  this  poor  trash  of  Venice,  whom  I  trash 

For  his  quick  hunting,  stand  the  putting  on, 

I'll  have  our  Michael  Cassio  on  the  hip, 

Abuse  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  rank  garb — 

For  I  fear  Cassio  with  my  night-cap  too — 

Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me  and  reward  met 

For  making  him  egregiously  an  ass 

And  practising  upon  his  peace  and  quiet 

Even  to  madness.     'Tis  here,  but  yet  confused:  320 

Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  seen  till  used.  [Exit. 

Scene  II.    A  street. 
Enter  a  Herald  with  a  proclamation;  People  following. 

Her.  It  is  Othello's  pleasure,  our  noble  and  valiant  gen- 
eral, that,  upon  certain  tidings  now  arrived,  importing  the 
mere  perdition  of  the  Turkish  fleet,  every  man  put  him- 
self into  triumph;  some  to  dance,  some  to  make  bonfires, 
each  man  to  what  sport  and  revels  hisaddictiou  leads  him: 
for,  besides  these  beneficial  news,  it  is  the  celebration  of  his 
nuptial.  So  much  was  his  pleasure  should  be  proclaimed. 
All  offices  are  open,  and  there  is  full  liberty  of  feasting 
from  this  present  hour  of  five  till  the  bell  have  told  eleven. 
Heaven  bless  the  isle  of  Cyprus  and  our  noble  general 
Othello!  [Exeunt. 

«  Scene  III.     A  hall  in  the  castle. 

Enter  Othello,  Desdemona,  Cassio,  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to-night: 
Let's  teach  ourselves  that  honourable  stop, 
Not  to  out  sport  discretion. 

Cos.    Iago  hath  direction  what  to  do; 
But,  notwithstanding,  with  my  personal  eye 
Will  I  look  to't. 
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Oth.  Iago  is  most  honest. 

Michael,  good  night:  to-morrow  with  your  earliest 
Let  me  have  speech  with  you.    [To  Desdemona]  Come,  my 

dear  love, 
The  purchase  made,  the  fruits  are  to  ensue; 
That  profit's  yet  to  come  'tween  me  and  you.  10 

Good  night. 

[Exeunt  Othello,  Desdemona,  and  Attendant*. 

Enter  Iago. 

Cos.  Welcome,  Iago;  we  must  to  the  watch. 

Iago.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant;  'tis  not  yet  ten  o'  the 
clock.  Our  general  cast  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his 
Desdemona;  who  let  us  not  therefore  hlame:  he  hath  not 
yet  made  wanton  the  night  with  her;  and  she  is  sport  for 
Jove. 

Cos.  She's  a  most  exquisite  lady. 

Iago.   And,  I'll  warrant  her,  full  of  game. 

C't.i.  Indeed,  she's  a  most  fresh  and  delicate  creature.  20 

Iago.  What  an  eye  she  has!  methinks  it  sounds  a  parley 
of  provocation. 

Cos.  An  inviting  eye;  and  yet  methinks  right  modest. 

Iago.  And  when  she  speaks,  is  it  not  an  alarum  to  love? 

Cm.   She  is  indeed  perfection. 

Iago.  Well,  happiness  to  their  sheets!  Come,  lieutenant, 
I  have  a  stoup  of  wine;  and  here  without  are  a  brace  of 
Cyprus  gallants  that  would  fain  have  a  measure  to  the 
health  of  black  Othello. 

Cas.  Not  to-night,  good  Iago:  I  have  very  poor  and  un- 
happy brains  for  drinking:  I  could  well  wish  courtesy 
would  invent  some  other  custom  of  entertainment. 

Iago.  O,  they  are  our  friends;  but  one  cup:  I'll  drink  for 
you.  40 

Cat.  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-night,  and  that  paa 
craftily  qualified  too.  and,  behold,  what  innovation  it 
makes  here:  I  am  unfortunate  in  the  infirmity,  and  dare 
not  task  my  weakness  with  any  more. 

Iago.  What,  man!  'tis  a  night  of  revels:  the  gallants  de- 
sire  it. 

Cas.  Where  are  they? 

Iago.   Here  at  the  door;  I  pray  you,  call  them  in. 

Cat.  I'll  do't:  but  it  dislikes  me.  [Euit. 

Iago.  If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  him,  50 

Willi  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already, 
He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence 
As  my  young  mistress'  dog.    Now,  my  sick  fool  Roderigo, 
Whom  love  hath  turn'd  almost  the  wrong  side  out, 
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To  Desdemona  hath  to-night  caroused 
Potations  pottle-deep;  and  he's  to  watch: 
Three  lads  of  Cyprus,  noble  swelling  spirits, 
That  hold  their  honours  in  a  wary  distance, 
The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  isle, 
Have  I  to-night  fluster'd  with  flowing  cups,  GO 

And  they  watch  too.     Now,  'mongst  this  flock  of  drunk- 
ards, 
Am  I  to  put  our  Cassio  in  some  action 
That  may  offend  the  isle. — But  here  they  come: 
If  consequence  do  but  approve  my  dream, 
My  boat  sails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  stream. 

Re-enter  Cassio;  w/tt /»»»  Montano  and  Gentlemen;  Ser- 
vants following  with  iriiw. 

Can.  'Fore  God,  they  have  given  me  a  rouse  already. 
Mon.  Good  faith,  a  little  one;  not  past  a  pint,  as  I  am  a 
soldier. 
Iar/o.  Some  wine,  ho!  70 

[Sings]  And  let  me  the  canakin  clink,  clink; 
And  let  me  the  canakin  clink: 
A  soldier's  a  man  ; 
A  life's  but  a  span; 
Why,  then,  let  a  soldier  drink. 
Some  wine,  boys! 

(Jas.  'Fore  God,  an  excellent  song. 

Iar/o.  I  learned  it  in  England,  where,  indeed,  they  are 
most  potent  in  potting:  your  Dane,  your  German,  and  your 
swag-bellied  Hollander — Drink,  ho! — are  nothing  to  your 
English.  81 

Cas.  Is  your  Englishman  so  expert  in  his  drinking? 
logo.  Why,  he  drinks  you,  with  facility,  jour  Dane  dead 
drunk;  he  sweats  not  to  overthrow  your  Almoin;  he  gives 
your  Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the  next  pottle  can  be  filled. 
Cas.  To  the  health  of  our  general! 

Mon.   I  am  for  it,  lieutenant;  and  I'll  do  you  justice.  90 
lago.       O  sweet  England ! 

King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer, 

His  breeches  cost  him  but  a  crown; 
He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  dear, 

With  that  he  called  the  tailor  lown. 
He  was  a  wight  of  high  renown, 

And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree: 
'Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  country  down; 
Then  take  thine  auld  cloak  about  thee. 
Some  wine,  ho!  100 

Cas.  Why,  this  is  a  more  exquisite  song  than  the  other. 
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Lijo.  Will  you  hear't  agaiu? 

Gti.  Xo;  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  place  that 
does  those  things.  Well,  God's  above  all;  and  there  be 
souls  must  be  saved,  and  there  be  souls  must  not  be 
saved. 

Li'jo.  It's  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Gut.  For  mine  own  part. — no  offence  to  the  general,  nor 
any  man  of  quality. — I  hope  to  be  saved.  Ill 

Jir/o.   And  so  do  I  too,  lieutenant. 

Ay.  but,  by  your  leave,  not  before  me;  the  lieuten- 
ant is  to  be  saved  before  the  ancient.  Let's  have  no  more 
of  this;  let's  to  our  affairs. — Forgive  us  our  sins! — Gentle- 
men, let's  look  to  our  business.  Do  not  think,  gentlemen. 
I  am  drunk:  this  is  my  ancient:  this  is  my  right  hand,  and 
thi-  Is  my  left:  I  am  not  drunk  now;  I  can  stand  well 
enough,  and  sjieak  well  enough.  120 

A'T.   Excellent  well. 

<'.i<.  Why,  very  well  then;  you  must  not  think  then  that 
I  am  drunk.  [Exit. 

Mm.  To  the  platform,  masters;  come,  let's  set  the 
watch. 

logo.   You  see  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before; 
lie  is  a  soldier  fit  to  stand  by  Ca?sar 
And  give  direction:  and  do  but  see  his  vice; 
'Tis  to  his  virtue  a  just  equinox. 

The  one  as  long  as  the  other:  'tis  pity  of  him.  130 

I  fear  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  in, 
On  some  odd  time  of  his  infirmity, 
Will  shake  this  island. 

Mo&.  But  is  he  often  thus? 

logo.  'Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  sleep: 
Hell  watch  the  horologe  a  double  set, 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

.)///.  It  were  well 

The  general  were  pill  m  mind  of  it. 
Perhaps  he  sees  it  not:   or  his  good  nature 
Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cassio. 
An  1  looks  not  on  his  evils:  is  not  this  true?  140 

Enter  Roderigo. 

logo.  [Ankle  to  him]  How  now,  Rodcrigo! 
I  pray  you.  after  the  lieutenant:  go.  [Brit  Roderigo. 

Mm.   And  'tis  great  pity  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  such  a  place  as  his  own  second 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity: 
It  were  an  honest  action  to  say 
So  to  the  Moor. 
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logo.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  island : 

I  do  love  Cassio  well ;  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil — But,  hark!  what  noise? 

[Cry  within:  "Help!  help!" 

Re-enter  Cassio,  driving  in  Hoderigo. 

Cas.  You  rogue !  you  rascal ! 

Mon.  What's  the  matter,  lieutenant? 

Cas.  A  knave  teach  me  my  duty!  151 

I'll  beat  the  knave  into  a  twiggen  bottle. 

Rod.  Beat  me ! 

Cas.  Dost  thou  prate,  rogue?  [Striking  Roderigo. 

Mon.  Nay,  good  lieutenant; 

[Staying  him. 
I  pray  you,  sir,  hold  your  hand. 

Cas.  Let  me  go,  sir, 

Or  I'll  knock  you  o'er  the  mazzard. 

Mon.  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

Cas.  Drunk!  [Theyfiyht. 

Iago.  [Aside  to  Roderigo]  Away,  I  say ;  go  out,  and  cry  a 
mutiny.  [Erit  Roderigo. 

Nay,  good  lieutenant, — alas,  gentlemen; — 
Help,  ho! — Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — sir; —  160 

Help,  masters! — here's  a  goodly  watch  indeed!    [Bell  rings. 
Who's  that  which  rings  the  bell? — Diablo,  ho! 
The  town  will  rise:  God's  will,  lieutenant,  hold! 
You  will  be  shamed  forever. 

Re-enter  Othello  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  What  is  the  matter  here? 

Mon.  'Zounds,  I  bleed  still ;  I  am  hurt  to  the  death. 

[Faint*. 

Oth.  Hold,  for  your  lives! 

Iago.    Hold,  ho!     Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — gentle- 
men,— 
Have  you  forgot  all  sense  of  place  and  duty? 
Hold!  the  general  speaks  to  you;  hold,  hold,  for  shame! 

Oth.  Why,  how  now,  ho!  from  whence  arise th  this? 
Are  we  turn'd  Turks,  and  to  ourselves  do  that  170 

Which  heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites? 
For  Christian  shame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl : 
He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage 
Holds  his  soul  light;  he  dies  upon  his  motion. 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell :  it  frights  the  isle 
From  her  propriety.     What  is  the  matter,  masters? 
Honest  Iago,  that  look'st  dead  with  grieving, 
Speak,  who  began  this?  on  thy  love,  I  charge  thee. 
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Iago.  I  do  not  know:  friends  all  but  now.  even  now, 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom  180 

Devesting  them  for  bed;  and  tben,  but  now — 
As  if  some  planet  had  unwitted  men — 
Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  others  breast, 
In  opposition  bloody.     I  cannot  speak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevish  odds; 
And  would  in  action  glorious  I  had  lost 
Those  legs  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it ! 

Oth.  How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus  forgot? 

Ga$.  I  pray  you,  pardon  me;  I  cannot  speak. 

Oth.  Worthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civil;  19^ 

The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wisest  censure:  what's  the  matter, 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus 
And  spend  your  rich  opinion  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler?  give  me  answer  to  it. 

Mnii.  Worth}-  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger: 
Your  officer,  Iago,  can  inform  you, — 

While  I  spare  speech,  which  something  now  offends  me, — • 
Of  all  that  I  do  know :  nor  know  I  aught  200 

By  me  that's  said  or  done  amiss  this  night; 
Unless  self-charity  be  sometimes  a  vice, 
And  to  defend  ourselves  it  be  a  sin 
When  violence  assails  us. 

Oth.  Now,  by  heaven, 

My  blood  begins  my  safer  guides  to  rule; 
And  passion,  having  ray  best  judgement  collied, 
Assays  to  lead  the  way:  if  I  once  stir, 
Or  do  but  lift  this  svrm,  the  best  of  you 
Shall  sink  in  my  rebuke.     Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began,  who  set  it  on;  210 

And  he  that  is  approved  in  this  offence, 
Though  he  bad  uvinn'd  with  me.  both  at  a  birth, 
Shall  lose  me.      What!  in  a  town  of  war, 
Yet  wild,  the  people's  hearts  brimful  of  fear, 
To  manage  private  and  domestic  quarrel, 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  and  guard  of  safety! 
Tis  monstrous.     Iago.  who  began't? 

Hon.  If  partially  affined,  or  leagued  in  office, 
Thou  dost  deliver  more  or  less  than  truth, 
Thou  art  no  soldier. 

Iago.  Touch  me  not  so  near:  220 

I  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth 
Than  it  should  do  offence'to  Michael  Cassio; 
Yet,  I  persuade  myself,  to  speak  the  truth 
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Shall  nothing  wrong  him.     Thus  it  is,  general. 

Montano  and  myself  being  in  speech, 

There  comes  a  fellow  crying  out  for  help: 

And  Cassio  following  him  with  determined  sword, 

To  execute  upon  him.     Sir,  this  gentleman 

Steps  in  to  Cassio,  and  entreats  his  pause: 

Myself  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue,  230 

Lest  by  his  clamour — as  it  so  fell  out — 

The  town  might  fall  in  fright:  he,  swift  of  foot, 

Outran  my  purpose;  and  I  return'd  the  rather 

For  that  I  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  swords, 

And  Cassio  high  in  oath;  which  till  to-night 

I  ne'er  might  say  before.     When  I  came  back — 

For  this  was  brief — I  found  them  close  together, 

At  blow  and  thrust;  even  as  again  they  were 

When  you  yourself  did  part  them. 

More  of  this  matter  cannot  I  report:  240 

But  men  are  men;  the  best  sometimes  forget: 

Though  Cassio  did  some  little  wrong  to  him, 

As  men  in  rage  strike  those  that  wish  them  best, 

Yet  surely  Cassio,  I  believe,  received 

From  him  that  fled  some  strange  indignity, 

Which  patience  could  not  pass. 

Oth.  I  know,  Iago, 

Thy  honesty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter, 
Making  it  light  to  Cassio.     Cassio,  I  love  thee; 
But  never  more  be  officer  of  mine. 

He-enter  Desdemona,  attended. 

Look,  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  raised  up!  250 

I'll  make  thee  an  example. 

Des.  What's  the  matter? 

Oth.  All's  well  now,  sweeting;  come  away  to  bed. 
Sir,  for  your  hurts,  myself  will  be  your  surgeon : 
Lead  him  off.  [To  Montano,  who  is  led  off. 

Iago,  look  with  care  about  the  town, 
And  silence  those  whom  this  vile  brawl  distracted. 
Come,  Desdemona :  'tis  the  soldiers'  life 
To  have  their  balmy  slumbers  waked  with  strife. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Iago  and  Cassio. 

Iago.  What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant? 

Cas.  Ay,  past  all  surgery.  260 

Iago.  Marry,  heaven  forbid! 

Cas.  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation!  0,1  have  lost 
my  reputation!  I  have  lost  the  immortal  part  of  myse'f, 
and  what  remains  is  bestial.  My  reputation,  Iago,  my 
reputation ! 
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Iago.  As  I  am  an  honest  man,  I  thought  you  had  received 
some  bodily  wound:  there  is  more  sense  in  that  than  in 
reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle  and  most  false  impo- 
sition: oft  got  without  merit,  and  lost  without  deserving 
you  have  lost  no  reputation  at  all.  unless  you  repute  your 
self  such  a  loser.  What,  man!  there  are  ways  to  recovei 
the  general  again:  you  are  but  now  east  in  his  mood,  a 
punishment  more  in  policy  than  in  malice;  even  so  as  one 
would  beat  his  offenceless  dog  to  affright  an  imperious 
lion:  sue  to  him  again,  and  he's  yours. 

Ciis.  I  wdl  rather  sue  to  be  despised  than  to  deceive  so 
good  a  commander  with  so  slight,  so  drunken,  and  so  in- 
discreet an  officer.  Drunk?  and  speak  parrot?  and  squab- 
ble? swagger?  swear?  and  discourse  fustian  with  one's 
own  shadow?  O  thou  invisible  spirit  of  wine,  if  thou  hast 
no  name  to  be  known  by.  let  us  call  thee  devil ! 

Ligo.  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  sword? 
What  had  he  done  to  you? 

Cas.  I  know  not. 

Tago.  Is't  possible? 

Cas.  I  remember  a  mass  of  things,  but  nothing  distinctly; 
a  quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.  O  God,  that  men  should 
put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths  to  steal  away  their  brains! 
that  we  should,  with  joy.  pleasance,  revel  and  applause, 
transform  ourselves  into  beasts! 

Inyo.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough:  how  came 
you  thus  recovered? 

Cas.  It  hath  pleased  the  devil  drunkenness  to  give  place 
to  the  devil  wrath:  one  unperfectness  shows  me  another, 
to  make  me  frankly  despise  myself.  300 

Lirjo.  Come,  you  are  too  severe  a  moraler:  as  the  time, 
the  place,  and  the  condition  of  this  country  stands.  I  could 
heartily  wish  this  had  not  befallen ;  but,  since  it  is  as  it  is, 
mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Cas.  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again;  he  shall  tell  me 
I  am  a  drunkard!  Had  I  as  many  mouths  as  Hydra,  such 
an  answer  would  stop  them  all.  To  be  now  a  sensible  man, 
by  and  by  a  fool,  and  presently  a  beast !  O  strange !  Every 
inordinate  cup  is  unblessed  and  the  ingredient  is  a  devil. 

Iago.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good  familiar  crea- 
ture, if  it  be  well  used:  exclaim  no  more  against  it.  And, 
good  lieutenant,  I  think  you  think  I  love  you. 

Cas.  I  have  well  approved  it,  sir.     I  drunk! 

Iago.  You  or  any  man  living  may  be  drunk  at  a  time, 
man.  I'll  tell  you  what  you  shall  do.  Our  general's  wife 
is  now  the  general:  I  may  say  so  in  this  respect,  for  that 
he  hath  devoted  and  given  up  himself  to  the  contemplation, 
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mark,  and  denotement  of  her  parts  and  graces :  confess 
yourself  freely  to  her;  importune  her  help  to  put  you  in 
your  place  again:  she  is  of  so  free,  so  kind,  so  apt.  so 
blessed  a  disposition,  she  holds  it  a  vice  in  her  goodness 
not  to  do  more  than  she  is  requested:  this  broken  joint 
between  you  and  her  husband  entreat  her  to  splinter;  and, 
my  fortunes  against  any  lay  worth  naming,  this  crack  of 
your  love  shall  grow  stronger  than  it  was  before.  331 

Cos.  You  advise  me  well. 

It/go.  I  protest,  in  the  sincerity  of  love  and  honest  kind- 
ness. 

Cas.  I  think  it  freely;  and  betimes  in  the  morning  I  will 
beseech  the  virtuous  Desdemona  to  undertake  for  me:  1 
am  desperate  of  my  fortunes  if  they  check  me  here. 

logo.  You  are  in  the  right.  Good  night,  lieutenant;  I 
must  to  the  watch.  340 

Cas.  Good  night,  honest  Iago.  [Exit. 

/ago.  And  what's  he  then  that  says  I  play  the  villain? 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give  and  honest, 
Probal  to  thinking  and  indeed  the  course 
To  win  the  Moor  again?     For  'tis  most  easy 
The  inclining  Desdemona  to  subdue 
In  any  honest  suit:  she's  framed  as  fruitful 
As  the  free  elements.     And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor — were't  to  renouuce  his  baptism, 
All  seals  and  symbols  of  redeemed  sin,  350 

His  soul  is  so  enfetter'd  to  her  love, 
That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  she  list, 
Even  as  her  appetite  shall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  function.     How  am  I  then  a  villain 
To  counsel  Cassio  to  this  parallel  course, 
Directly  to  his  good?     Divinity  of  hell! 
When  devils  will  the  blackest  sins  put  on, 
They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  shows, 
As  I  do  now:  for  whiles  this  honest  fool 
Plies  Desdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes  360 

And  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Moor, 
I'll  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear, 
That  she  repeals  him  for  her  body's  lust; 
And  by  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good, 
She  shall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch, 
And  out  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net 
That  shall  enmesh  them  all. 

Re-enter  Roderigo. 

How  now,  Roderigo! 
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Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chase,  not  like  a  hound 
that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  cry.  My  money  is 
almost  spent;  I  have  been  to-night  exceedingly  well  cud- 
gelled ;  and  I  think  the  issue  will  be,  I  shall  have  so  much 
experience  for  my  pains,  and  so,  with  no  money  at  all  and 
a  little  more  wit,  return  again  to  Venice. 

/ago.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  patience! 
"What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees? 
Thou  knowst  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft; 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 

Does't  not  go  well?    Cassio*  hath  beaten  thee,  380 

And  thou,  by  that  small  hurt,  hast  cashier'd  Cassio: 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  against  the  sun, 
Yet  fruits  that  blossom  first  will  first  be  ripe : 
Content  thyself  awhile.     By  the  mass,  'tis  morning; 
Pleasure  and  action  make  the  hours  seem  short. 
Retire  thee ;  go  where  thou  art  billeted : 
Away,  I  say;  thou  shalt  know  more  hereafter: 
Nay,  get  thee  gone.     [Exit  Boderigo.]    Two  things  are  to 

be  done: 
My  wife  must  move  for  Cassio  to  her  mistress; 
I'll  set  her  on;  390 

Myself  the  while  to  draw  the  Moor  apart, 
And  *fing  him  jump  when  he  may  Cassio  find 
Soli'?  Ving  his  wife:  ay,  that's  the  way: 
DuU   lot  device  by  coldness  and  delay.  [Exit. 


ACT  IH. 

Scene  I.     Before  the  castle. 
Enter  Cassio  and  some  Musicians. 

Cos.  Masters,  play  here ;  I  will  content  your  pains ; 
Something  that's  brief;  and  bid  "  Good  morrow,  general.* 

[Music 
Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Why,  masters,  have  your  instruments  been  in  Naples, 
that  they  speak  i'  the  nose  thus? 

lirst  Mus.  How,  sir,  how? 

Clo.  Are  these,  I  pray  you,  wind-instruments? 

First  Mus.  Ay,  marry,  are  they,  sir. 

Clo.  O,  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

First  Mus.  Whereby  hangs  a  tail,  sir?  9 

Clo.  Marry,  sir,  by  many  a  wind-instrument  that  I  know. 
But,  masters,  here's  money  for  you:  and  tfae  general  so 
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likes  your  music,  that  he  desires  you,  for  love's  sake,  to 
make  no  more  noise  with  it. 

First  Mus.  Well,  sir,  we  will  not. 

Clo.  If  you  have  any  music  that  may  not  be  heard,  to't 
again:  but,  as  they  say,  to  hear  music  the  general  does  not 
greatly  care. 

First  Mus.  We  have  none  such,  sir. 

Clo.  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for  I'll  away: 
go:  vanish  into  air;  away!  [Exeunt  Musicians.     21 

Cas.  Dost  thou  hear,  my  honest  friend? 

Clo.  No,  I  hear  not  your  honest  friend ;  I  hear  you. 

Cas.  Prithee,  keep  up  thy  quillets.  There's  a  poor  piece 
of  gold  for  thee:  if  the  gentlewoman  that  attends  the  gen- 
eral's wife  be  stirring,  tell  her  there's  one  Cassio  entreats 
her  a  little  favour  of  speech:  wilt  thou  do  this? 

Clo.  She  is  stirring,  sir:  if  she  will  stir  hither,  I  shall 
seem  to  notify  unto  her.  31 

Cas.  Do,  good  my  friend.  [Exit  Clown. 

Enter  Iago. 

In  happy  time,  Iago. 

Iago.  You  have  not  been  abed,  then? 

Cas.  Why,  no:  the  day  had  broke 
Before  we  parted.     I  have  made  bold,  Iago, 
To  send  in  to  your  wife:  my  suit  to  her 
Is,  that  she  will  to  virtuous  Desdemona 
Procure  me  some  access. 

Iago.  I'll  send  her  to  you  presently; 

And  I'll  devise  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converse  and  business 
May  be  more  free.  41 

Cas.  I  humbly  thank  you  for't.  [Exit  Iago.]  I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honest 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil.  Good  morrow,  good  lieutenant:  I  am  sorry 
For  your  displeasure;  but  all  will  sure  be  well. 
The  general  and  his  wife  are  talking  of  it; 
And  she  speaks  for  j-ou  stoutly :  the  Moor  replies, 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus 
And  great  affinity  and  that  in  wholesome  wisdom 
He  might  not  but  refuse  you,  but  he  protests  he  loves  you 
And  needs  no  other  suitor  but  his  likings  51 

To  take  the  safest  occasion  by  the  front 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Cas.  Yet,  I  beseech  you, 

\i  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, 
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Give  me  advantage  of  some  brief  discourse 
"With  Desdemona  alone. 

Emil.  Pray  you.  come  in; 

I  will  bestow  you  where  you  shall  have  time 
To  speak  your  bosom  freely. 

Cas.  I  am  much  bound  to  you.     [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     A  room  in  the  castle. 
Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  Gentlemen. 

Oth.  These  letters  give,  Iago,  to  the  pilot; 
And  by  him  do  my  duties  to  the  senate: 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  works; 
Repair  there  to  me. 

logo.  Well,  my  good  lord,  I'll  do't. 

Oth.  This  fortification,  gentlemen,  shall  we  see't? 

Gent.  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordship.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     TJie  garden  of  the  castle. 
Enter  Desdemona,  Cassio,  and  Emilia. 

Des.  Be  thou  assured,  good  Cassio,  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

Emd.  Good  madam,  do-.  I  warrant  it  grieves  my  hus- 
band, 
As  if  the  case  were  his. 

Des.  O,  that's  an  honest  fellow.     Do  not  doubt,  Cassio, 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Cas.  Bounteous  madam, 

Whatever  shall  become  of  Michael  Cassio, 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  servant. 

Des.  Iknow't;  I  thank  you.     You  do  love  my  lord:    10 
You  have  known  him  long;  and  be  you  well  assured 
He  shall  in  strangene*  stand  no  further  off 
Than  in  a  politic  distance. 

Cas.  Ay,  but,  lady, 

That  policy  may  either  last  so  long, 
Or  feed  upon  such  nice  and  waterish  diet, 
Or  breed  itself  so  out  of  circumstance, 
That,  I  being  absent  and  my  place  supplied, 
My  general  will  forget  my  love  and  service. 

Des.  Do  not  doubt  that;  before  Emilia  here 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place:  assure  thee,  20 

If  I  do  vow  a  friendship,  I'll  perform  it 
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To  the  last  article:  my  lord  shall  never  rest; 

I'll  watch  him  tame  and  talk  him  out  of  patience; 

His  bed  shall  seem  a  school,  his  board  a  shrift; 

I'll  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 

With  Cassio's  suit :  therefore  be  merry,  Cassio : 

For  thy  solicitor  shall  rather  die 

Than  give  thy  cause  away. 

Emil.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

Cas.  Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave.  80 

Des.  Why,  stay,  and  hear  me  speak. 

Cas.  Madam,  not  now:  I  am  very  ill  at  ease, 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purposes. 

Des.  Well,  do  your  discretion.  [Exit  Cassio. 

Enter  Othello  and  Iago. 

logo.  Ha !  I  like  not  that. 

Oth.  What  dost  thou  say? 

Iago.  Nothing,  my  lord:  or  if — I  know  not  what. 

Oth.  Was  not  that  Cassio  parted  from  my  wife? 

Iago.  Cassio,  my  lord!     No,  sure,  I  cannot  think  it, 
That  he  would  steal  away  so  guilty-like, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

Oth  .  I  do  believe  'twas  he.  40 

Des.  How  now,  my  lord ! 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languishes  in  your  displeasure. 

Oth.  Who  is't  you  mean? 

Des.  Why,  your  lieutenant,  Cassio.     Good  my  lord, 
If  I  have  any  grace  or  power  to  move  you, 
His  present  reconciliation  take; 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  errs  in  ignorance  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgement  in  an  honest  face:  60 

I  prithee,  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Went  he  hence  now? 

Des.  Ay,  sooth:  so  humbled 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me, 
To  suffer  with  him.     Good  love,  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Not  now,  sweet  Desdemona;  some  other  time. 

Des.  But  shall't  be  shortly? 

Oth.  The  sooner,  sweet,  for  you. 

Des.  Shall't  be  to-night  at  supper? 

Oth.  No,  not  to-night. 

Des.  To-morrow  dinner,  then? 

Oth.  I  shall  not  dine  at  home ; 

I  meet  the  captains  at  the  citadel. 

Des,  Why,  then,  to-morrow  night;  or  Tuesday  mom;  60 
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On  Tuesday  noon,  or  night;  on  Wednesday  morn: 

I  prithee,  name  the  time,  but  let  it  not 

Exceed  three  days:  in  faith,  he's  penitent; 

And  yet  his  trespass,  in  our  common  reason — 

Save  "that,  they  say,  the  wars  must  make  examples 

Out  of  their  best— is  not  almost  a  fault 

To  incur  a  private  check.     When  shall  he  come? 

Tell  me,  Othello:  I  wonder  in  my  soul, 

What  you  would  ask  me,  that  I  should  deny. 

Or  stand  so  mamraering  on.     What!  Michael  Cassio,      70 

That  came  a-wooing  with  you,  and  so  many  a  time, 

When  I  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisicgly, 

Hath  ta'en  your  part;  to  have  so  much  to  do 

To  bring  him  in !     Trust  me,  I  could  do  much, — 

Oth.  Prithee,  no  more:  let  him  come  when  he  will; 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Des.  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon ; 

'Tis  as  I  should  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves. 
Or  feed  on  nourishing  dishes,  or  keep  you  warm, 
Or  sue  to  you  to  do  a  peculiar  profit 

To  your  own  person:  nay,  when  I  have  a  suit  80 

Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed, 
It  shall  be  full  of  poise  and  difficult  weight 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Oth.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing: 

Whereon,  I  do  beseech  thee,  grant  me  this, 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myself. 

Des.  Shall  I  deny  you?  no":  farewell,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Farewell,  myDesdemona:  I'll  come  to  thee  straight. 

Des.  Emilia,  come.     Be  as  your  fancies  teach  you; 
Whate'er  you  be,  I  am  obedient. 

[Exeunt  Desdemona  and  Emilia. 

Oth.  Excellent  wretch!    Perdition  catch  my  soul,         90 
But  I  do  love  thee!  and  when  I  love  thee  not, 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

Iago.  My  noble  lord, — 

Oth.  What  dost  thou  say.  Iago? 

logo.  Did  Michael  Cassio,  when  you  woo'd  my  lady, 
Know  of  your  love  ? 

Jth.  He  did,  from  first  to  last:  why  dost  thou  ask? 

Iago.  But  for  a  satisfaction  of  my  thought,  Iago? 
No  further  harm. 

Oth.  Why  of  thy  thought,  Iago? 

Iago.  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  her. 

Oth.  O,  yes;  and  went  between  us  very  oft.  100 

Iago.  Indeed! 
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Oth.  Indeed!  ay,  indeed:  disccrn'st  thou  aught  in  that? 
Is  he  not  honest? 

logo.  Honest,  my  lord! 

Oth,  Honest !  ay,  honest ! 

lago.  My  lord,  for  aught  I  know. 

Oth.  What  dost  thou  think? 

Iago.  Think,  my  lord! 

Oth.  Think,  my  lord! 

By  heaven,  he  echoes  me. 
As  if  there  were  some  monster  in  his  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  shown.     Thou  dost  mean  something- 
I  heard  thee  say  even  now,  thou  likedst  not  that, 
When  Cassio  left  my  wife:  what  didst  not  like?  110 

And  when  I  told  thee  he  was  of  my  counsel 
In  my  whole  course  of  wooing,  thou  criedst  "  Indeed!" 
And  didst  contract  and  purse  thy  brow  together, 
As  if  thou  then  hadst  shut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit:  if  thou  dost  love  me, 
Bhow  me  thy  thought. 

Iago.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

Oth.  I  thmk  thou  dost; 

And,  for  I  know  thou'rt  full  of  love  and  honesty, 
And  weigh'st  thy  words  before  thougivest  them  breath, 
Therefore  these  stops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more:         120 
For  such  things  in  a  false  disloyal  knave 
Are  tricks  of  custom,  but  in  a  man  that's  just 
They  are  close  delations,  working  from  the  heart 
That  passion  cannot  rule. 

Iago.  For  Michael  Cassio, 

I  dare  be  sworn  I  think  that  he  is  honest. 

Oth.  1  think  so  too. 

Iago.  Men  should  be  what  they  seem; 

Or  those  that  be  not,  would  they  might  seem  none ! 

Oth.  Certain,  men  should  be  what  they  seem. 

Iago.  Why,  then,  I  think  Cassio's  an  honest  man. 

Oth.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this:  130 

i  prithee,  speak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings, 
As  thou  dost  ruminate,  and  give  thy  worst  of  thoughts 
The  worst  of  words. 

Iago.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  me- 

Though  I  am  bound  to  every  act  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that  all  slaves  are  free  to. 
Utter  my  thoughts?     Why,  say  they  are  vile  and  false; 
As  where's  that  palace  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not?  who  has  a  breast  so  pure, 
But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 
Keep  leets  and  law-days  and  in  session  sit  14C 
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With  meditations  lawful? 

Oth.  Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend,  Iago, 
If  thou  hut  think'st  him  wrong'd  and  makest  his  ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Iago.  I  do  beseech  you — 

Though  I  perchance  am  vicious  in  my  guess, 
As,  I  confess,  it  is  my  nature's  plague 
To  spy  iuto  abuses,  and  oft  my  jealousy 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not — that  your  wisdom  yet, 
From  one  that  so  imperfectly  conceits, 
"Would  take  no  notice,  nor  build  yourself  a  trouble        150 
Out  of  his  scattering  and  unsure  observance. 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet  nor  your  good, 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honesty,  or  wisdom, 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

Oth.  What  dost  thou  mean? 

logo.  Good  name  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord, 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls: 
Who  steals  my  purse  steals  trash;  'tis  something,  nothing; 
'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to  thousands; 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name 
Robs  me  of  that  which  not  enriches  him  160 

And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I'll  know  thy  thoughts. 

Togo.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand; 
Nor  shall  not,  whilst  'tis  in  my  custody. 

Oth.  Hal 

Iago.        O  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy; 
It  is  the  green-eyed  monster  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on;  that  cuckold  lives  in  bliss 
Who,  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger; 
But,  O,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts,  suspects,  yet  strongly  loves!      170 

Oth.  O  misery! 

Iago.  Poor  and  content  is  rich  and  rich  enough, 
But  riches  fineless  is  as  poor  as  winter 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor. 
Good  heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy! 

Oth.  Why,  why  is  this? 

Think'st  thou  I'll  make  a  life  of  jealousy; 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
With  fresh  suspicions?    No;  to  be  once  in  doubt 
Is  once  to  be  resolved:  exchange  me  for  a  goat,  180 

When  I  shall  turn  the  business  of  my  soul 
To  such  exsufflicate  and  blown  surmises, 
JNtching  thy  inference.     'Tis  not  to  make  me  jealous 
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To  say  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company, 

Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays  and  dances  well; 

Where  virtue  is,  these  are  more  virtuous: 

Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 

The  smallest  fear  or  douht  of  her  revolt; 

For  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me.     No,  Iago; 

I'll  see  before  I  doubt;  when  I  doubt,  prove;  190 

And  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this, — 

Away  at  once  with  love  or  jealousy! 

Iago.  I  am  glad  of  it;  for  now  I  shall  have  reason 
To  show  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  spirit,  therefore,  as  I  am  bound. 
Receive  it  from  me.     I  speak  not  yet  of  proof. 
Look  to  your  wife;  observe  her  well  with  Cassio; 
Wear  your  eye  thus,  not  jealous  nor  secure  • 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature, 
Out  of  self-bounty,  be  abused ;  look  to't-'  200 

I  know  our  country  disposition  well; 
In  Venice  they  do  let  heaven  see  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  show  ther  husbands;  their  best  conscience 
Is  not  to  leave't  undone,  but  keep't  unknown. 

Oth.  Dost  thou  say  so? 

Iago.  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you ; 
And  when  she  seem'd  to  shake  and  fear  your  looks, 
She  loved  them  most. 

Oth.  And  so  she  did. 

logo.  Why,  go  to  then; 

She  that,  so  young,  could  give  out  such  a  seeming, 
To  seel  her  father's  eyes  up  close  as  oak —  210 

He  thought  'twas  witchcraft —but  I  am  much  to  blame; 
I  humbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

Oth.  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

Iago.  I  see  this  hath  a  little  dash'd  your  spirits. 

Oth.  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 

Iago.  V  faith,  I  fear  it  has. 

I  hope  you  will  consider  what  is  spoke 
Comes  from  my  love.     But  I  do  see  you're  moved: 
I  am  to  pray  you  not  to  strain  my  speech 
To  grosser  issues  nor  to  larger  reach 
Than  to  suspicion.  220 

Oth.  I  will  not. 

Iago.  Should  you  do  so,  my  lord,' 

My  speech  should  fall  into  such  vile  success 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at.     Cassio's  my  worthy  friend — 
My  lord,  I  see  you're  m  jved. 
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Oth.  No,  not  much  moved: 

I  do  not  think  but  Desdemona's  honest. 

I'ir/o.  Long  live  she  so!  and  long  live  you  to  think  so! 

Oth.  And  yet.  how  nature  erring  from  itself, — 

logo.  Ay,  there's  the  point:  as — to  be  bold  with  you— 
Not  to  affect  many  proposed  matches 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree,  230 

Whereto  we  see  in  all  things  nature  tends— 
Foh!  one  may  smell  in  such  a  will  most  rank, 
Foul  disproportion,  thoughts  unnatural. 
But  pardon  me;  I  do  not  in  position 
Distinctly  speak  of  her;  though  I  may  fear 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgement, 
May  fall  to  mutch  you  with  her  country  forms 
And  happily  repent. 

Oth.  Farewell,  farewell : 

If  more  thou  dost  perceive,  let  me  know  more: 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  observe:  leave  me,  Iago.  240 

logo.  [Going]  My  lord,  I  take  my  leave. 

Oth.   Why  did  I  "marry?    This  honest  creature  doubtless 
Sees  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

Iago.  [Returning]  My  lord,  I  would  I  might  entreat  your 
honour 
To  scan  this  thing  no  further;  leave  it  to  time: 
Though  it  be  fit  that  Cassio  have  his  place, 
For,  sure,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability, 
Yet,  if  you  please  to  hold  him  off  awhile, 
You  shall  by  that  perceive  him   and  his  means: 
Note,  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment  250 

With  any  strong  or  vehement  importunity; 
Much  will  be  seen  in  that.     In  the  mean  time, 
Let  me  be  thought  too  busy  in  my  fears — 
As  worthy  cause  I  have  to  fear  I  am — 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  beseech  your  honour. 

Oth.  Fear  not  my  government.  [Exit. 

Iago.  I  once  more  take  my  leave. 

Oth.  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honesty, 
A.nd  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  spirit, 
Of  human  dealings.     If  I  do  prove  her  haggard,  360 

Though  that  her  jesses  were  my  dear  heart-strings, 
Fid  whistle  her  off  and  let  her  down  the  wind, 
To  prey  at  fortune.     Haply,  for  I  am  black 
And  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  chamberers  have,  or  for  I  am  declined 
Into  the  vale  of  years. — yet  that's  not  much — 
She's  gone.     I  am  abused;  and  my  relief 
Must  be  to  loathe  her.     O  curse  of  marriage, 
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That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours, 

And  not  their  appetites!    I  had  rather  be  a  toad,  270 

And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon, 

Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love 

For  others'  uses.     Yet,  'tis  the  plague  of  great  ones; 

Prerogatived  are  they  less  than  the  base; 

'Tis  destiny  unshunnable,  like  death: 

Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us 

When  we  do  quicken.     Desdemona  comes: 

Re-enter  Desdemona  and  Emilia. 

If  she  be  false,  O,  then  heaven  mocks  itself! 
I'll  not  believe't. 

Des.  How  now,  my  dear  Othello! 

Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  islanders  280 

By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  presence. 

Oth.  I  am  to  blame! 

Des.  Why  do  you  speak  so  faintly? 

Are  you  not  well  ? 

Oth.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here. 

Des.  'Faith,  that's  with  watching;  'twill  away  again: 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

Oth.  Your  napkin  is  too  little: 

[He  puts  the  handkerchief  from  him;  and  it  drops. 
Let  it  alone.     Come,  I'll  go  in  with  you. 

Des.  I  am  very  sorry  that  you  are  not  well. 

[Exettnt  Othello  and  Desdemona. 

Ernil.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin:  290 

This  was  her  first  remembrance  from  the  Moor: 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  steal  it;  but  she  so  loves  the  token, 
For  he  conjured  her  she  should  ever  keep  it, 
That  she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her 
To  kiss  and  talk  to.     I'll  have  the  work  ta'en  out, 
And  give't  Iago:  what  he  will  do  with  it 
Heaven  knows,  not  I; 
I  nothing  but  to  please  his  fantasy. 

Re-enter  Iago. 

Iago.  How  now!  what  do  you  here  alone?  3U0 

Emil.  Do  not  you  chide;  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 
Iago.  A  thing  for  me?  it  is  a  common  thing — 
Emil.  Ha! 

Iago.  To  have  a  foolish  wife. 
Emil.  O,  is  that  a'l?    What  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  same  handkerchief? 
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Iago.  What  handkerchief? 

Emil.  What  handkerchief! 
Why,  that  the  Moor  first  gave  to  Desdemona; 
That  which  so  often  you  did  hid  me  steal. 

Inyo.  Hast  stol'n  it  from  her?  310 

Emil.  No,  'faith;  she  let  it  drop  hy  negligence, 
And,  to  the  advantage,  I.  being  here,  took  t  up. 
Look,  here  it  is. 

Iago.  A  good  wench;  give  it  me. 

Emil.  What  will  you  do  with't,  that  you  have  been  so 
eartiest 
To  have  me  filch  it? 

Iago.  [Snatching  it]  Why,  what's  that  to  you? 

Emil.  If  it  be  not  for  some  purpose  of  import, 
Give't  me  airain:  poor  lady,  she'll  run  mad 
When  she  shall  lack  it. 

logo.  Be  not  acknown  on't;  I  have  use  for  it. 
Go,  ieave  me.  [Exit  Emilia.  320 

I  will  in  Cosmo's  lodging  lose  this  napkin, 
And  let  him  find  it.     Trifles  light  as  air 
Are  to  the  jealous  confirmation  strong 
As  proofs  of  holy  writ:  this  may  do  something. 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poison: 
Dangerous  conceits  are,  in  their  natures,  poisons, 
Which  at  the  first  are  scarce  found  to  distaste, 
But  with  a  little  act  upon  the  blood, 
Burn  like  the  mines  of  sulphur.     I  did  say  so: 
Look,  where  he  comes! 

Re-enter  Othello. 

Not  poppy,  nor  mandragora,       330 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  world, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Which  thou  owedst  yesterdav.     • 

Oth.  Ha!  ha!  false  tome? 

Iago.  Why,  how  now,  general!  no  more  of  that. 

Oth.  Avaunt!  be  gone!  thou  hast  set  me  on  the  rack: 
I  swear  'tis  better  to  be  much  abused 
Thau  but  to  know't  a  little. 

Iago.  How  now.  my  lord! 

Oth.  What  sense  had  I  of  her  stol'n  hours  of  lust? 
I  saw't  not,  thought  it  not.  it  harm'd  not  me: 
I  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry;  340 

I  found  not  Cassio's  kisses  on  her  lips: 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  stol'n, 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  rohb'd  at  all. 

Iago.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this. 
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Oth.  I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp, 
Pioneers  and  all,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body, 
So  I  had  nothing  known.     O,  now,  forever 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind!  farewell  content! 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars, 
That  make  ambition  virtue!  O,  farewell!  350 

Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump. 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner,  and  all  quality, 
Pride,  pomp  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war! 
And,  O  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
The  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit, 
Farewell !     Othello's  occupation's  gone ! 

logo.  Is't.  possible,  my  lord? 

Oth.  Villain,  be  sure  thou  prove  my  love  a  whore, 
Be  sure  of  it;  give  me  the  ocular  proof;  360 

Or,  by  the  worth  of  man's  eternal  soul, 
Thou  hadst  been  better  have  been  born  a  dog 
Than  answer  my  waked  wrath! 

I/tgo.  Is't  come  to  this? 

Oth.  Make  me  to  see't;  or,  at  the  least,  so  prove  it, 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge  nor  loop 
To  hang  a  doubt  on ;  or  woe  upon  thy  life! 

logo.  My  noble  lord, — 

Oth.  If  thou  dost  slander  her  and  torture  me, 
Never  pray  more;  abandon  all  remorse; 
On  horror's  head  horrors  accumulate;  370 

Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amazed; 
For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add 
Greater  than  that. 

Iago.  O  grace!  O  heaven  forgive  me! 

Are  you  a  man?  have  you  a  soul  or  sense? 
God  be  wi'  you;  take  mine  office.     O  wretched  fool, 
That  livest  to  make  thinejionesty  a  vice! 

0  monstrous  world !     Take  note,  take  note,  O  world, 
To  be  direct  and  honest  is  not  safe. 

1  thank  you  for  this  profit;  and  from  hence 

I'll  love  no  friend,  sith  love  breeds  such  offence.  8£0 

Oth.  Nay,  stay:  thou  shouldst  be  honest. 

Ltgo.  I  should  be  wise,  for  honesty's  a  fool 
And  loses  that  it  works  for. 

Oth.  By  the  world, 

I  think  my  wife  be  honest  and  think  she  is  not; 
I  think  thou  art  just  and  think  thou  art  not. 
I'll  have  some  proofs.     Her  name  that  was  as  fresh 
As  Dian's  visage,  is  now  begrimed  and  black 
As  mine  own  face.     If  there  be  cords,  or  knives, 
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Poison,  or  fire,  or  suffocating  streams, 

I'll  not  endure  it.     Would  I  were  satisfied!  390 

Iago,  I  see,  sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  passion: 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
You  would  be  satisfied? 

Oth.  Would!  nay,  I  will. 

Iago.  And  may :  but,  how  ?  how  satisfied,  my  lord  ? 
Would  you,  the  supervisor,  grossly  gape  on — 
Behold  her  topp'd? 

Oth.  Death  and  damnation!     01 

Iago.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty,  I  think, 
To  bring  them  to  that  prospect :  damn  them  then, 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  them  bolster 
More  than  their  own !     What  then?  how  then?  400 

What  shall  I  say?     Where's  satisfaction? 
It  is  impossible  you  should  see  this, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys, 
As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  gross 
As  ignorance  made  drunk.     But  yet,  I  say, 
If  imputation  and  strong  circumstances, 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, 
Will  give  you  satisfaction,  you  may  have't. 

Oth.  Give  me  a  living  reason  she's  disloyal. 

Iago.  I  do  not  like  the  office:  410 

But,  sith  I  am  enter'd  in  this  cause  so  far, 
Prick'd  to't  by  foolish  honesty  and  love, 
I  will  go  on.     I  lay  with  Cassio  lately; 
And,  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  sleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul, 
That  in  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  affairs: 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cassio : 
In  sleep  I  heard  him  say  "  Sweet  Desdemona, 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves;"  420 

And  then,  sir,  would  he  gripe  and  wring  my  hand, 
Cry  •■  O  sweet  creature!''  and  then  kiss  me  hard, 
As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots 
And  grew  upon  my  lips:  then  laid  his  leg 
Over  my  thigh,  and  sigh'd  and  kiss'd;  and  then, 
Cried  "  Cursed  fate  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor!" 

Oth.  O  monstrous!  monstrous! 

Iago.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

Oth.  But  this  denoted  a  foregone  conclusion: 
'Tis  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

Iago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs         430 
That  do  demonstrate  thinly. 

Oth.  I'll  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 
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Iago.  Nay,  but  be  wise:  yet  we  see  nothing  done; 
She  may  be  honest  yet.     rl  ell  me  but  this, 
Have  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief 
Spotted  with  strawberries  in  your  wife's  hand? 

Oth.  I  gave  her  such  a  one ;  'twas  my  first  gift. 

Iago.  I  know  not  that :  but  such  a  handkerchief — 
I  am  sure  it  was  your  wife's — did  I  to-day 
See  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

Oth.  If  it  be  that,— 

Iago.  If  it  be  that,  or  any  that  was  hers,  440 

It  speaks  against  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

Oth.  O,  that  the  slave  had  forty  thousand  lives! 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge. 
Now  do  I  see  'tis  true.     Look  here,  Iago; 
All  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  heaven. 
'Tis  gone. 

Arise,  black  vengeance,  from  thy  hollow  cell ! 
Yield  up,  O  love,  thy  crown  and  hearted  throne 
To  tyrannous  hate!     Swell,  bosom,  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  aspics'  tongues! 

Iago.  Yet  be  content.  450 

Oth.  O,  blood,  blood,  blood! 

Iago.  Patience,  I  say;  your  mind  perhaps  may  change. 

Oth.  Never,  Iago.     Like  to  the  Pontic  sea, 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Propontic  and  the  Hellespont, 
Even  so  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love, 
Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up.     Now,  by  yond  marble  heaven,         460 

1  Kneels]  In  the  due  reverence  of  a  sacred  vow 
here  engage  my  words. 
Iago.  Do  not  rise  yet. 

[Kneels]  Witness,  you  ever-burning  lights  above, 
You  elements  that  clip  us  round  about. 
Witness  that  here  Iago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart, 
To  wrong'd  Othello's  service!     Let  him  command, 
And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me  remorse, 
What  bloody  business  ever.  [They  rise. 

Oth.  I  greet  thy  love, 

Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous,  470 
And  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  to't: 
Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  say 
That  Cassio's  not  alive. 
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Poison,  or  fire,  or  suffocating  streams, 

I'll  not  endure  it.     Would  I  were  satisfied!  390 

Iago,  I  see,  sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  passion: 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
You  would  be  satisfied? 

Oth.  Would!  nay,  I  will. 

Iago.  And  may:  but,  how?  how  satisfied,  my  lord? 
Would  you,  the  supervisor,  grossly  gape  on — 
Behold  her  topp'd? 

Oth.  Death  and  damnation!     O! 

Iago.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty,  I  think, 
To  bring  them  to  that  prospect:* damn  them  then, 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  them  bolster 
More  than  their  own !    What  then?  how  then?  400 

What  shall  I  say?     Where's  satisfaction? 
It  is  impossible  you  should  see  this, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys, 
As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  gross 
As  ignorance  made  drunk.     But  yet,  I  say, 
If  imputation  and  strong  circumstances, 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, 
Will  give  you  satisfaction,  you  may  have't. 

Oth.  Give  me  a  living  reason  she's  disloyal. 

Iago.  I  do  not  like  the  office:  410 

But,  sith  I  am  enter'd  in  this  cause  so  far, 
Prick'd  to't  by  foolish  honesty  and  love, 
I  will  go  on.     I  lay  with  Cassio  lately; 
And,  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  sleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul, 
That  in  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  affairs: 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cassio: 
In  sleep  I  heard  him  say  "  Sweet  Desdemona, 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves;"  '420 

And  then,  sir,  would  he  gripe  and  wring  my  hand, 
Cry  ••  O  sweet  creature!*'  and  then  kiss  me  hard, 
As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots 
And  grew  upon  my  lips:  then  laid  his  leg 
Over  my  thigh,  and  sigh'd  and  kiss'd:  and  then, 
Cried  "  Cursed  fate  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor!" 

Oth.  O  monstrous!  monstrous! 

Iago.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

Oth.  But  this  denoted  a  foregone  conclusion: 
'Tis  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

Iago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs         430 
That  do  demonstrate  thinly. 

Oth.  '  I'll  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 
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Iago.  Nay,  but  be  wise:  yet  we  see  nothing  done; 
She  may  be"  honest  yet.     Tell  me  but  this, 
Have  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief 
Spotted  with  strawberries  in  your  wife's  hand? 

Oth.  I  gave  her  such  a  one;  'twas  my  first  gift. 

Iago.  I  know  not  that :  but  such  a  handkerchief — 
I  am  sure  it  was  your  wife's — did  I  to-day 
See  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

Oth.  If  it  be  that,— 

Iago.  If  it  be  that,  or  any  that  was  hers,  440 

It  speaks  against  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

Oth.  O,  that  the  slave  hi*d  forty  thousand  lives! 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge. 
Now  do  I  see  'tis  true.     Look  here,  Iago; 
All  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  heaven. 
'Tis  gone. 

Arise,  black  vengeance,  from  thy  hollow  cell ! 
Yield  up,  O  love,  thy  crown  and  hearted  throne 
To  tyrannous  hate!     Swell,  bosom,  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  aspics'  tongues! 

Iago.  Yet  be  content.  450 

Oth.  O,  blood,  blood,  blood! 

Iago.  Patience,  I  say ;  your  mind  perhaps  may  change. 

Oth.  Never,  Iago.     Like  to  the  Pontic  sea, 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Propontic  and  the  Hellespont, 
Even  so  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love, 
Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 

Swallow  them  up.     Now,  by  yond  marble  heaven,         460 
[Kneels]  In  the  due  reverence  of  a  sacred  vow 
I  here  engage  my  words. 

Iago.  Do  not  rise  yet. 

[Kneels]  Witness,  you  ever-burning  lights  above, 
You  elements  that  clip  us  round  about. 
Witness  that  here  Iago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart, 
To  wrong'd  Othello's  service!     Let  him  command, 
And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me  remorse, 
What  bloody  business  ever.  [They  rise. 

Oth.  I  greet  thy  love, 

Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous,  470 
And  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  to't: 
Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  say 
That  Cassio's  not  alive. 
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Iago.  My  friend  is  dead;  'tis  done  at  your  request: 
But  let  her  live. 

Oth.  Damn  her,  lewd  minx!     O.  damn  her! 
Come,  go  with  me  apart;  I  will  withdraw, 
To  furnish  me  with  some  swift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  devil.     Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant. 

Iago.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [Exeunt 

Scene  IY.     Before  the  castle. 
Enter  Desdemoxa,  Emilia,  and  Clown. 

Des.  Do  you  know,  sirrah,  where  Lieutenant  Cassio 
lies? 

Clo.  I  dare  not  say  he  lies  any  where. 

Des.  Why,  man? 

Clo.  He's  a  soldier,  and  for  one  to  say  a  soldier  lies,  is 
stabbing. 

Des.  Go  to:  where  lodges  he? 

Clo.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where 
I  lie, 

Des.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this?  10 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges,  and  for  me  to  devise  a 
lodging  and  say  he  lies  here  or  he  lies  there,  were  to  lie  in 
mine  own  throat. 

Des.  Can  you  inquire  him  out,  and  be  edified  by  report? 

Clo.  I  will  catechize  the  world  for  him;  that  is,  make 
questions,  and  by  them  answer. 

Des.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither:  tell  him  I  have 
moved  my  lord  on  his  behalf,  and  hope  all  will  be  well.  20 

Clo.  To  do  this  is  within  the  compass  of  man's  wit:  and 
therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  it.  [Exit. 

Des.  Where  should  I  lose  that  handkerchief,  Emilia? 

Emil.   I  know  not,  madam. 

Des.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  lost  my  purse 
Full  of  crusadoes:  and,  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind  and  made  of  no  such  baseness 
As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

Emil.  Is  he  not  jealous? 

Des.  Who,  he?  I  think  the  sun  where  he  was  born  30 
Drew  all  such  humours  from  him. 

Emil.  Look,  where  he  comes. 

Des.  I  will  not  leave  him  now  till  Cassio 
Be  call'd  to  him. 

Enter  Othello. 
How  is't  with  you,  my  lord? 
shak.  m.—  It 
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Oth.  Well,  my  good  lady.     [Aside]  O,  hardness  to  dis- 
semble!— 
How  do  you,  Desdemona? 

Des.  "Well,  my  good  lord. 

Oth.  Give  me  your  hand:  this  hand  is  moist,  my  lady. 

Des.  It  yet  hath  felt  no  age  nor  known  no  sorrow. 

Oth.  This  argues  fruitfulness  and  liberal  heart: 
Hot,  hot,  and  moist:  this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  sequester  from  liberty,  fasting  and  prayer,  40 

Much  castigation,  exercise  devout; 
For  here  's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels.     'Tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Des.  You  may,  indeed,  say  so ; 

For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

Oth.  A  liberal  hand,  the  hearts  of  old  gave  hands ; 
But  our  new  heraldry  is  hands,  not  hearts. 

Des.  I  cannot  speak  of  this.     Come  now,  your  promise. 

Oth.  What  promise,  chuck? 

Des.  I  have  sent  to  bid  Cassio  come  speak  with  you.    50 

Oth.  I  have  a  salt  and  sorry  rheum  offends  me; 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 

Des.  Here,  my  lord. 

Oth.  That  which  I  gave  you. 

Des.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 

Oth.  Not? 

Des.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Oth,  That  is  a  fault. 

That  handkerchief 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give; 
She  was  a  charmer,  and  could  almost  read 
The  thoughts  of  people:  she  told  her,  while  she  kept  it, 
'Twovild  make  her  amiable  and  subdue  my  father 
Entirely  to  her  love,  but  if  she  lost  it  60 

Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed  and  his  spirits  should  hunt 
After  new  fancies:  she,  dying,  gave  it  me; 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive, 
To  give  it  her.     I  did  so:  and  take  heed  on't; 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye; 
To  lose't  or  give't  away  were  such  perdition 
As  nothing  else  could  match. 

J0W;  Is't  possible? 

Oth.  'Tis  true:  there's  magic  in  the  web  of  it: 
A  sibyl,  that  had  number'd  in  the  world  70 

The  sun  to  course  two  hundred  compasses, 
In  her  prophetic  fury  sew'd  the  work; 
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Iago.  My  frieud  is  dead ;  'tis  done  at  your  request : 
But  let  her  live. 

Oth.  Damn  her,  lewd  minx!     O.  damn  her! 
Come,  go  with  me  apart;  I  will  withdraw. 
To  furnish  me  with  some  swift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  devil.     Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant. 

Iago.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [Exeunt 

Scexe  IV.     Before  the  castle. 
Enter  Desdemoxa,  Emilia,  and  Clown. 

Des.  Do  you  know,  sirrah,  where  Lieutenant  Cassio 
lies? 

Clo.  I  dare  not  say  he  lies  any  where. 

Des.  Why,  man? 

Clo.  He's  a  soldier,  and  for  one  to  say  a  soldier  lies,  is 
stabhiug. 

Des.  Go  to:  where  lodges  he? 

Clo.  To  tell  vou  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where 
Hie. 

Des.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this?  10 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges,  and  for  me  to  devise  a 
lodging  and  say  he  lies  here  or  he  lies  there,  were  to  lie  in 
mine  own  throat. 

Dts.  Can  you  inquire  him  out.  and  be  edified  by  report? 

Clo.  I  will  catechize  the  world  for  him;  that  is,  make 
questions,  and  by  them  answer. 

Des.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither:  tell  him  I  have 
moved  my  lord  on  his  behalf,  and  hope  all  will  be  well.  20 

Clo.  To  do  this  is  within  the  compass  of  man's  wit;  and 
therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  it.  [Exit. 

Des.  Where  should  I  lose  that  handkerchief,  Emilia? 

Emil.  I  know  not,  madam. 

Des.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  lost  my  purse 
Full  of  crusadoes:  and,  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind  and  made  of  no  such  baseness 
As  jealous  creatures  are.  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

Emil.  -  Is  he  not  jealous? 

Des.  Who,  he?  I  think  the  sun  where  he  was  born  30 
Drew  all  such  humours  from  him. 

Emil.  Look,  where  he  comes. 

Des.  I  will  not  leave  him  now  till  Cassio 
Be  call'd  to  him. 

EnUr  Othello. 
How  is't  with  you,  my  lord? 
shak.  iu. —16 
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Oth.  Well,  my  good  lady.     [ Aside]  O,  hardness  to  dis- 
semble!— 
How  do  you,  Desdemona? 

Des.  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Oth.  Give  me  your  hand :  this  hand  is  moist,  my  lady. 

Des.  It  yet  hath  felt  no  age  nor  known  no  sorrow. 

Oth.  This  argues  fruitfulness  and  liberal  heart: 
Hot,  hot,  and  moist:  this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  sequester  from  liberty,  fasting  and  prayer,  40 

Much  castigation,  exercise  devout; 
For  here  's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels.     'Tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Des.  You  may,  indeed,  say  so ; 

For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

Oth.  A  liberal  hand,  the  hearts  of  old  gave  hands; 
But  our  new  heraldry  is  hands,  not  hearts. 

Des.  I  cannot  speak  of  this.     Come  now,  your  promise. 

Oth.  What  promise,  chuck? 

Des.  I  have  sent  to  bid  Cassio  come  speak  with  you.    50 

Oth.  I  have  a  salt  and  sorry  rheum  offends  me; 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 

Des.  Here,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Thai  which  I  gave  you. 

Des.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 

Oth.  Not? 

Des.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Oth.  That  is  a  fault. 

That  handkerchief 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give; 
She  was  a  charmer,  and  could  almost  read 
The  thoughts  of  people:  she  told  her,  while  she  kept  it, 
'Twould  make  her  amiable  and  subdue  my  father 
Entirely  to  her  love,  but  if  she  lost  it  60 

Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed  and  his  spirits  should  hunt 
After  new  fancies:  she,  dying,  gave  it  me; 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive, 
To  give  it  her.     I  did  so:  and  take  heed  on't; 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye; 
To  lose't  or  give't  away  were  such  perdition 
As  nothing  else  could  match. 

Des.  Is't  possible? 

Oth.  'Tis  true:  there's  magic  in  the  web  of  it: 
A  sibyl,  that  had  number'd  in  the  world  70 

The  sun  to  course  two  hundred  compasses, 
In  her  prophetic  fury  scw'd  the  work; 
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The  worms  were  hallow'd  that  did  breed  the  silk; 
And  it  was  dyed  in  mummy  which  the  skilful 
Conserved  of  maidens'  hearts. 

Des.  Indeed!  is't  true? 

Oth.  Most  veritable;  therefore  look  to't  well. 

Des.  Then  would  to  God  that  I  had  never  seen't! 

Oth.  Ha!  wherefore? 

Dot.  Why  do  you  speak  so  startingly  and  rash? 

Oth.  Is't  lost*?  is't  gone?  speak,  is  it  out  o'  the  way?    80 

Des.  Heaven  bless  us! 

Oth.  Say  you? 

Des.  It  is  not  lost;  but  what  an  if  it  were? 

Oth.  How! 

Des.  I  say,  it  is  not  lost. 

Oth.  Fetch't,  let  me  see't. 

Des.  Why,  so  I  can,  sir,  but  I  will  not  now. 
This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  suit : 
Pray  you.  let  Cassio  be  received  again. 

Oth.  Fetch  me  the  handkerchief:  my  mind  misgives. 

Des.  Come,  come;  90 

You'll  never  meet  a  more  sufficie'  *  man. 

Oth.  The  handkerchief! 

Des.  I  pray,  talk  me  of  Cassio 

Oth.  The  handkerchief! 

Des.  A  man  that  all  his  time 

Hath  founded  his  good  fortunes  on  your  love, 
Shared  dangers  with  you, — 

Oth.  The  handkerchief! 

Des.  In  sooth,  you  are  to  blame. 

Oth.  Away!  [Exit. 

Emit.  Is  not  this  man  jealous? 

Des.  I  ne'er  saw  this  before.  100 

Sure,  there's  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief: 
I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it. 

Emit.  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  man: 
They  are  all  but  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  food; 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full, 
They  belch  us.     Look  you,  Cassio  and  my  husband! 

Enter  Cassio  and  I  ago. 

logo.  There  is  no  other  way;  'tis  she  must  do't: 

And,  lo,  the  happiness!  go,  and  importune  her. 
Des.  How  now,  good  Cassio!  what's  the  news  with  you* 
dm.  Madam,  my  former  suit :  I  do  beseech  you  110 

That  by  your  virtuous  means  I  may  again 

Exist,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love 

"Whom  I  with  all  the  office  of  my  heart 
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Entirely  honour:  I  wotild  not  be  delay'd. 

If  my  offence  be  of  such  mortal  kind 

That  nor  my  service  past,  nor  present  sorrows, 

Nor  purposed  merit  in  futurity, 

Can  ransom  me  into  his  love  again, 

But  to  know  so  must  be  my  benefit; 

So  shall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forced  content,  120 

And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course, 

To  fortune's  alms. 

Des,  Alas,  thrice-gentle  Cassio! 

My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune; 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord;  nor  should  I  know  him, 
Were  he  in  favour  as  in  humour  alter'd. 
So  help  me  every  spirit  sanctified, 
As  I  have  spoken  for  you  all  my  best 
And  stood  within  the  blank  of  his  displeasure 
For  my  free  speech!  you  must  awhile  be  patient: 
What  I  can  do  I  will;  and  more  I  will  130 

Than  for  myself  I  dare:  let  that  suffice  you. 

Iago.  Is  my  lord  angry? 

Emit.  He  went  hence  but  now, 

And  certainly  in  strange  unquietness. 

Iago.   Can  he  be  angry?    I  have  seen  the  cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air, 
And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Puff'd  his  own  brother: — and  can  he  be  angry? 
Something  of  moment  then:  I  will  go  meet  him: 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 

Des.  I  prithee,  do  so.  [Exit  Iago. 

Something,  sure,  of  state,  140 

Either  from  Venice,  or  some  unhatch'd  practice 
Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him, 
Hath  puddled  his  clear  spirit;  and  in  such  cases 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
Though  great  ones  are  their  object.     'Tis  even  so; 
For  let  our  finger  ache,  and  it  indues 
Our  other  healthful  members  even  to  that  sense 
Of  pain:  nay,  we  must  think  men  are  not  gods, 
Nor  of  them  look  for  such  observances 
As  fit  the  bridal.     Beshrew  me  much,  Emilia,  150 

I  was,  unhandsome  warrior  as  I  am, 
Arraigning  his  unkindness  with  my  soul; 
But  now  I  find  I  had  suborn'd  the  witness, 
A.nd  he's  indicted  falsely. 

Emit.  Pray  heaven  it  be  state-matters,  as  you  think, 
And  no  conception  nor  no  jealous  toy 
Concerning  you. 
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The  worms  were  hallow'd  that  did  breed  the  silk; 
And  it  was  dyed  in  mummy  which  the  skilful 
Conserved  of  maidens'  hearts. 

Des.  Indeed!  is't  true? 

Oth.  Most  veritable ;  therefore  look  to't  well. 

Des.  Then  would  to  God  that  I  had  never  seen't! 

Oth.  Ha!  wherefore? 

Des.  Why  do  you  speak  so  startingly  and  rash? 

Oth.  Is't  "lost?  is't  gone?  speak,  is  it  out  o'  the  way?    80 

Des.  Heaven  bless  us! 

Oth.  Say  you? 

Des.  It  is  not  lost;  but  what  an  if  it  were? 

Oth.  How! 

Des.  I  say,  it  is  not  lost. 

Oth.  Fetch't,  let  me  see't. 

Des.  Why,  so  I  can,  sir,  but  I  will  not  now. 
This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  suit: 
Pray  you,  let  Cassio  be  received  again. 

Oth.  Fetch  me  the  handkerchief:  my  mind  misgives. 

De$.  Come,  come;  90 

You'll  never  meet  a  more  sufficie    \  man. 

Oth.  The  handkerchief! 

D(  s.  I  pray,  talk  me  of  Cassi<? 

Oth.  The  handkerchief! 

Des.  A  man  that  all  his  time 

Hath  founded  his  good  fortunes  on  your  love, 
Shared  dangers  with  vou, — 

Oth.  The  handkerchief! 

Des.  In  sooth,  you  are  to  blame. 

Oth.  Away!  [Exit. 

Emit.  Is  not  this  man  jealous? 

Des.  I  ne'er  saw  this  before.  100 

Sure,  there's  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief: 
I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it. 

Emit.  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  man: 
They  are  all  but  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  food; 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full, 
They  belch  us.     Look  you,  Cassio  and  my  husband! 

Enter  Cassio  and  Iago. 

logo.  There  is  no  other  way;  'tis  she  must  do't: 

And,  lo,  the  happiness!  go,  and  importune  her. 
Des.  How  now,  good  Cassio!  what's  the  news  with  vou* 
Oat.  Madam,  my  former  suit:  I  do  beseech  you  110 

That  by  your  virtuous  moans  I  may  again 

Exist,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love 

Whom  I  with  all  the  office  of  my  heart 
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Entirely  honour:  I  would  not  be  delay'd. 

If  my  offence  be  of  such  mortal  kind 

That  nor  my  service  past,  nor  present  sorrows, 

Nor  purposed  merit  in  futurity, 

Can  ransom  me  into  his  love  again, 

But  to  know  so  must  be  my  benefit; 

So  shall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forced  content,  120 

And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course, 

To  fortune's  alms. 

Des,  Alas,  thrice-gentle  Cassio! 

My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune; 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord;  nor  should  I  know  him, 
Were  he  in  favour  as  in  humour  alter'd. 
So  help  me  every  spirit  sanctified, 
As  I  have  spoken  for  you  all  my  best 
And  stood  within  the  blank  of  his  displeasure 
For  my  free  speech!  you  must  awhile  be  patient: 
What  I  can  do  I  will-  and  more  I  will  130 

Than  for  myself  I  dare:  let  that  suffice  you. 

Iago.  Is  my  lord  angry? 

Emit.  He  went  hence  but  now, 

And  certainly  in  strange  unquietness. 

Iago.   Can  he  be  angry?     I  have  seen  the  cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air, 
And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Puff'd  his  own  brother: — and  can  he  be  angry? 
Something  of  moment  then:  I  will  go  meet  him: 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 

Des.  I  prithee,  do  so.  [Exit  Iago. 

Something,  sure,  of  state,  140 

Either  from  Venice,  or  some  •unhatch'd  practice 
Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him,  ( 
Hath  puddled  his  clear  spirit;  and  in  such  Cases 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
Though  great  ones  are  their  object.     'Tis  even  so; 
For  let  our  finger  ache,  and  it  indues 
Our  other  healthful  members  even  to  that  sense 
Of  pain:  nay,  we  must  think  men  are  not  gods, 
Nor  of  them  look  for  such  observances 
As  fit  the  bridal.     Beshrew  me  much,  Emilia,  150 

1  was.  unhandsome  warrior  as  I  am, 
Arraigning  his  unkindness  with  my  soul; 
But  now  I  find  I  had  suborn'd  the  witness, 
And  he's  indicted  falsely. 

Emil.  Pray  heaven  it  be  state-matters,  as  you  think, 
And  no  conception  nor  no  jealous  toy 
Concerning  you, 
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Des.  Alas  the  day !  I  never  gave  him  cause. 

Emil.  But  jealous  souls  will  not  be  answer'd  so; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  cause,  160 

But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous:  'tis  a  monster 
Begot  upon  itself,  born  on  itself. 

Des.  Heaven  keep  that  monster  from  Othello's  mind! 

Emil.  Lady,  amen. 

Des.  I  will  go  seek  him.     Cassio,  walk  hereabout : 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  I'll  move  your  suit 
And  seek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermost. 

Cos.  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 

[Exeunt  Desdemona  and  Emilia. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.  Save  you,  friend  Cassio! 

Cos.  What  make  you  from  home? 

How  is  it  with  you,  my  most  fair  Bianca?  170 

I'  faith,  sweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  house. 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cassio. 
"What,  keep  a  week  away?  seven  days  and  nights? 
Eight  score  eight  hours?  and  lovers'  absent  hours, 
More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times? 

0  weary  reckoning! 

Cos.  Pardon  me,  Bianca: 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  press'd; 
But  I  shall,  in  a  more  continuate  time,    . 

Strike  off  this  score  of  absence.     Sweet  Bianca, 

[Giving  he?'  Desdemona's  handkerchief. 
Take  me  this  work  out. 

Bian.  O  Cassio,  whence  came  this?      180 

This  is  some  token  from  a  newer  friend: 
To  the  felt  absence  now  I  feel  a  cause: 
Is't  come  to  this?  Well,  well. 

Cos.  Go  to,  woman ! 

Throw  your  vile  guesses  in  the  devil's  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.     You  are  jealous  now 
That  this  is  from  some  mistress,  some  remembrance: 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whose  is  it? 

Cas.  I  know  not,  sweet:  I  found  it  in  my  chamber. 
I  like  the  work  well:  ere  it  be  demanded — 
As  like  enough  it  will — I'ld  have  it  copied :  190 

Take  it,  and  do't;  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you!  wherefore? 

Cos.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  general; 
And' think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wish  J 
To  have  him  see  me  woman'd. 
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Bian.  Why,  I  pray  you? 

Cas.  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me. 

I  pray  you,  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little, 
And  say  if  I  shall  see  you  soon  at  night. 

Cas.  'Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you; 
For  I  attend  here :  but  I'll  see  you  soon.  200 

Bian.  'Tis  very  good ;  I  must  be  circumstanced.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     Cyprus.    Before  the  castle. 
Enter  Othello  and  Iago. 

logo.  Will  you  think  so? 

Oth.  Think  so,  Iago! 

Iago.  What, 

To  kiss  in  private? 

Oth.  An  unauthorized  kiss. 

Iago.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  in  bed 
An  hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm? 

OtJi.  Naked  in  bed,  Iago,  and  not  mean  harm! 
It  is  hypocrisy  against  the  devil : 
They  that  mean  virtuously,  and  yet  do  so, 
The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  heaven. 

Iago.  So  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  slip: 
But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief, —  10 

Oth.  What  then? 

Iago.  Why,  then,  'tis  hers,  my  lord ;  and,  being  hers, 
She  may,  I  think,  bestow't  on  any  man. 

Oth.  She  is  protectress  of  her  honour  too: 
May  she  give  that? 

Iago.  Her  honour  is  an  essence  that's  not  seen; 
They  have  it  very  oft  that  have  it  not: 
But,  for  the  handkerchief, — 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I  would  most  gladly  have  forgot  it. 
Thou  said'st— O,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory,  20 

As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  infected  house, 
Boding  to  all — he  had  my  handkerchief. 

Iago.  Ay,  what  of  that? 

Oth.  That's  not  so  good  now. 

Iago.  What, 

If  I  had  said  I  had  seen  him  do  you  wrong? 
Or  heard  him  say, — as  knaves  be  such  abroad, 
Who  having,  by  their  own  importunate  suit, 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  some  mistress, 
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Des.  Alas  the  day !  I  never  gave  him  cause. 

Einil.  But  jealous  souls  will  not  be  answer' d  so; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  cause,  160 

But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous:  'tis  a  monster 
Begot  upon  itself,  born  on  itself. 

Be*.  Heaven  keep  that  monster  from  Othello's  mind! 

Emil.  Lady,  amen. 

Be*.  I  will  go  seek  him.     Cassio,  walk  hereabout : 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  I'll  move  your  suit 
And  seek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermost. 

Cos.  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 

[Exeunt  Besdemona  and  Emilia. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.  Save  you,  friend  Cassio! 

Cos.  What  make  you  from  home? 

How  is  it  with  you,  my  most  fair  Bianca?  170 

I'  faith,  sweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  house. 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cassio. 
What,  keep  a  week  away?  seven  days  and  nights? 
Eight  score  eight  hours?  and  lovers'  absent  hours, 
More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times? 

0  wear}-  reckoning! 

Cos.  Pardon  me,  Bianca: 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  press'd; 
But  I  shall,  in  a  more  continuate  time, 

Strike  off  this  score  of  absence.     Sweet  Bianca, 

[Giving  her  Desdemona'*  handkerchief. 
Take  me  this  work  out. 

Bian.  O  Cassio,  whence  came  this?      180 

This  is  some  token  from  a  newer  friend: 
To  the  felt  absence  now  I  feel  a  cause: 
Is't  come  to  this?  Well,  well. 

Cos.  Go  to.  woman! 

Throw  your  vile  guesses  in  the  devil's  teeth. 
From  whence  you  have  them.     You  are  jealous  now 
That  this  is  from  some  mistress,  some  remembrance : 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whose  is  it? 

Cos.  I  know  not,  sweet:  I  found  it  in  my  chamber. 
I  like  the  work  well :  ere  it  be  demanded — 
As  like  enough  it  will — lid  have  it  copied:  190 

Take  it,  and  do't;  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you!  wherefore? 

Cos.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  general ; 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wishj 
To  have  him  see  roe  woman'd. 
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Bian.  Why,  I  pray  you? 

Cas.  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me. 

I  pray  you,  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little, 
And  say  if  I  shall  see  you  soon  at  night. 

Cas.  'Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you; 
For  I  attend  here :  but  I'll  see  you  soon.  200 

Bian,  'Tis  very  good ;  I  must  be  circumstanced.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     Cyprus.    Before  the  castle. 
Enter  Othello  and  Iago. 

logo.  Will  you  think  so? 

Oth.  Think  so,  Iago! 

Iago.  What, 

To  kiss  in  private? 

Oth.  An  unauthorized  kiss. 

Iago.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  in  bed 
An  hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm? 

Oth.  Naked  in  bed,  Iago,  and  not  mean  harm! 
It  is  hypocrisy  against  the  devil: 
They  that  mean  virtuously,  and  yet  do  so, 
The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  heaven. 

Iago.  So  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  slip: 
But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief, —  10 

Oth.  What  then? 

Iago.  Why,  then,  'tis  hers,  my  lord;  and,  being  hers, 
She  may,  I  think,  bestow't  on  any  man. 

Oth.  She  is  protectress  of  her  honour  too : 
May  she  give  that? 

Iago.  Her  honour  is  an  essence  that's  not  seen; 
They  have  it  very  oft  that  have  it  not: 
But,  for  the  handkerchief, — 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I  would  most  gladly  have  forgot  it. 
Thou  said'st — O,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory,  20 

As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  infected  house, 
Boding  to  all — he  had  my  handkerchief. 

Iago.  Ay,  what  of  that? 

Oth.  That's  not  so  good  now. 

Iago.  What, 

If  I  had  said  I  had  seen  him  do  you  wrong? 
Or  heard  him  say, — as  knaves  be  such  abroad, 
Who  having,  by  their  own  importunate  suit, 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  some  mistress, 
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Convinced  or  supplied  them,  cannot  choose 
But  they  must  blab — 

Oth.   "  Hath  he  said  any  thing? 

Iago.  He  hath,  my  lord;  but  be  you  well  assured,  9C 
No  more  than  he'll  unswear. 

Oth.  What  hath  he  said? 

Iago.  'Faith,  that  he  did — I  know  not  what  he  did. 

Oth.  What?  what? 

Iago.   Lie — 

Oth.  With  her? 

Iago.  With  her,  on  her;  what  you  will. 

Oth.  Lie  with  her!  lie  on  her:  We  say  lie  ori  her,  when 
they  belie  her.  Lie  with  her!  that's  fulsome. — Handker- 
chief— confessions — handkerchief  I — To  confess,  and  be 
hanged  for  his  labour; — first,  to  be  hanged,  and  then  to 
confess. — I  tremble  at  it.  Nature  would  not  inrest  her- 
self in  such  shadowing  passion  without  some  instruction. 
It  is  not  words  that  shake  me  thus.  Pish !  Nos*s,  cars, 
and  lips. — Is't  possible? — Confess — handkerchief  !—0  devil! 

[Falls  in  a  trance. 

Iago.  Work  on, 
My  medicine,  work!     Thus  credulous  fools  are  caught; 
And  many  worthy  and  chaste  dames  even  thus, 
All  guiltless,  meet  reproach.     What,  ho!  my  lordl 
My  lord,  I  say !     Othello ! 

Enter  Cassio. 

How  now,  Cassio ! 

Cos.  What's  the  matter?  50 

Iago.  My  lord  is  fall'n  into  an  epilepsy: 
This  is  his  second  fit;  lie  had  one  yesterday. 

Cos.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

Iago.  No,  forbear; 

The  lethargy  must  have  his  quiet  course: 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth  and  by  and  by 
Breaks  out  to  savage  madness.     Look,  he  stirs: 
Do  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  while, 
He  will  recover  straight:  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occasion  speak  with  you.        [Exit  Catsi* 
How  is  it,  general?  have  you  not  hurt  your  head'r  6* 

Oth.  Dost  thou  mock  me? 

Iago.  I  mock  you !  no.  by  heaven. 

Would  you  would  bear  your  fortune  like  a  man! 

Oth.  A  horned  man's  a  monster  and  a  beast. 

Iago.  There's  many  a  bens'.,  theu  in  a  populous  city, 
And  many  a  civil  monster. 

Oth.  Did  he  confes*  if: 
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Iago.  Good  sir,  be  a  man ; 

Think  every  bearded  fellow  that's  but  yoked 
May  draw  with  you:  there's  millions  now  alive 
That  nightly  lie  in  those  unproper  beds 
Which  they  dare  swear  peculiar:  your  case  is  better.       70 
O,  'tis  the  spite  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  secure  couch, 
And  to  suppose  her  chaste!    No,  let  me  know; 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  she  shall  be. 

Oth.  O,  thou  art  wise;  'tis  certain. 

Iago.  Stand  you  awhile  apart ; 

Conline  yourself  but  in  a  patient  list. 
Whilst  you  were  here  o'erwhelmed  with  your  grief — 
A  passion  most  unsuiting  such  a  man — 
Cassio  came  hither:  I  shifted  him  away, 
And  laid  good  'scuse  upon  your  ecstasy,  80 

Bade  him  anon  return  and  here  speak  with  me; 
The  which  he  promised.     Do  but  encave  yourself, 
And  mark  the  fleers,  the  gibes,  and  notable  scorns, 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face; 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife: 
I  say,  but  mark  his  gesture.     Marry,  patience; 
Or  I  shall  say  you  are  all  in  all  in  spleen, 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

Oth.  Dost  thou  hear,  Iago?  90 

I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  patience; 
But— dost  thou  hear? — most  bloody. 

Iago.  That's  not  amiss; 

But  yet  keep  time  in  all.     Will  you  withdraw? 

[Othello  retires. 
Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Bianca, 
A  housewife  that  by  selling  her  desires 
Buys  herself  bread  and  clothes:  it  is  a  creature 
That  dotes  on  Cassio ;  as  'tis  the  strumpet's  plague 
To  beguile  many  and  be  beguiled  by  one: 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excess  of  laughter.     Here  he  comes:  100 

Re-enter  Cassio. 

As  he  shall  smile,  Othello  shall  go  mad; 

And  his  unbookish  jealousy  must  construe 

Poor  Cassio's  smiles,  gestures  and  light  behaviour, 

Quite  in  the  wrong.     How  do  you  now,  lieutenant? 

Cas.  The  worser  that  you  give  me  the  addition 
Whose  want  even  kills  me. 
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Convinced  or  supplied  them,  cannot  choose 
But  they  must  blab— 

Oth.  Hath  he  said  any  thing? 

Iago.  He  hath,  my  lord;  but  be  you  well  assured,  3C 
No  more  than  he'll  unswear. 

Oth.  What  hath  he  said? 

Iago.  'Faith,  that  he  did — I  know  not  what  he  did. 

Oth.  What?  what? 

Iago.    Lie — 

Oth.  With  her? 

Iago.  With  her,  on  her;  what  you  will. 

Oth.  Lie  with  her!  lie  on  her!  We  say  lie  or»  her,  when 
they  belie  her.  Lie  with  her!  that's  fulsome.— Handker- 
chief— confessions — handkerchief  ! — To  confess,  and  be 
hanged  for  his  labour; — first,  to  be  hanged,  and  then  to 
confess. — I  tremble  at  it.  Nature  would  not  inTest  her- 
self in  such  shadowing  passion  without  some  instruction. 
It  is  not  words  that  shake  me  thus.  Pish !  Nos^s,  cars, 
and  lips. — Is't  possible  ? — Confess — handkerchief ! — O  devil ! 

[Falls  in  a  trance. 

Iago.  Work  on, 
My  medicine,  work!     Thus  credulous  fools  are  caught; 
And  many  worthy  and  chaste  dames  even  thus. 
All  guiltless,  meet  reproach.     What,  ho!  my  lord! 
My  lord,  I  say!     Othello! 

Enter  Cassio. 

How  now,  Cassio! 

Cas.  What's  the  matter?  50 

Iago.  My  lord  is  fall'n  into  an  epilepsy: 
This  is  his  second  fit;  he  had  one  yesterday. 

Cos.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

In  go.  No,  forbear; 

The  lethargy  must  have  his  quiet  course: 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth  and  by  and  by 
Breaks  out  to  savage  madness.     Look,  he  stirs: 
Do  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  while, 
He  will  recover  straight :  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occasion  speak  with  you.        [Exit  Cassia 
How  is  it,  general?  have  you  not  hurt  your  head';  6fc 

Oth.  Dost  thou  mock  me? 

Iago.  I  mock  you !  no.  by  heaven. 

Would  you  would  bear  your  fortune  iike  a  man ! 

Oth.  A  horned  man's  a  monster  and  a  beast. 

Iago.  There's  many  a  boas',  thet  in  a  populous  city, 
And  many  a  civil  monster. 

Qt-h.  Did  he  confess  it? 
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Iago.  Good  sir,  be  a  man ; 

Think  every  bearded  fellow  that's  but  yoked 
May  draw  with  you:  there's  millions  now  alive 
That  nightly  lie  in  those  improper  beds 
Which  they  dare  swear  peculiar:  your  case  is  better.       70 
O,  'tis  the  spite  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  secure  couch, 
And  to  suppose  her  chaste!    No,  let  me  know; 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  she  shall  be. 

Oth.  O,  thou  art  wise;  'tis  certain. 

Iago.  Stand  you  awhile  apart  ; 

Confine  yourself  but  in  a  patient  list. 
Whilst  you  were  here  o'erwhelmed  with  your  grief — 
A  passion  most  unsuiting  such  a  man — 
Cassio  came  hither:  I  shifted  him  away, 
And  laid  good  'scuse  upon  your  ecstasy,  80 

Bade  him  anon  return  and  here  speak  with  me; 
The  which  he  promised.     Do  but  eucave  yourself, 
And  mark  the  fleers,  the  gibes,  and  notable  scorns, 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face; 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife: 
I  say,  but  mark  his  gesture.     Marry,  patience; 
Or  I  shall  say  you  are  all  in  all  in  spleen, 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

Oth.  Dost  thou  hear,  Iago?  90 

I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  patience; 
But— dost  thou  hear? — most  bloody. 

Iago.  That's  not  amiss; 

But  yet  keep  time  in  all.     "Will  you  withdraw? 

[Othello  retire*. 
Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Bianca, 
A  housewife  that  by  selling  her  desires 
Buys  herself  bread  and  clothes:  it  is  a  creature 
That  dotes  on  Cassio;  as  'tis  the  strumpet's  plague 
To  beguile  many  and  be  beguiled  by  one: 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excess  of  laughter.     Here  he  comes:  100 

Re-enter  Cassio. 

As  he  shall  smile,  Othello  shall  go  mad; 

And  his  unbookish  jealousy  must  construe 

Poor  Cassio's  smiles,  gestures  and  light  behaviour, 

Quite  in  the  wrong.     How  do  you  now,  lieutenant? 

Cos.  The  worser  that  you  give  me  the  addition 
Whose  want  even  kills  me, 
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Iago.  Ply  Desdemona  well,  and  you  are  sure  on't. 
[Speaking  lotatt]  Now,  if  this  suit  lay  in  Bianca's  power, 
How  quickly  should  you  speed! 

C'a*.  Alas,  poor  caitiff ! 

Oth.  Look,  how  he  laughs  already!  110 

lago.   I  never  knew  woman  love  man  so. 

Alas,  poor  rogue!     I  think,  i'  faith,  she  loves  me. 

Oth.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out. 

Iago.  Do  you  hear,  Cassio? 

Oth.  Now  he  importunes  him 

To  tell  it  o'er:  go  to;  well  said,  well  said. 

Iago.   She  gives  it  out  that  you  shall  marry  her: 
Do  you  intend  it? 

Cas.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  120 

Oth.  Do  you  triumph,  Roman?  do  you  triumph? 

Cas.  I  marry  her!  what?  a  customer!  Prithee,  hear 
some  charity  to  mv  wit;  do  not  think  it  so  unwholesome. 
Ha,  ha,  ha!" 

Oth.  So,  so,  so,  so:  they  laugh  that  win. 

Iago.  'Faith,  the  cry  goes  that  you  shall  marry  her. 

Cas.  Prithee,  say  true. 

Iago.  I  am  a  very  villain  else. 

Oth.  Have  you  scored  me?     Well.  130 

GU*.  This  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out:  she  is  per- 
suaded I  will  marry  her,  out  of  her  own  love  and  flattery, 
not  out  of  my  promise. 

Oth.   Iago  beckons  me ;  now  he  begins  the  story. 

Cas.  She  was  here  even  now;  she  haunts  me  in  every 
place.  I  was  the  other  day  talking  on  the  sea-bank  with 
certain  Venetians;  and  thither  comes  the  bauble,  and,  by 
this  hand,  she  falls  me  thus  about  my  neck —  140 

Oth.  Crying  "O  dear  Cassio!"  as  it  were:  his  gesture 
imports  it. 

Cos.  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me ;  so  hales, 
and  pulls  me:  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Oth.  Now  he  tells  how  she  plucked  him  to  my  chamber. 
O.  I  see  that  nose  of  vours,  but  not  that  dog  I  shall  throw 
it  to. 

Cas.  Well,  I  must  leave  her  company. 

Iago.  Before  me!  look,  where  she  comes.  150 

Cas.  'Tis  such  another  fitchew !  marry,  a  perfumed  one. 

Ente r  Biakca. 

What  do  vou  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me? 

Bian.  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you!  What  did 
you  mean  by  that  same  handkerchief  you  gave  me  even 
pow?    I  was  a  fiue  fool  to  take  it,     Imust  take  out  the 


490  OTHELLO.  [act  it. 

work? — A  likely  piece  of  work,  that  you  should  find  it  in 
your  chamber,  and  not  know  who  left  it  there!  This  is 
some  minx's  token,  and  I  must  take  out  the  work?  There; 
give  it  your  hobby-horse:  wheresoever  you  had  it,  I'll  take 
out  no  work  on't.  161 

Cas.  How  now,  my  sweet  Bianca!  how  now!  how  now! 

Oth.  By  heaven,  that  should  be  my  handkerchief! 

Bian.  An  you'll  come  to  supper  "to-night,  you  may;  an 
you  will  not,  come  when  you  are  next  prepared  for.  [Exit. 
'     Iago.  After  her,  after  her.  170 

Cas.  'Faith,  I  must;  she'll  rail  in  the  street  else. 

Iago.  Will  you  sup  there? 

Cas.  'Faith,  I  intend  so. 

Iago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  see  you:  for  I  would  very 
fain  speak  with  you. 

Cas.  Prithee,  come;  will  you? 

logo.  Go  to ;  say  no  more.  [Exit  Cassio. 

Oth.  [Advancing]  How  shall  I  murder  him,  Iago?       180 

Iago.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laughed  at  his  vice? 

Oth.  O  Iago! 

Iago.  And  did  you  see  the  hankerchief  ? 

Oth.  Was  that  mine? 

Iago.  Yours,  by  this  hand :  and  to  see  how  he  prizes  the 
foolish  woman  your  wife!  she  gave  it  him,  and  he  hath 
given  it  his  whore. 

Oth.  I  would  have  him  nine  years  a-killing.  A  fine  wo- 
man! a  fair  woman!  a  sweet  woman! 

Iago.  Nay,  you  must  forget  that.  190 

Oth.  Ay,  let  her  rot,  and  perish,  and  be  damned  to-night; 
for  she  shall  not  live:  no,  my  heart  is  turned  to  stone;  I 
strike  it,  and  it  hurts  my  hand.  O,  the  world  hath  not  a 
sweeter  creature:  she  might  lie  by  an  emperor's  side  and 
command  him  tasks. 

logo.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

Oth.  Hang  her!  I  do  but  say  what  she  is:  so  delicate 
with  her  needle :  an  admirable  musician :  O !  she  will  sing 
the  savageness  out  of  a  bear:  of  so  high  and  plenteous  wit 
and  invention: —  201 

Iago.  She's  the  worse  for  all  this. 

Oth.  O,  a  thousand  thousand  times:  and  then,  of  so 
gentle  a  condition! 

Iago.  Ay,  too  gentle. 

Oth.  Nay,  that's  certain:  but  yet  the  pity  of  it,  Iago!  O 
Iago,  the  pity  of  it,  Iago ! 

"logo.  If  you  are  so  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give  her  pa- 
tent to  offend:  for,  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes  near  no- 
body. 310 
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Ply  Desdemona  -well,  and  you  are  sure  on't. 
\ng  hirtr]  Now.  if  this  suit  lay  in  Bianca's  power, 
How  quickly  should  you  speed! 

Cos.  Alas,  poor  caitiff! 

Oth.  Look,  how  he  laughs  already!  110 

lngo.  I  never  knew  woman  love  man  so. 

Cos.  Alas,  poor  rogue!     I  think,  i'  faith,  she  loves  me. 

O'Ji.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out 

Iago.  Do  you  hear,  Cassio? 

Oth.  Now  he  importunes  him 

To  tell  it  o'er:  go  to;  well  said,  well  said. 

Iago.  She  gives  it  out  that  you  shall  marry  her: 
Do  you  intend  it? 

Cos.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  120 

Oth.  Do  you  triumph,  Roman?  do  you  triumph? 

Cos.  I  marry  her!  what?  a  customer!  Prithee,  bear 
some  charity  to  my  wit ;  do  not  think  it  so  unwholesome. 
Ha,  ha.  ha! 

Oth.  So.  so,  so,  so:  they  laugh  that  win. 

logo.  'Faith,  the  cry  goes  that  you  shall  marry  her. 

du.  Prithee,  say  true. 

Iago.  I  am  a  very  villain  else. 

Oth.  Have  you  scored  me?    Well.  130 

Cos.  This  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out:  she  is  per- 
suaded I  will  marry  her,  out  of  her  own  love  and  flattery, 
not  out  of  my  promise. 

Oth.  Iago  "beckons  me;  now  he  begins  the  story. 

Cas.  She  was  here  even  now;  she  haunts  me  in  every 
place.  I  was  the  other  day  talking  on  the  sea-bank  with 
certain  Venetians;  and  thither  comes  the  bauble,  and,  by 
this  hand,  she  falls  me  thus  about  my  neck —  140 

Oth.  Crying  "O  dear  Cassio!"  as"  it  were:  his  gesture 
imports  it. 

Cos.  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me;  so  hales, 
and  pulls  me :  ha.  ha.  ha ! 

Oth.  Now  he  tells  how  she  plucked  him  to  my  chamber. 
O.  I  see  that  nose  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog  I  shall  throw 
it  to. 

Ca*.  Well,  I  must  leave  her  company. 

Iago.  Before  me!  look,  where  she  comes.  150 

Cos.  'Tis  such  another  fitchew !  marry,  a  perfumed  one. 

Enkr  BlANCA. 

What  do  vou  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me? 

Bian.  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you!  What  did 
you  mean  by  that  same  handkerchief  you  gave  me  even 
"now?    I  was  a  fiae  fool  to  take  it.     I  "must  take  out  the 
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work? — A  likely  piece  of  work,  that  you  should  find  it  in 
your  chamber,  and  not  know  who  left  it  there!  This  is 
some  minx's  token,  and  I  must  take  out  the  work?  There; 
give  it  your  hobby-horse:  wheresoever  you  had  it,  I'll  take 
out  no  work  on't.  161 

Gas.  How  now,  my  sweet  Bianca!  how  now!  how  now! 

Oth.  By  heaven,  that  should  be  my  handkerchief! 

Bian.  An  you'll  come  to  supper  to-night,  you  may;  an 
you  will  not,  come  when  you  are  next  prepared  for.  [Exit. 
'     Iago.  After  her,  after  her.  170 

Gas.  'Faith,  I  must;  she'll  rail  in  the  street  else. 

Iago.  Will  you  sup  there? 

Cas.  'Faith,  I  intend  so. 

Iago.  "Well,  I  may  chance  to  see  you:  for  I  would  very 
fain  speak  with  you. 

Cas.  Prithee,  come;  will  you? 

logo.  Go  to ;  say  no  more.  [Exit  Cassio. 

Oth.  [Advancing]  How  shall  I  murder  him,  Iago?       180 

Iago.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laughed  at  his  vice? 

Oth.  O  Iago! 

Iago.  And  did  you  see  the  hankerchief  ? 

Oth.  Was  that  mine? 

Iago.  Yours,  by  this  hand :  and  to  see  how  he  prizes  the 
foolish  woman  your  wife!  she  gave  it  him,  and  he  hath 
given  it  his  whore. 

Oth.  I  would  have  him  nine  years  a-killing.  A  fine  wo- 
man !  a  fair  woman !  a  sweet  woman ! 

Iago.  Nay,  you  must  forget  that.  190 

Oth.  Ay,  let  her  rot,  and  perish,  and  be  damned  to-night; 
for  she  shall  not  live :  no,  my  heart  is  turned  to  stone ;  I 
strike  it,  and  it  hurts  my  hand.  O,  the  world  hath  not  a 
sweeter  creature :  she  might  lie  by  an  emperor's  side  and 
command  him  tasks. 

Iago.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

Oth.  Hang  her!  I  do  but  say  what  she  is:  so  delicate 
with  her  needle:  an  admirable  musician:  O!  she  will  sing 
the  savageness  out  of  a  bear:  of  so  high  and  plenteous  wit 
and  invention: —  201 

Iago.  She's  the  worse  for  all  this. 

Oth.  O,  a  thousand  thousand  times:  and  then,  of  so 
gentle  a  condition! 

Iago.  Ay,  too  gentle. 

Oth.  Nay,  that's  certain:  but  yet  the  pity  of  it,  Iago!  O 
Iago,  the  pity  of  it,  Iago ! 

Iago.  If  you  are  so  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give  her  pa- 
tent to  offend;  for,  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes  near  no- 
body. 210 
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Oth.  I  will  chop  her  into  messes:  cuckold  me! 

Iago.  O,  'tis  foul  in  her. 

Oth.  With  mine  officer! 

logo.  That's  fouler. 

Oth.  Get  me  some  poison,  Iago;  this  night:  I'll  not  ex- 
postulate with  her,  lest  her  body  and  beauty  unprovide  my 
mind  again:  this  night,  Iago.  219 

Iago.  Do  it  not  with  poison,  strangle  her  in  her  bed,  even 
the  bed  she  hath  contaminated. 

Oth.  Good,  good:  the  justice  of  it  pleases:  very  good. 

Iago.  And  for  Cassio,  let  me  be  his  undertaker:  you  shall 
hear  more  by  midnight. 

Oth.  Excellent  good.  [A  trumpet  witfiin.]  What  trumpet 
is  that  same? 

Iago.  Something  from  Venice,  sure.     'Tis  Lodovico 
Come  from  the  duke:  and,  see,  your  wife  is  with  him. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Desdemoxa,  and  Attendants. 

Lod.  Save  you,  worthy  general! 

Oth.  With  all  my  heart,  sir. 

Lod.  The  duke  and  senators  of  Venice  greet  you 

[fifiM  "him  a  Utter. 

Oth.  I  kiss  the  instrument  of  their  pleasures. 

[Opens  the  letter,  and  reads. 

D m.  And  what's  the  news,  good  cousin  Lodovico? 

Iago.  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  signior; 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

IaxI.  I  thank  you.     How  does  Lieutenant  Cassio? 

Iago.  Lives,  sir. 

Des.  Cousin,  there's  fall'n  between  him  and  my  lord 
An  unkind  breach:  but  you  shall  make  all  well. 

Oth.  Are  you  sure  of  that? 

Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  [Reads]  "  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will — "  £40 

Lod.  He  did  not  call ;  he's  busy  in  the  paper. 
Is  there  division   twixt  my  lord  and  Cassio? 

Det.   A  most  unhappy  one:  I  would  do  much 
To  atone  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cassio. 

Oth.  Fire  and  brimstone! 

Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  Are  you  wise? 

De*.  What,  is  he  angry! 

Lod.  May  !>e  the  letter  moved  him 

For,  as  I  think,  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  government. 

Des.  Trust  me,  I  am  glad  on't. 

Oth.  Indeed! 
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Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  mad. 

Des.  Why,  sweet  Othello,— 250 

Oth.  [Striking  he)-]  Devil ! 

Des.  I  have  not  deserved  this. 

Lod.  My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believed  in  Venice, 
1  hough  I  should  swear  I  saw't:  'tis  very  much: 
Make  her  amends ;  she  weeps. 

Oth.  O  devil,  devil! 

If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears, 
Each  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile. 
Out  of  my  sight! 

Des.  I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you.  [Going. 

Lod.  Truly,  an  obedient  lady: 
I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  call  her  back.  260 

Oth.  Mistress! 

Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  What  would  you  with  her,  sir? 

Lod.  Who,  I,  my  lord? 

Oth.  Ay;  you  did  wish  that  I  would  make  her  turn: 
Sir,  she  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again;  and  she  can  weep,  sir,  weep; 
And  she's  obedient,  as  you  say,  obedient, 
Very  obedient.     Proceed  you  in  your  tears. 
Concerning  tins,  sir, — O  well-painted  passion! — 
I  am  commanded  home.     Get  you  away; 
I'll  send  for  you  anon.     Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate,  270 

And  will  return  to  Venice.     Hence,  avaunt ! 

[Exit  Desdemona. 
Cassio  shall  have  my  place.     And,  sir,  to-night, 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together: 
You  are  welcome,  sir,  to  Cyprus. — Goats  and  monkeys! 

[Exit. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor  whom  our  full  senate 
Call  all  in  all  sufficient?     Is  this  the  nature 
Whom  passion  could  not  shake?  whose  solid  virtue 
The  shot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance, 
Could  neither  graze  nor  pierce? 

Lago.  He  is  much  changed. 

Lod.  Are  his  wits  safe?  is  he  not  light  of  brain?         280 

lago.  He's  that  he  is:  I  may  not  breathe  my  censure 
What  he  might  be:  if  what  he  might  he  is  not, 
I  would  to  heaven  he  were ! 

Lod.  What,  strike  his  wife ! 

Lago.  'Faith,  that  was  not  so  well ;  yet  would  I  knew 
That  stroke  would  prove  the  worst! 

Lod.  Is  it  his  use? 
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Oth.  I  will  chop  her  into  messes:  cuckold  me! 

Iago.  O,  'tis  foul  in  her. 

Oth.  With  mine  officer! 

logo.  That's  fouler. 

Oth.  Get  me  some  poison,  Iago;  this  night:  I'll  not  ex- 
postulate with  her,  lest  her  body  and  beauty  unprovide  my 
mind  again:  this  night,  Iago.  219 

Iago.  Do  it  not  with  poison,  strangle  her  in  her  bed,  even 
the  bed  she  hath  contaminated. 

Oth.  Good,  good:  the  justice  of  it  pleases:  very  good. 

Iago.  And  for  Cassio,  let  me  be  his  undertaker:  you  shall 
hear  more  by  midnight. 

Oth.  Excellent  good.  [A  trumpet  icithin.]  What  trumpet 
is  that  same? 

Iago.  Something  from  Venice,  sure.     'Tis  Lodovico 
Come  from  the  duke:  and,  see,  your  wife  is  with  him. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Desdemoxa,  and  Attendants. 

Lod.  Save  you,  worthv  general! 

Oth.  With  all  my  heart,  sir. 

Lod.  The  duke  and  senators  of  Venice  greet  you 

[Gices  him  a  Utter. 

Oth.  I  kiss  the  instrument  of  their  pleasures. 

[Open*  the  letter,  and  reads. 

Des.  And  what's  the  news,  good  cousin  Lodovico? 

Iago.  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  sigDior; 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

IaxI.  I  thank  you.     How  does  Lieutenant  Cassio? 

Iago.  Lives,  sir. 

De*.  Cousin,  there's  fall'n  between  him  and  my  lord 
An  unkind  breach :  but  you  shall  make  all  well. 

Oth.  Are  vou  sure  of  that? 

Da.  My  lord? 

Oth.  [Iteod*]  "  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will—"  £40 

Lod.  He  did  not  call;  he's  busy  in  the  paper. 
Is  there  division  'twixt  my  lord  and  Cassio? 

Des.  A  most  unhappy  one:  I  would  do  much 
To  atone  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cassio. 

Oth.  Fire  and  brimstone! 

Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  Are  you  wise? 

Iks.  What,  is  he  angry? 

Lod.  May  lie  the  letter  moved  him 

For,  as  I  think,  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  government. 

bt*.  Trust  me,  I  am  glad  on't. 

Oth.  Indeed! 
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Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  mad. 

Des.  Why,  sweet  Othello,— 250 

Oth.  [Striking  her]  Devil ! 

Des.  I  have  not  deserved  this. 

Lod.  My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believed  in  Venice, 
Though  I  should  swear  I  saw't:  'tis  very  much: 
Make  her  amends ;  she  weeps. 

Oth.  O  devil,  devil! 

If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears, 
Each  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile. 
Out  of  my  sight! 

Des.  I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you.  [Going. 

Lod.  Truly,  an  obedient  lady: 
I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  call  her  back.  260 

Oth.  Mistress! 

Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  What  would  you  with  her,  sir? 

Lod.  Who,  I,  my  lord? 

Oth.  Ay;  you  did  wish  that  I  would  make  her  turn: 
Sir,  she  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again;  and  she  can  weep,  sir,  weep; 
And  she's  obedient,  as  you  say,  obedient, 
Very  obedient.     Proceed  you  in  your  tears. 
Concerning  this,  sir, — O  well-painted  passion! — 
I  am  commanded  home.     Get  you  away ; 
I'll  send  for  you  anon.     Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate,  270 

And  will  return  to  Venice.     Hence,  avaunt! 

[Exit  Desdemona. 
Cassio  shall  have  my  place.     And,  sir,  to-night, 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together: 
You  are  welcome,  sir,  to  Cyprus. — Goats  and  monkeys! 

[Exit. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor  whom  our  full  senate 
Call  all  in  all  sufficient?    Is  this  the  nature 
Whom  passion  could  not  shake?  whose  solid  virtue 
The  shot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance, 
Could  neither  graze  uor  pierce? 

Lago.  He  is  much  changed. 

Ijod.  Are  his  wits  safe?  is  he  not  light  of  brain?         280 

Lago.  He's  that  he  is :  I  may  not  breathe  my  censure 
What  he  might  be :  if  what  he  might  he  is  not, 
I  would  to  heaven  he  were! 

Lod.  What,  strike  his  wife! 

Lago.  'Faith,  that  was  not  so  well;  yet  would  I  knew 
That  stroke  would  prove  the  worst! 

Lod.  Is  it  his  use? 
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Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood, 
And  ncw-create  this  fault? 

lug i.  Alas,  alas! 

It  b  not  honesty  in  me  to  speak 

What  I  have  seen  and  known.     You  shall  observe  him, 
And  his  own  courses  will  denote  him  so  290 

That  1  may  save  my  speech:  do  but  go  after, 
And  mark  how  he  continue-. 

Lod.  I  am  sorry  that  I  am  deceived  in  him.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     A  room  in  the  castle. 
Enter  Othello  and  Emilia. 

Oth.  You  have  seen  nothing,  then? 

Emil.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  suspect. 

Oth.  Yes,  you  have  seen  C'assio  and  she  together. 

Emil.   But  then  I  saw  no  harm,  and  then  I  heard 
Each  syllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

Oth.   What,  did  they  never  whisper? 

Emil.  Never,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Nor  send  you  out  o'  the  way? 

Emi!.  Never. 

Oth.  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  nor  nothing? 

Emil.   Never,  my  lord.  10 

Oth.  That's  strange. 

Emil.   I  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest, 
Lay  down  my  soul  at  stake:  if  you  think  other, 
Remove  your  thought;  it  doth  abuse  your  bosom. 
If  any  wretch  have  put  this  in  your  head, 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  curse! 
For,  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste,  and  true, 
There's  no  man  happy;  the  purest  of  their  wives 
Is  foul  as  slander. 

Oth.  Bid  her  come  hither:  go.       [Erit  Emilia. 

She  says  enough;  yet  she's  a  simple  bawd  20 

That  cannot  say  as  much      This  is  a  subtle  whore, 
A  closet  lock  and  key  of  villanous  secrets: 
And  yet  she'll  kneel  and  pray ;  I  have  seen  her  do't. 

Enter  Desdemona  irith  Emilia. 

De».  My  lord,  what  is  your  will? 

Oth.  Pray,  chuck,  come  hither 

Des.  What  is  your  pleasure? 
Oth.  Let  me  see  your  eyes ; 

Look  in  my  face. 

Dei.  What  horrible  fancy's  this? 
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Oik.  [To  Emilia]  Some  of  your  function,  mistress; 
Leave  procreants  alone  and  shut  the  door; 
Cough,  or  cry  "hem,"  if  any  body  come: 
Your  mystery,  your  mystery :  nay,  dispatch.  30 

[Exit  Emilia. 

Des.  Upon  my  knees,  what  doth  your  speech  import? 
I  understand  a  fury  in  your  words, 
But  not  the  words. 

Oth.  Why,  what  art  thou? 

Des.  Your  wife,  my  lord ;  your  true 

And  loyal  wife. 

Oth.  Come,  swear  it,  damn  thyself; 

Lest,  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themselves 
Should  fear  to  seize  thee:  therefore  be  double  damn'd: 
Swear  thou  art  honest. 

Des.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 

Oth.  Heaven  truly  knows  that  thou  art  false  as  hell. 

Des.  To  whom,  my  lord?  with  whom?  how  am  I  false?40 

Oth.  ODesdemona!  away!  away!  away! 

Des.  Alas  the  heavy  day !    Why  do  you  weep? 
Am  I  the  motive  of  these  tears,  my  lord? 
If  haply  you  my  father  do  suspect 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me:  if  you  have  lost  him, 
Why,  I  have  lost  him  too. 

Oth.  Had  it  pleased  heaven 

To  try  me  with  affliction;  had  they  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  sores  and  shames  on  my  bare  head, 
Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips,  50 

Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes, 
I  should  have  found  in  some  place  of  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience:  but,  alas,  to  make  me 
fA  fixed  figure  for  the  time  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slow  unmoving  finger  at! 
Yet  could  I  bear  that  too;  well,  very  well: 
But  there,  where  I  have  garner'd  up  my  heart, 
Where  either  I  must  live,  or  bear  no  life; 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs, 
Or  else  dries  up;  to  be  discarded  thence!  60 

Or  keep  it  as  a  cistern  for  foul  toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in!     Turn  thy  complexion  there, 
Patience,  thou  young  and  rose-lipp'd  cherubin, — 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell! 

Des.  I  hope  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  honest. 
Oth.  O,  ay;  as  summer  flies  are  in  the  shambles, 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.     O  thou  weed, 
Who  art  so  lovely  fair  and  smell'st  so  sweet 
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Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood, 
And  ucw-create  this  fault? 

lag i.  Alas,  alas! 

It  is  not  honesty  in  me  to  apeak 

What  I  have  seen  and  known.     You  shall  observe  him, 
And  his  own  courses  will  denote  him  so  -90 

Thai  I  may  save  my  speech:  do  but  go  after, 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

Lod.  I  am  sorry  that  I  am  deceived  in  him.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     A  room  in  the  castle. 
Enter  Othello  and  Emilia. 

Oth.  You  have  seen  nothing,  then? 

Emil.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  suspect. 

Oth.  Yes,  you  have  seen  Cassio  and  she  together. 

Emil.  But  then  I  saw  no  harm,  and  then  I  heard 
Each  syllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

Oth.   What,  did  they  never  whisper? 

Emil.  Never,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Nor  send  you  out  o'  the  way? 

EmV.  Never. 

Oth.  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  nor  nothing? 

Emil.  Never,  my  lord.  10 

Oth.  That's  strange. 

Emil.  I  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest, 
Lay  down  my  soul  at  stake:  if  you  think  other. 
Remove  your  thought;  it  doth  abuse  your  bosom. 
If  any  wretch  have  put  this  in  your  head. 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpents  curse! 
For,  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste,  and  true, 
There's  no  man  happy;  the  purest  of  their  wives 
Is  foul  as  slander. 

Oth.  Bid  her  come  hither:  go.       [Exit  Emilia. 

Sbe  says  enough;  yet  she's  a  simple  bawd  20 

That  cannot  say  as  much      This  is  a  subtle  whore, 
A  closet  lock  and  key  of  villanous  secrets: 
And  yet  she'll  kneel  and  pray;  I  have  seen  her  do't. 

Enter  Desdemona  irith  Emilia. 

Des.  My  lord,  what  is  your  will? 

Oth.  Pray:  chuck,  come  hither 

Des.  What  is  your  pleasure? 

Oth.  Let  me  see  your  eyes; 

Look  in  my  face. 

Des.  What  horrible  fancy's  this? 
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Oih.  [To  Emilia]  Some  of  your  function,  mistress; 
Leave  procreants  alone  and  shut  the  door ; 
Cough,  or  cry  "hem,"  if  any  body  come: 
Your  mystery,  your  mystery :  nay,  dispatch.  30 

[Exit  Emilia. 

Des.  Upon  my  knees,  what  doth  your  speech  import? 
I  understand  a  fury  in  your  words, 
But  not  the  words. 

Oth.  Why,  what  art  thou? 

Des.  Your  wife,  my  lord ;  your  true 

And  loyal  wife. 

Oth.  Come,  swear  it,  damn  thyself ; 

Lest,  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themselves 
Should  fear  to  seize  thee:  therefore  be  double  damn'd: 
Swear  thou  art  honest. 

Des.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 

Oth.  Heaven  truly  knows  that  thou  art  false  as  hell. 

Des.  To  whom,  my  lord?  with  whom?  how  am  I  false? 40 

Oth.  ODesdemona!  away!  away!  away! 

Des.  Alas  the  heavy  day !    Why  do  you  weep? 
Am  I  the  motive  of  these  tears,  my  lord? 
If  haply  you  my  father  do  suspect 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me:  if  you  have  lost  him, 
Why,  I  have  lost  him  too. 

Oth.  Had  it  pleased  heaven 

To  try  me  with  affliction;  had  they  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  sores  and  shames  on  my  bare  head, 
Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips,  50 

Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes, 
I  should  have  found  in  some  place  of  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience:  but,  alas,  to  make  me 
f  A  fixed  figure  for  the  time  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slow  unmoving  finger  at! 
Yet  could  I  bear  that  too;  well,  very  well: 
But  there,  where  I  have  garner'd  up  my  heart, 
Where  either  I  must  live,  or  bear  no  life; 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs, 
Or  else  dries  up;  to  be  discarded  thence!  60 

Or  keep  it  as  a  cistern  for  foul  toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in !     Turn  thy  complexion  there, 
Patience,  thou  young  and  rose-lipp'd  cherubin, — 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell! 

Des.  I  hope  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  honest. 
Oth.  O,  ay;  as  summer  fiies  are  in  the  shambles, 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.     O  thou  weed, 
Who  art  so  lovely  fair  and  smell'st  so  sweet 
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That  the  sense  aches  at  thee,  -would  thou  hadst  ne'er  been 
born! 

Be*.  Alas,  what  ignorant  sin  have  I  committed?  70 

Oth.  Was  this  fair  paper,  this  most  goodly  book, 
Made  to  write  "  whore"  upon?    What  committed! 
Committed!     O  thou  public  commoner! 
I  should  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks, 
That  would  to  cinders  burn  up  modesty. 
Did  I  but  speak  thy  deeds.     What  committed  I 
Heaven  stops  the  nose  at  it  and  the  moon  winks, 
The  bawdy  wind  that  kisses  all  it  meets 
Is  hush'd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth, 
And  will  not  hear  it.     What  committed!  80 

Impudent  strumpet ! 

Des.  By  heaven,  you  do  me  -wrong. 

Oth.  Are  not  you  a  strumpet? 

Des.  No,  as  I  am  a  Christian  : 

If  to  preserve  this  vessel  for  my  lord 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch 
Be  not  to  be  a  strumpet,  I  am  none. 

Oth.  What,  not  a  whore? 

Des.  No,  as  I  shall  be  saved. 

Oth.  Is't  possible? 

Des.  O,  heaven  forgive  us! 

Oth.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then: 

I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice 
That  married  with  Othello.     [Raising  his  voice]    You,  mis- 
tress. 90 
That  have  the  office  opposite  to  Saint  Peter, 
And  keep  the  gate  of  hell ! 

Re-enter  Emilia. 

You,  you,  ay,  you! 
We  have  done  our  course,  there's  money  for  your  pains. 
I  pray  you.  turn  the  key  and  keep  our  counsel.  [Exit. 

Emu.  Alas,  what  does  this  gentleman  conceive? 
How  do  you,  madam?  how  do  you,  my  good  lady? 

Des.   "Faith,  half  asleep. 

Emit  Good  madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  lord? 

Des.  With  who? 

Emit.  Whv,  with  my  lord,  madam.  100 

Des.  Who  is  thy  lord? 

EiulL  He  that  is  yours,  sweet  lady. 

Dee.  I  have  none:  do  not  talk  to  me,  Emilia; 
I  cannot  weep;  nor  answer  have  I  none, 
But  what  should  go  by  water.     Prithee,  to-night 
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Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  sheets:  remember; 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

Emit.  Here's  a  change  indeed!  [Emt. 

Des.  Tis  meet  I  should  be  used  so,  very  meet. 
How  have  I  been  behaved,  that  he  might  stick 
The  small'st  opinion  on  my  least  misuse? 

Re-enter  Emilia  with  Iago. 

Iago.  What  is  your  pleasure,  madam?    How  is't  with 
you?  110 

Des.  I  cannot  tell.     Those  that  do  teach  young  babes 
Do  it  with  gentle  means  and  easy  tasks: 
He  might  have  chid  me  so ;  for,  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

Iago.  What's  the  matter,  lady? 

Emit.  Alas,  Iago,  my  lord  hath  so  bewhored  her, 
Thrown  such  despite  and  heavy  terms  upon  her, 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Des.  Am  I  that  name,  Iago? 

Iago.  What  name,  fair  lady? 

Des.  Such  as  she  says  my  lord  did  say  I  was. 

Emit.  He  call'd  her  whore :  a  beggar  in  his  drink        120 
Could  not  have  laid  such  terms  upon  his  callat. 

Iago.  Why  did  he  so? 

Des.  I  do  not  know;  I  am  sure  I  am  none  such. 

Iago.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep.     Alas  the  day! 

Emil.  Hath  she  forsook  so  many  noble  matches, 
Her  father  and  her  country  and  her  friends, 
To  be  call'd  whore?  would  it  not  make  one  weep? 

Des.  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

Iago.  Beshrew  him  for't! 

How  comes  this  trick  upon  him? 

Des.  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

Emil.  I  will  be  hang'd,  if  some  eternal  villain,  130 

Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue, 
Some  cogging,  cozening  slave,  to  get  some  office, 
Have  not  devised  this  slander;  I'll  be  hang'd  else. 

Iago.  Fie,  there  is  no  such  man;  it  is  impossible. 

Des.  If  any  such  there  be,  heaven  pardon  him ! 

Emil.  A  halter  pardon  him!  and  hell  gnaw  hie  bones! 
Why  should  he  call  her  whore?  who  keeps  her  company? 
What  place?  what  time?  what  form?  what  likelihood? 
The  Moor's  abused  by  some  most  villanous  knave, 
Some  base  notorious  knave,  some  scurvy  fellow. 
O  heaven,  that  such  companions  thou'ldst  unfold, 
And  put  in  every  honest  haDd  a  whip 
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To  lash  the  rascals  naked  through  the  world 
Even  from  the  east  to  the  west! 

Iago.  Speak  within  door. 

Eutil.  O,  fie  upon  them!     Some  such  squire  he  was 
That  turn'd  your  wit  the  seamy  side  without, 
And  made  you  to  suspect  me  with  the  Moor. 

logo.  You  are  a  fool ;  go  to. 

Be*.  O  good  Iago, 

What  shall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again? 
Good  friend,  go  to  him;  for,  hy  this  light  of  heaven,     150 
I  know  not  how  I  lost  him.     Here  I  kneel: 
If  e'er  my  will  did  trespass  'gainst  his  love, 
Either  in  discourse  of  thought  or  actual  deed, 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense, 
Delighted  them  in  any  other  form; 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did, 
And  ever  will — though  he  do  shake  me  off 
To  beggarly  divorcement — love  him  dearly, 
Comfort  forswear  me!     Unkindness  may  do  much: 
And  his  unkindness  may  defeat  my  life,  160 

But  never  taint  my  love.     I  cannot  say  "whore:" 
It  doth  abhor  me  now  I  speak  the  word ; 
To  do  the  act  that  might  the  addition  earn 
Not  the  world's  mass  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

logo.  I  pray  you,  be  content;  'tis  but  his  humour: 
The  business  of  the  state  does  him  offence, 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Bes.  If  'twere  no  other, — 

Iago.  Tis  but  so,  I  warrant. 

[Trumpets  within. 
Hark,  how  these  instruments  summon  to  supper! 
The  messengers  of  Venice  stay  the  meat:  170 

Go  in,  and  weep  not;  all  things  shall  be  well. 

[Exeunt  Besdemona  and  Emilia. 

Enter  Roderigo. 

How  now,  Roderigo! 

Bod.  I  do  not  find  that  thou  dealest  justly  with  me. 

Iago.  What  in  the  contrary? 

Rod.  Every  day  thou  daff est  me  with  some  device,  Iago ; 
and  rather,  as  it  seems  to  me  now,  keepest  from  me  all 
conveniency  than  suppliest  me  with  the  least  advantage  of 
hope.  I  will  indeed  no  longer  endure  it,  nor  am  I  yet  per- 
suaded to  put  up  in  peace  "what  already  I  have  foolishly 
suffered. 

Iago.  Will  you  hear  me,  Roderigo? 
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Rod.  'Faith,  I  have  heard  too  much,  for  your  words 
and  performances  are  no  kin  together. 

Iago.  You  charge  me  most  unjustly. 

Rod.  With  nought  hut  truth.  I  have  wasted  myself  out 
of  my  means.  The  jewels  you  have  had  from  me  to 
deliver  to  Desdemona  would  half  have  corrupted  a  votarist: 
you  have  told  me  she  hath  received  them  and  returned 
me  expectations  and  comforts  of  sudden  respect  and  ac- 
quaintance, but  I  find  none. 

Iago.  Well;  go  to;  very  well. 

Rod.  Very  well!  go  to!  I  cannot  go  to,  man;  nor  'tis  not 
very  well:  nay,  I  think  it  is  scurvy,  and  begin  to  find  my- 
self fobbed  in  it. 

Iago.  Very  well. 

Rod.  I  tell  you  'tis  not  very  well.  I  will  make  myself 
known  to  Desdemona:  if  she  will  return  me  my  jewels,  I 
will  give  over  my  suit  and  repent  my  unlawful  solicitation; 
if  not,  assure  yourself  I  will  seek  satisfaction  of  you. 

Iago.  You  have  said  now. 

Rod.  Ay,  and  said  nothing  but  what  I  protest  intend- 
ment of  doing. 

Iago.  Why,  now  I  see  there's  mettle  in  thee,  and  even 
from  this  instant  do  build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  than 
ever  before.  Give  me  thy  hand,  Roderigo:  thou  hast 
taken  against  me  a  most  just  exception:  but  yet,  I  protest, 
I  have  dealt  most  directly  in  thy  affair. 

Rod.  It  hath  not  appeared. 

Iago.  I  grant  indeed  it  hath  not  appeared,  and  your  sus- 
picion is  not  without  wit  and  judgement.  But,  Iioderigo, 
if  thou  hast  that  in  thee  indeed,  which  I  have  greater  rea- 
son to  believe  now  than  ever,  I  mean  purpose,  courage  and 
valour,  this  night  show  it:  if  thou  the  next  night  following 
enjoy  not  Desdemona,  take  me  from  this  world  with 
treachery  and  devise  engines  for  my  life. 

Rod.'  Well,  what  is  it?  is  it  within  reason  and  compass? 

Iago.  Sir,  there  is  especial  commission  come  from  Ven- 
ice to  depute  Cassio    in  Othello's  plaee. 

Rod.  Is  that  trne?  why,  then  Othello  and  Desdemona 
return  again  to  Venice. 

Iago.  O,  no;  he  goes  into  Mauritania  and  takes  away 
with  him  the  fair  Desdemona,  unless  his  abode  be  lingered 
here  by  some  accident:  wherein  none  can  be  so  determin- 
ate as  the  removing  of  Cassio. 

Rod.  How  do  you  mean,  removing  of  him? 

Iago.  Why,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello's 
place;  knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do? 
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Iago.  Ay,  if  3rou  dare  do  yourself  a  profit  and  a  right. 
He  sups  to-night  with  a  harlotry,  and  thither  will  I  go  to 
him:  he  knows  not  yet  of  his  honourable  fortune.  If  you 
will  watch  his  going  thence,  which  I  will  fashion  to  fall 
out  between  twelve  and  one,  you  may  take  him  at  your 
pleasure:  I  will  be  near  to  second  your  attempt,  and  he 
shall  fail  between  us.  Come,  stand  not  amazed  at  it,  but 
go  along  with  me ;  I  will  show  you  such  a  necessity  in  his 
death  that  you  shall  think  yourself  bound  to  put  it  "on  him. 
It  is  now  high  supper-time,  and  the  night  grows  to  waste 
about  it.  250 

Bod.  I  will  hear  further  reason  for  this. 

Iago.  And  you  shall  be  satisfied.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     Another  room  in  the  castle. 

Enter  Othello,  Lodoyico,  Desdemona,  Emilia,  and  At- 
tendants. 

Lod.  I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  trouble  yourself  no  further. 

Oth.  O,  pardon  me ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 

Lod.  Madam,  good  night ;  I  humbly  thank  your  lady- 
ship. 

Des.  Your  honour  is  most  welcome. 

Oth.  Will  you  walk,  sir? 

O, — Desdemona,  — 

Des.  My  lord? 

Oth.  Get  you  to  bed  on  the  instant ;  I  will  be  returned 
forthwith:  dismiss  your  attendant  there:  look  it  be  done. 

Des.  I  will,  my  lord.  10 

[Exeunt  Othello,  Lodotico,  and  Attendants. 

Emit.  How  goes  it  now?  he  looks  gentler  than  he  did. 

Des.  He  says  he  will  return  incontinent: 
He  hath  commandeth  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bade  me  to  dismiss  you. 

EtnU.  Dismiss  me! 

Des.  It  was  his  bidding:  therefore,  good  Emilia, 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu : 
"We  must  not  now  displease  him. 
Emil.  I  would  you  had  never  seen  him! 

Des.  So  would  not  I :  my  love  doth  so  approve  him, 
That  even  his  stubbornness,  his  checks,  his  frowns, —     20 
Prithee,  unpin  me, — have  grace  and  favour  in  them. 

Emil.  I  have  laid  those  sheets  you  bade  me  on  the  bed. 

Des.  All's  one.     Good  faith,  how  foolish  are  our  minds! 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  prithee,  shroud  me, 
In  one  of  those  same  sheets. 
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Emil.  Come,  come,  you  talk. 

Des.  My  mother  had  a  maid  call'd  Barbara: 
She  was  iu  love,  and  lie  she  loved  proved  mad 
And  did  forsake  her:  she  had  a  song  of  "willow;" 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  express'd  her  fortune, 
And  she  died  singing  it:  that  song  to-night  30 

Will  not  go  from  my  mind;  I  have  much  to  do, 
But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  side, 
And  sing  it  like  poor  Barbara.     Prithee,  dispatch. 
Emil.  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown? 
Des.  No,  unpin  me  here. 

This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  man. 
Emil.  A  very  handsome  man. 
Des.  He  speaks  well. 

Emil.  I  kuow  a  lady  in  Venice  would  have  walked  bare- 
foot to  Palestine  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  lfp.  40 
Des.  [Singing]  The  poor  soul  sat  sighing  by  a  sycamore 
tree, 

Sing  all  a  green  willow; 
Her  hand  on  her  bosom,  her  head  on  her  knee, 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow: 
The  fresh   streams  ran  by  her,    and  murmur'd  her 
moans; 
Sing  willow,  willow,  willow; 
Her  salt  tears  fell  from  her,  and  soften'd  the  stones; — 
Lay  by  these: — 

t  Singing]  Sing  willow,  wdllow,  willow; 
'rithee,  hie  thee;  he'll  come  anon: —  50 

[Singing]  Sing  all  a  green  willow  must  be  my  garland. 

Let  nobody  blame  him;  his  scorn  I  approve, — 
Nay,  that's  not  next. — Hark!  who  is't  that  knocks? 
Emil.  It's  the  wind. 

Des.  [Singing]  I  call'd  my  love  false  love;  but  what  said 
he  then? 
Sing  willow,  willow,  willow: 
If  I  court  moe  women,  you'll  couch  with  moe  men. — 
So,  get  thee  gone;  good  night.     Mine  eyes  do  itch; 
Doth  that  bode  weeping? 
Emil.  'Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 

Des.  I  have  heard  it  said  so.     O,  these  men,  these  men ! 
Dost  thou  in  conscience  think, — tell  me,  Emilia, —  61 

That  there  be  women  do  abuse  their  husbands. 
In  such  gross  kind? 
Emil.  There  be  some  such,  no  question. 

Des.  Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the  world? 
Emil.  Why,  would  you  not? 
Des,  No,  by  this  heavenly  light' 
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Emil.  Nor  I  neither  by  this  heavenly  light; 
I  might  do't  as  well  i'  the  dark. 

Des.  Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the  world? 

Emit.  The  world's  a  huge  thing:  it  is  a  great  price 
For  a  small  vice. 

Des.  In  troth,  I  think  thou  wouldst  not.  70 

Emil.  In  troth,  I  think  I  should ;  and  undo't  when  I  had 
done.  Marry,  I  would  not  do  such  a  thing  for  a  joint-ring, 
nor  for  measures  of  lawn,  now  for  gowns,  petticoats,  nor 
caps,  nor  any  petty  exhibition;  but,  for  the  whole  world. — 
why,  who  would  not  make  her  husband  a  cuckold  to  make 
him  a  monarch?  I  should  venture  purgatory  fort. 

Des.     Beshrew  me,  if  I  would  do  such  a  wrong 
For  the  whole  word.  79 

Emil.  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'  the  world;  and 
having  the  world  for  your  labour,  'tis  a  wrong  in  your  own 
world,  and  you  might  quickly  make  it  right. 

Des.  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  such  woman. 

Emil.  Yes,  a  dozen;  and  as  many  to  the  vantage  as  would 
store  the  world  they  played  for. 
But  I  do  think  it  is  their  husbands'  faults 
If  wives  do  fall :  say  that  they  slack  their  duties, 
And  pour  our  treasures  into  foreign  laps, 
Or  else  break  out  in  peevish  jealousies,  90 

Throwing  restraint  upon  us;  or  say  they  strike  us, 
Or  scant  our  former  having  in  despite; 
Why,  we  have  galls,  and  though  we  have  some  grace, 
Yet  have  we  some  revenge.     Let  husbands  know 
Their  wives  have  sense  like  them :  they  see  and  smell 
And  have  their  palates  both  for  sweet  and  sour, 
As  husbands  have.     What  is  it  that  they  do 
When  they  change  us  for  others?    Is  it  sport? 
I  think  it  is:  and  doth  affection  breed  it? 
1  think  it  doth;  is't  frailty  that  thus  errs?  100 

It  is  so  too:  and  have  not  we  affections, 
Desires  for  sport,  and  frailty,  as  men  have? 
Then  let  them  use  us  well:  else  let  them  know, 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  instruct  us  so. 

Des.  Good  night,  good  night :  heaven  me  such  uses  send, 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad,  but  by  bad  mend!         [Exeunt. 
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ACT  V. 

Scene  I.     Cyprus.    A  street. 
Enter  Iago  and  Roderigo. 

logo.   Here,  stand  behind  this  bulk;  straight  will  he 
come: 
'Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home: 
Quick,  quick;  fear  nothing;  I'll  be  at  thy  elbow: 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us ;  think  on  that, 
And  fix  most  firm  thy  resolution. 

Bod.  Be  near  at  hand;  I  may  miscarry  in't. 

Iago.  Here,  at  thy  hand :  be  bold,  and  take  thy  stand. 

[Retires. 

Bod.  I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed; 
And  yet  he  hath  given  me  satisfying  reasons : 
'Tis  but  a  man  gone.     Forth,  my  sword :  he  dies.  10 

Iago.  I  have  rubb'd  this  young  quat  almost  to  the  sense, 
And  he  grows  angry.     Now,  whether  he  kill  Cassio, 
Or  Cassio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Every  way  makes  my  gain :  live  Roderigo, 
He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  large 
Of  gold  and  jewels  that  I  bobb'd  from  him, 
As  gifts  to  Desdemona ; 
It  must  not  be :  if  Cassio  do  remain, 
He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life 

That  makes  me  ugly;  and,  besides,  the  Moor  20 

May  unfold  me  to  him ;  there  stand  I  in  much  peril : 
No,  he  must  die.     But  so :  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Cassio. 

Bod.  I  know  his  gait,  'tis  he. — Villain,  thou  diest! 

[Makes  a  pass  nt  Cassio. 

Cas.  That  thrust  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed, 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  know'st : 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine.    [Draws,  and  wounds  Boderigo. 

Bod.  O,  I  am  slain! 

{Iago  from  behind  wounds  Cassio  in  the  leg,  and  exit. 
am  maim'd  for  ever.     Help,  ho!  murder!  murder! 

[Falls. 
Enter  Othello. 

Oth.  The  voice  of  Cassio :  Iago  keeps  his  word. 

Bod.  O,  villain  that  I  am! 

Oth.  It  is  even  so, 

Cas,  0,  help,  ho!  light!  a  surgeon!  30 
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Oth.  'Tis  he: — O  brave  Iago,  honest  and  just, 
That  hath  such  uoble  sense  of  thy  friend's  wrong! 
Thou  teachest  me.     Minion,  your  dear  lies  dead, 
And  your  unblest  fate  hies:  strumpet,  I  come. 
Forth  of  my  heart  those  charms,  thine  eyes,  are  blotted; 
Thy  bed,  lust-stain'd,  shall  with  lust's  blood  be  spotted. 

[Exit. 
Eater  Lodoyico  and  Grati.vno. 

Cos.  What,  ho!  no  watch?  no  passage?  murder!  murder! 

Qra.    Tis  some  mischance;  the  crv  is  very  direful. 

Oat.  O,  help! 

Lod.  Hark!  40 

Rod.  O  wretched  villain ! 

Lod.  Two  or  three  groan:  it  is  a  heavy  night: 
These  may  be  counterfeits  :  let's  think't  unsafe 
To  come  in  to  the  cry  without  more  help. 

R"d.  Nobody  come?  then  shall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Lod.  Hark!  " 

Re-enter  Iago,  with  a  light. 

9ra.    Here's   one  comes  in  his   shirt,  with   light  and 

weapons. 
{ago.  Who's  there?  whose  noise  is  this  that  cries  on  mur- 
der? 
Lad.  We  do  not  know. 

Did  not  you  hear  a  cry  ? 
Oat,  Here,  here!  for  heaven's  sake,  help  me? 
Iago.  What's  the  matter?    50 

Gra.  This  is  Othello's  ancient,  as  I  take  it. 
Lod.  The  same  indeed;  a  very  valiant  fellow. 
Iago.  What  are  you  here  that  cry  so  grievously? 
Oat.  Iago?     O,  I  am  spoil'd,  undone  by  villains! 
Give  me  some  help. 
Iago.  O  me,  lieutenant!  what  villains  have  done  this? 
Oat.  I  think  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

logo.  O  treacherous  villains! 

What  are  you  there?  come  in,  and  give  some  help. 

{To  Lodovieo  and  Gratiavo. 
Sod.  O.  help  me  here!  60 

Oat.   That's  one  of  them. 
Iago.  O  murderous  slave!  O  villain! 

[Stabs  Roderigo. 
Bod.  O  damn'd  Iago!  O  inhuman  dog! 

Kill  men   i'  the  dark! — Where   be   these  bloody 
thieves? — 
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How  silent  is  this  town! — Ho!  murder!  murder! — 
What  may  you  be?  are  you  of  good  or  evil? 

Lod.  As  you  shall  prove  us,  praise  us. 

logo.  Signior  Lodovico? 

Lod.  He,  sir. 

Iago.  I  cry  you  mercy.     Here's  Cassio  hurt  by  villains. 

Gra.  Cassio!  70 

Iago.  How  is't,  brother! 

Cas.  My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 

Iago.  Marry,  heaven  forbid ! 

Light,  gentlemen:  I'll  bind  it  with  my  shirt. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.  What  is  the  matter,  ho?  who  is't  that  cried? 

Iago.  Who  is't  that  cried ! 

Bian.  O  my  dear  Cassio !  my  sweet  Cassio! 
O  Cassio,  Cassio,  Cassio! 

Iago.  O  notable  strumpet!     Cassio,  may  you  suspect 
Who  they  should  be  that  have  thus  mangled  you? 

Cas.  No.  80 

Gra.  I  am  sorry  to  find  you  thus:  I  have  been  to  seek 
you. 

Iago.  Lend  me  a  garter.     So.     O,  for  a  chair, 
To  bear  him  easily  hence!  - 

Bian.  Alas,  he  faints!     O  Cassio,  Cassio,  Cassio! 

Iago.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  suspect  this  trash 
To  be  a  party  in  this  injury. 
Patience  awhile,  good  Cassio.     Come,  come; 
Lend  me  a  light.     Know  we  this  face  or  no? 
Alas,  my  friend  and  my  dear  countryman 
Roderigo!  no: — yes,  sure: — 0  heaven!  Roderigo.  90 

Gra.  What,  of  Venice? 

Iago.  Even  he,  sir  :  did  you  know  him? 

Gra.  Know  him!  ay. 

Iago.  Signior  Gratiano?    I  cry  you  gentle  pardon; 
These  bloody  accidents  must  excuse  my  manners, 
That  so  neglected  you. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

Iago.  How  do  you,  Cassio?    O,  a  chair,  a  chair! 

Gra.  Roderigo! 

Iago.  He,  he,  'tis  he.    [A  chair  brought  in.]   O,  that's  well 
said;  the  chair. 
Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence ; 
I'll  fetch  the  general's  surgeon.    [To  Bianca]  For  you,  mis- 
tress, 100 
Save  you  your  labour.     He  that  lies  slain  here,  Cassio, 
Was  my  dear  friend:  what  malice  was  between  you? 
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Cos.  None  in  the  world ;  nor  do  I  know  the  man. 

lago.  [To  Bian.]  What,  look  you  pale?    O,  bear  him  out 
o'  the  air.  [Cassio'  and  Roderigo  are  borne  off. 

Stay  you,  good  gentlemen.     Look  you  pale,  mistress? 
Do  you  perceive  the  gastness  of  her  eye ! 
Nav.  if  you  stare,  we  shall  hear  more  anon. 
Behold  her  well;  I  pray  you,  look  upon  her: 
Do  you  see,  gentlemen?  nay,  guiltiness  will  speak, 
Though  tongues  were  out  of  use.  110 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil.  'Las,  what's  the  matter?  what's  the  matter,  hus- 
band? 

lago.  Cassio  hath  here  been  set  on  in  the  dark 
By  Roderigo  and  fellows  that  are  scaped: 
He's  almost  slain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

Emil.  Alas,  good  centleman!  alas,  good  Cassio! 

lago.  This  is  the  fruit  of  whoring.     Prithee,  Emilia, 
Go  know  of  Cassio  where  he  supp'd  to-night. 
[To  Bianco]  What,  do  you  shake  at  that? 

Bian.  He  supp'd  at  my  house;  but  I  therefore  shake  not. 

lago.  O,  did  he  so?    I  charge  you,  go  with  me.  120 

Emil.  Fie,  fie  upon  thee,  strumpet! 

Bian.  I  am  no  strumpet;  but  of  life  as  honest 
As  vou  that  thus  abuse  me. 

Emil.  As  I!  foh!  fie  upon  thee! 

lago.  Kind  gentlemen,  let's  go  see  poor  Cassio  dress'd. 
Come,  mistress,  you  must  tell's  another  tale. 
Emilia,  run  you  to  the  citadel, 
And  tell  my  lord  and  lady  what  hath  happ'd. 
Will  you  go  on?  I  pray.     [Aside]  This  is  the  night 
That  either  makes  me  or  fordoes  me  quite.  [Exeunt. 

Scexe  II.    A  bedchamber  in  the  castle;  Desdemona  in  bed 
asleep;  a  light  burning. 

Enter  Othello. 

6th.  It  is  the  cause,  it  is  the  cause,  my  soul, — 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chaste  stars! — 
It  is  the  cause.     Yet  I'll  not  shed  her  blood; 
Nor  scar  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  snow, 
And  smooth  as  monumental  alabaster. 
Yet  she  must  die,  else  she'll  betray  more  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then  put  out  the  light; 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  minister, 
I  can  again  thy  former  light  restore, 
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Should  I  repent  me  :  but  once  put  out  thy  light,  10 

Thou  cunning'st  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 

I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat 

That  can  thy  light  relume.    When  I  have  pluck'd  the  rose, 

I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again, 

It  must  needs  wither:  I'll  smell  it  on  the  tree. 

[Kissing  Tier. 
Ah,  balmy  hrcath,  that  dost  almost  persuade 
Justice  to  break  her  sword!     One  more,  one  more. 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee, 
And  love  thee  after.     One  more,  and  this  the  last: 
So  sweet  was  ne'er  so  fatal.     I  must  weep,  20 

But  they  are  cruel  tears:  this  sorrow's  heavenly; 
It  strikes  where  it  doth  love.     She  wakes. 

Des.  Who's  there?    Othello? 

Oth.  Ay,  Desdemona. 

Des.  Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  lord? 

Oth.  Have  you  pray'd  to-night,  Desdemona? 

Des.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Oth.  If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime 
Unreconciled  as  vet  to  heaven  and  grace, 
Solicit  for  it  straight. 

Des.  Alas,  my  lord,  what  do  you  mean  bv  that? 

Oth.  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief;  I  will  walk  by:  30 

I  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  spirit; 
No;  heaven  forfend!     I  would  not  kill  thy  soul. 

Des.  Talk  you  of  killing? 

Oth.  Ay,  I  do. 

Des.  Then  heaven 

Have  mercy  on  me! 

Oth.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart! 

Des.  If  you  say  so,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

Oth,  Hum! 

Des.  And  yet  I  fear  you;  for  you  are  fatal  then 
When  your  eyes  roll  so:  why  I  should  fear  I  know  not, 
Since  guiltiness  I  know  not;  but  yet  I  feel  I  fear. 

Oth.  Think  on  thy  sins. 

Des.  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  you.   40 

Oth.  Ay,  and  for  that  thou  diest. 

Des.  That  death's  unnatural  that  kills  for  loving. 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  so  your  nether  lip? 
Some  bloody  passion  shakes  your  very  frame: 
These  are  portents;  but  yet  I  hope,  I  hope, 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

Oth.  Peace,  and  be  still  I 

Des.  I  will  so,    What's  the  matter? 
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Oth.  That  handkerchief  which  I  so  loved  and  gave  thee 
Thou  gavest  to  Cassio. 

1)  t.  No,  by  my  life  and  soul ! 

Send  for  the  man,  and  ask  him. 

Oth.  >  Sweet  soul,  take  heed,     50 

Take  heed  of  perjury;  thou  art  on  thy  death-bed. 

Des.  Ay.  but  not  yet  to  die. 

Oth.  Yes,  presently: 

Therefore  confess  thee  freely  of  thy  sin; 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath 
Cannot  remove  nor  choke  the  strong  conception 
That  I  do  groan  withal.     Thou  art  to  die. 

Des.  Then  Lord  have  mercy  on  me ! 

Oth.  I  say,  amen. 

Des.  And  have  you  mercy  too!     I  never  did 
Offend  you  in  my  life;  never  loved  Cassio 
But  with  such  general  warrauty  of  heaven  60 

As  I  might  love:  I  never  gave  him  token. 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I  saw  my  handkerchief  in's  hand. 

0  perjured  woman !  thou  dost  stone  my  heart, 
And  makest  me  call  what  I  intend  to  do 

A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  sacrifice: 

1  saw  the  handkerchief. 

Dts.  He  found  it  then; 

I  never  gave  it  him:  send  for  him  hither; 
Let  him  confess  a  truth. 

Oth.  He  hath  confess'd. 

Des.  What,  my  lord? 

Oth.  That  he  hath  used  thee. 

Des.  How?  unlawfully? 

Oth.  Ay.      70 

Des.  He  will  not  say  so. 

Oth.  No,  his  mouth  is  stopp'd; 

Honest  Iago  hath  ta'en  order  for't. 

Des.  Oh!  my  fear  interprets:  what,  is  he  dead? 

Oth.  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 
Had  stomach  for  them  all. 

Des.  Alas!  he  is  betray'd  and  I  undone. 

Oth.  Out,  strumpet!  weep'st  thou  for  him  to  my  face? 

Des.  O,  banish  me,  my  lord,  but  kill  me  not! 

Oth.  Down,  strumpet! 

Des.  Kill  me  to-morrow:  let  me  live  to-night!  80 

Oth.  Nay,  if  you  strive, — 

Des.  But  half  an  hour! 

Oth.  Being  done,  there  is  no  pause. 

Des.  But  while  I  say  one  prayer! 
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Oth.  It  is  too  late. 

[He  stifles  her. 

Emil.  [Within"]  My  lord,  my  lord!  what,  ho!  my  lord, 
my  lord! 

Oth.  What  noise  is  this?    Not  dead?  not  yet  quite  dead? 
I  that  am  cruel  am  yet  merciful ; 
1  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain : 
So,  so. 

Emil.  [Within]  What,  ho:  my  lord,  my  lord! 

Oth.  Who's  there? 

Emil.  [  Within]  O,  good  my  lord,  I  would  speak  a  word 
with  you !  90 

Oth.  Yes:  'tis  Emilia.     By  and  by.     She's  dead. 
Tis  like  she  comes  to  speak  of  Cassio's  death. — 
The  noise  was  here.     Ha!  no  more  moving? 
Still  as  the  grave.     Shall  she  come  in?  were't  good? — 
I  think  she  stirs  again: — no.     What's  best  to  do? 
If  she  come  in,  she'll  sure  speak  to  my  wife : 
My  wife!  my  wife!  what  wife?  I  have  no  wife: 
O,  insupportable!     O  heavy  hour! 
Methinks  it  should  be  now  a  huge  eclipse 
Of  sun  and  moon,  and  that  the  affrighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration.  100 

Emil.  [  Within]  I  do  beseech  you 

That  I  may  speak  with  you,  O,  good  my  lord! 

Oth.  I  had  forgot  thee:  O,  come  in,  Emilia: 
Soft;  by  and  by.     Let  me  the  curtains  draw. 
Where  art  thou  ?  [  Unlocks  the  door. 

Enter  Emilia. 

What's  the  matter  with  thee  now? 

Emil.  O,  my  good  lord,  yonder's  foul  murders  done! 

Oth.  What,  now? 

Emil.  But  now,  my  lord. 

Oth.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  moon ; 
She  comes  more  nearer  earth  than  the  was  wont,  110 

And  makes  men  mad. 

Emil.  Cassio,  my  lord,  hath  kill'd  a  young  Venetian 
Called  Roderigo. 

Oth.  Roderigo  kill'd! 

And  Cassio  kill'd! 

Emil.  No.  Cassio  is  not  kill'd. 

Oth.  Not  Cassio  kill'd!  then  murder's  out  of  tune, 
And  sweet  revenge  grows  harsh. 

Des.  O,  falsely,  falsely  murder'd! 

Emil.  Alas,  what  cry  is  that? 

Oth.  That!  what? 
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Emil.  Out,  and  alas!  that  was  my  lady's  voice. 
Help!  help,  ho!  help!     O  lady,  speak  again!  120 

Sweet  Desdemona!  O  sweet  mistress,  speak! 

Da.  A  guiltless  death  I  die. 

Emil.  O,  who  hath  done  this  deed? 

Det.  Nobody;  I  myself.     Farewell:  commend  me  to  my 
kind  lord:  O,  farewell!  [Die«. 

Oth.  Why,  how  should  she  be  murder'd? 

Emil.  Alas,  who  knows? 

Olh.  You  heard  her  say  herself,  it  was  not  I. 

Emil.  She  said  so:  I  must  needs  report  the  truth. 

Oth.  She's,  like  a  liar,  gone  to  burning  hell: 
Twas  I  that  kill'd  her. 

Ei/til.  O,  the  more  angel  she,  130 

And  you  the  blacker  devil ! 

Oth.  She  turned  to  folly,  and  she  was  a  whore. 

Emil.  Thou  dost  belie  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 

Oth.  She  was  false  as  water. 

Emi'.  Thou  art  rash  as  fire,  to  say 

That  she  was  false:  O.  she  was  heavenly  true! 

Oth.  Cassio  did  top  her;  ask  thy  husband  else. 
O,  I  were  damn"d  beneath  all  depth  in  hell, 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  this  extremitv.     Thv  husband  knew  it  all. 

Emil  My  husband!  140 

Oth.  Thy  husband. 

Emil.  That  she  was  false  to  wedlock? 

Oth.  Ay,  with  Cassio.     Nay,  had  she  been  true, 
If  heaven  would  make  me  such  another  world 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chrysolite, 
I'ld  not  have  sold  her  for  it. 

Emil.  My  husband! 

Oth.  Ay, 'twas  he  that  told  me  first: 

An  honest  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  slime 
That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

Emil.  My  husband ! 

Oth.  What  needs  this  iteration,  woman?    I  say  thy  hus- 
band. 150 

EniL  O  mistress,  villany  hath  made  mocks  with  love! 
My  husband  say  that  she  was  false! 

Oth.  He,  woman; 

I  say  thy  husband:  dost  understand  the  word? 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honest,  honest  Iago. 

E.'iiil.  If  he  say  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day!  he  lies  to  the  heart: 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  most  filthy  bargain. 

Oth.  Ha! 
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Emil.  Do  thy  worst: 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven  160 

That  thou  wast  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace,  you  were  best. 

Emil.  Thou  hast  not  half  that  power  to  do  me  harm 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt.     O  gull!  O  dolt! 
As  ignorant  as  dirt!  thou  hast  done  a  deed — 
I  care  not  for  thy  sword;  I'll  make  thee  known, 
Though  I  lost  twenty  lives. — Help!  help,  ho!  help! 
The  Moor  hath  kill' a  my  mistress!     Murder!  murder! 

Enter  Montano,  Gratiano,  Iago,  and  others. 

Mon.  What  is  the  matter?     How  now,  general! 

Emil.  O,  are  you  come,  IagoV  you  have  done  well, 
That  men  must  lay  their  murders  on  your  neck.  170 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter? 

Emil.  Disprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be'st  a  man: 
He  says  thou  told'st  him  that  his  wife  was  false: 
I  know  thou  didst  not,  thou'rt  not  such  a  villain: 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full, 

Iago.  1  told  him  what  I  thought,  and  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himself  was  apt  and  true. 

Emil.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him  she  was  false? 

Iago.  I  did. 

Emil.  You  told  a  lie;  an  odious,  damned  lie;  180 

Upon  my  soul,  a  lie,  a  wicked  lie. 
She  false  with  Cassio! — did  you  say  with  Cassio? 

Iago.  With  Cassio,  mistress.     Go  (o,  charm  your  tongue. 

Emil.  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue;  I  am  bound  to  speak: 
My  mistress  here  lies  murder'd  in  her  bed, — 

All.  O  heavens  forfend ! 

Emil.  And  your  reports  have  set  the  murder  on. 

Oth.  Nay,  stare  not,  masters:  it  is  true,  indeed. 

Gra.  'Tis  a  strange  truth, 

Mon.  O  monstrous  act ! 

Emil.  Yillany,  villany,  villany!  190 

I  think  upon't,  I  think:  I  smell't:  O  villany! — 
I  thought  so  then: — I'll  kill  myself  for  grief: — 
O  villany,  villany! 

Iago.  What,  arc  you  mad?   I  charge  you,  get  you  home. 

Emil.  Good  gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  speak: 
'Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now. 
Perchance,  Iago,  I  will  ne'er  go  home. 

Oth.  O!  O!  O!  [ire  falls  on  the  bed. 

Emil.  Nay,  lay  thee  down  and  roar; 

For  thou  hast  kill'd  the  sweetest  innocent 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 
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Oth.  [Rhing]  O,  she  was  foul!  200 

I  scarce  did  know  you,  uncle :  there  lies  your  niece, 
Whose  breath,  indeed,  these  hands  have  newly  stopp'd: 
I  know  this  act  shows  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra.  Poor  Desdemoua!  I  am  glad  thy  father's  dead: 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain :  did  he  live  now, 
This  sight  would  make  him  do  a  desperate  turn, 
Yea,  curse  his  better  angel  from  his  side, 
And  fall  to  reprobation. 

Oth.  'Tis  pitiful;  but  yet  Iago  knows  210 

That  she  with  Cassio  hath  the  act  of  shame 
A  thousand  times  committed;  Cassio  confess'd  it; 
And  she  did  gratify  his  amorous  works 
With  that  recognizance  and  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  first  gave  her;  I  saw  it  in  his  hand: 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

Emil.  O  heaven!  O  heavenly  powers! 

Iago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

Emil.  'Twill  out,  'twill  out:  I  peace! 

No,  I  will  speak  as  liberal  as  the  north:  220 

Let  heaven  and  men  and  devils,  let  them  all, 
All,  all,  cry  shame  against  me,  yet  I'll  speak. 

Iago.  Be  wise,  and  get  you  home. 

Emil.  I  will  not. 

[Iago  offers  to  stab  Emilia. 

Gra.  .         '  Fie! 

Your  sword  upon  a  woman? 

Emil.  O  thou  dull  Moor!  that  handkerchief  thou  speak'st 
of 
I  found  by  fortune  and  did  give  my  husband; 
For  often,  with  a  solemn  earnestness, 
More  than  indeed  belong'd  to  such  a  trifle, 
He  begg'd  of  me  to  steal  it. 

Iago.  Villanous  whore!  229 

Emil.  She  give  it  Cassio!  no,  alas!  I  found  it, 
And  I  did  give't  my  husband. 

Iago.  Filth,  thou  best! 

Emil.  By  heaven,  I  do  not.  I  do  not,  gentlemen. 
O  murderous  coxcomb!  what  should  such  a  fool 
Do  with  so  good  a  woman? 

Oth.  Are  there  no  stones  in  heaven 

But  what  serve  for  the  thunder? — Precious  villain : 

[He  runs  at  Iago:  Iago,  from  behind,  stabs  Emelia,  and 

erit. 

Gra.  The  woman  falls;  sure,  he  hath  kill'd  his  wife. 
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Emil.  Ay,  ay:  O,  lay  me  by  my  mistress'  side. 

Gra.  He's  gone,  but  his  wife's  kill'd. 

Mon.  Tis  a  notorious  villain.     Take  you  this  weapon, 
Which  I  have  here  recover'd  from  the  Moor-  240 

Come,  guard  the  door  without;  let  him  not  pass, 
But  kill  him  rather.  I'll  after  that  same  villain, 
For  'tis  a  damned  slave.       [Exeunt  Montano  and  Gratiano 

Oth.  I  am  not  valiant  neither, 

But  every  puny  whipster  gets  my  sword : 
But  why  should  honour  outlive  honesty? 
Let  it  go  all. 

Emil.         What  did  thy  song  bode,  lady? 
Hark,  canst  thou  hear  me?  I  will  play  the  swan, 
And  die  in  music.     [Singing]  Willow,  willow,  willow.— 
Moor,  she  was  chaste;  she  loved  thee,  cruel  Moor; 
So  come  my  soul  to  bliss,  as  I  speak  true;  250 

So  speaking  as  I  think,  1  die,  I  die.  [Dies. 

Oth.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber; 
It  is  a  sword  of  Spain,  the  ice-brook's  temper: — 
O,  here  it  is.     Uncle,  I  must  come  forth. 

Gra.   [Within]  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  cost  thee  dear- 
Thou  hast  no  weapon,  and  perforce  must  suffer. 

Oth.  Look  in  upon  me  then  and  speak  with  me, 
Or,  naked  as  I  am,  I  will  assault  thee. 

Re-enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter? 

Oth.  Behold,  I  have  a  weapon; 

A  better  never  did  itself  sustain  260 

Upon  a  soldier's  thigh:  I  have  seen  the  day, 
That,  with  this  little  arm  and  this  good  sword, 
I  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
Than  twenty  times  your  stop:  but,  O  vain  boast! 
Who  can  control  his  fate?  'tis  not  so  now. 
Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  see  me  weapon'd ; 
Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is  my  butt, 
And  very  sea-mark  of  my  utmost  sail. 
Do  you  go  back  dismay'd?  'tis  a  lost  fear; 
Man  but  a  rush  against  Othello's  breast,  2?b 

And  he  retires.     Where  should  Othello  go? 
Now,  how  dost  thou  look  now?     O  ill-starr'd  wench\ 
Pale  as  thy  smock!  when  we  shall  meet  at  compt. 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven, 
And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it.     Cold,  cold,  my  girl! 
Even  like  thy  chastity.     O  cursed  slave! 
Whip  me,  ye  devils, 
From  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sight ! 
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Blow  me  about  in  winds!  roast  me  in  sulphur! 

Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  fire !  280 

O  Desdemona!  Desdemona!  dead! 

Oh!  Oh!  Oh! 

Enter  Lodovico,  Montaxo,  Cassio  carried  in  a  chair,  and 
Officers  with  Iago,  prisoner. 

Lod.  Where  is  this  rash  and  most  unfortunate  man? 

Oth.  That's  he  that  was  Othello:  here  I  am. 

Lod.  Where  is  that  viper?  bring  the  villain  forth. 

Oth.  I  look  down  towards  his  feet;  but  that's  a  fable. 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee.  [  Wound* Iago 

Lod.  Wrench  his  sword  from  him. 

logo.  I  bleed,  sir;  but  not  kill'd. 

Oth.  I  am  not  sorry  neither:  I'ld  have  thee  live; 
For,  in  my  sense,  'tis  happiness  to  die.  290 

Lod.  O  thou  Othello,  that  wert  once  so  good, 
Fall'n  in  the  practice  of  a  damned  slave, 
What  shall  be  said  to  thee? 

Oth.  Why,  any  thing: 

An  honourable  murderer,  if  you  will; 
For  nought  I  did  in  hate,  but  all  in  honour. 

Lod.  This  wretch  hath  part  confess'd  his  villany: 
Did  vou  and  he  consent  in  Cassio's  death? 

Oth,  Ay. 

Cas.  Dear  general,  I  never  gave  you  cause. 

Oth.  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  your  pardon.  300 

Will  you.  I  pray,  demand  that  demi-devil 
Why  he  hath  thus  ensnared  my  soul  and  body? 

Iago.  Demand  me  nothing:  what  you  know,  you  know. 
From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  speak  word. 

Lod.  What,  not  to  pray? 

Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

Oth.  Well,  thou  dost  test. 

L>d.  Sir,  you  shall  understand  what  hath  befall'n, 
Which,  as  I  think,  you  know  not.     Here  is  a  letter 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  slain  Roderigo; 
And  here  another:  the  one  of  them  imports  310 

The  death  of  Cassio  to  be  undertook 
By  Roderigo. 
'Oth.  O  villain! 

Cas.  Most  heathenish  and  most  gross! 

Lod.  Now  here's  another  discontented  paper, 
Found  in  his  pocket  too;  and  this,  it  seems, 
Roderigo  meant  to  have  sent  this  damned  villain; 
But  that  belike  Iago  in  the  interim 
Came  in  and  satisfied  him. 

SUAK.    III. — 17 
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Oth.  0  the  pernicious  caitiff ! 

How  came  you,  Cassio,  by  that  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wife's? 

Cas.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber:  320 

And  he  himself  confess'd  but  even  now 
That  there  he  dropp'd  it  for  a  special  purpose 
Which  wrought  to  his  desire. 

Oth.  Ofool!  fool!  fool! 

Cas.  There  is  besides  in  Roderigo's  letter, 
How  he  upbraids  Iago,  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  cast :  and  even  but  now  he  spake, 
After  long  seeming  dead,  Iago  hurt  him, 
Iago  set  him  on. 

Lod.  You  must  forsake  this  room,  and  go  with  us:     330 
Your  power  and  your  command  is  taken  off, 
And  Cassio  rules  in  Cyprus.     For  this  slave, 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty 
That  can  torment  him  much  and  hold  him  long, 
It  shall  be  his.     You  shall  close  prisoner  rest, 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  state.     Come,  bring  him  away. 

Oth.  Soft  you;  a  word  or  two  before  you  go. 
I  have  done  the  state  some  service,  and  they  know't. 
No  more  of  that.     I  pray  you,  in  your  letters,  340 

When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am;  nothing  extenuate, 
Nor  set  down  aught  in  malice:  then  must  you  speak 
Of  one  that  loved  not  wisely  but  too  well; 
Of  one  not  easily  jealous,  but  being  wrought 
Perplex'd  in  the  extreme;  of  one  whose  hand, 
Like  the  base  Indian,  threw  a  pearl  away 
Richer  than  all  his  tribe;  of  one  whose  subdued  eyes, 
Albeit  unused  to  the  melting  mood, 

Drop  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  trees  350 

Their  medicinal  gum.     Set  you  down  this; 
And  say  besides,  that  in  Aleppo  once, 
Where  a  malignant  and  a  turban'd  Turk 
Beat  a  Venetian  and  traduced  the  state, 
I  took  by  the  throat  the  circumcised  dog, 
And  smote  him,  thus.  [Stabs  himself. 

Lod.  O  bloody  period! 

Gra.  All  that's  spoke  is  marr'd. 

Oth.  I  kiss'd  thee  ere  I  kill'd  thee:  no  way  but  this; 
Killing  myself,  to  die  upon  a  kiss. 

[Falls  on  the  bed,  and  dies. 
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Gum.  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  weapon; 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod.  [To  Iago]  O  Spartan  dog,  861 

More  fell  than  anguish,  hunger,  or  the  sea! 
Look  on  the  tragic  loading  of  this  bed; 
This  is  thy  work:  the  object  poisons  sight; 
Let  it  be  hid.     Gratiano,  keep  the  house, 
And  seize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  succeed  on  you.     To  you,  lord  governor, 
Remains  the  censure  of  this  hellish  villain; 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture-  O,  enforce  it! 
Myself  will  straight  abroad;  and  to  the  state  370 

This  heavy  act  with  heavy  heart  relate. 
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Scene  :  In  several  parts  of  (lie  lioman  empire. 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I.     Alexandria.     A  room  in  Cleopatra's  palace. 
Enter  Demetrius  and  Philo. 

Phi.  Nay,  but  this  dotage  of  our  general's 
O'erflows  the  measure:  those  his  goodly  eyes. 
That  o'er  the  files  and  musters  of  the  war 
Have  glow'd  like  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  turn, 
The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 
Upon  a  tawny  front:  his  captain's  heart, 
Which  in  the  scuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burst 
The  buckles  on  his  breast,  reneges  all  temper, 
And  is  become  the  bellows  and  the  fan 
To  cool  a  gipsy's  lust. 

(516) 
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FburidL      Enter  Axtoxy,    Cleopatra,    her  Ladies,    the 

Train,  icith  Eunuchs  fanning  her. 

Look,  •where  they  come :  10 

Take  but  good  note,  and  you  shall  see  in  him 
The  triplepillar  of  the  world  transform'd 
Into  a  strumpet's  fool:  behold  and  see. 

Cleo.  If  it  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much. 
Ant.  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckon'd. 
Cleo.  I'll  set  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  beloved. 
Ant.  Then  must  thou  needs  find  out  new  heaven,  new 
earth. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Alt.  News,  my  good  lord,  from  Rome. 

Ant.  Grates  me.  the  sum. 

Cle/).  Nay,  hear  them,  Antony: 
Fulvia  perchance  is  angry;  or,  who  knows  20 

If  the  scarce-bearded  Ca?sar  have  not  sent 
His  powerful  mandate  to  you,  "  Do  this,  or  this; 
Take  in  that  kingdom,  aud  enfranchise  that ; 
Perform't,  or  else  we  damn  thee." 

Ant.  How,  my  love! 

Cleo.  Perchance'  nay,  and  most  like. 
You  must  not  stay  here  longer,  your  dismission 
Is  come  from  Caesar;  therefore  hear  it,  Antony. 
Where's  Fulvia's  process?     Caesar's  I  would  say?  both? 
Call  in  the  messengers.     As  I  am  Egypt's  queen, 
Thou  blushest,  Antony;  and  that  blood  of  thine  30 

I-  Cesar's  homager:  else  so  thy  cheek  pays  shame 
When  shrill-tongued  Fulvia  scolds.     The  messengers! 

Ant.  Let  Rome  in  Tiber  melt,  and  the  wide  arch 
Of  the  ranged  empire  fall!     Here  is  my  space. 
Kingdoms  are  clay:  our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beast  as  man-  the  nohfeness  of  life 
Is  to  do  thus;  when  such  a  mutual  pair  [Embracing. 

And  such  a  twain  can  do't,  in  which  I  bind, 
On  pain  of  punishment,  the  world  to  weet 
We  stand  up  peerless. 

Cleo.  Excellent  falsehood!  40 

Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her? 
I'll  seem  the  fool  I  am  not;  Antony 
Will  be  himself. 

Ant.  But  stirr'd  by  Cleopatra. 

Now,  for  the  love  of  Love  and  her  soft  hours. 
Let's  not  confound  the  time  with  conference  harsh: 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  should  stretch 
Without  some  pleasure  now.    What  sport  to-night? 
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Cleo.  Hear  the  ambassadors. 

Ant.  Fie,  wrangling  queen! 

Whom  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh, 
To  weep;  whose  every  passion  fully  strives  50 

To  make  itself,  in  thee,  fair  and  admired! 
No  messenger,  but  thine;  and  all  alone 
To-night  we'll  wander  through  the  streets  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.     Come,  my  queen; 
Last  night  you  did  desire  it.  speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Cleo.  with  their  train. 

Bern.  Is  Caesar  with  Antonius  prized  so  slight? 

Phi.  Sir,  sometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  comes  too  short  of  that  great  property  * 

"Which  still  should  go  with  Antony. 

Dem.  I  am  full  sorry 

That  he  approves  the  common  liar,  who  60 

Thus  speaks  of  him  at  Rome :  but  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow.     Rest  you  happy !        [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     The  same.    Another  room. 
Enter  Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Char.  Lord  Alexas,  sweet  Alexas,  most  any  thing 
Alexas,  almost  most  absolute  Alexas,  where's  the  sooth- 
sayer that  you  praised  so  to  the  queen?  O,  that  I  knew 
this  husband,  which,  you  say,  must  charge  las  horns  with 
garlands ! 

Alex.  Soothsayer! 

Sooth.  Your  will? 

Char.  Is  this  the  man?    Is't  you,  sir,  that  know  things? 

SootJi.  In  nature's  infinite  book  of  secrecy 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Alex.  Show  him  your  hand.  10 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly;  wine  enough 
Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  foresee. 

Char.  Pray,  then,  foresee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char.  He  means  in  flesh. 

Iras.  No,  you  shall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Cliar.  Wrinkles  forbid ! 

Alex.  Vex  not  his  prescience;  be  attentive.  80 

Char.  Hush! 
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Sooth.  You  shall  be  more  beloving  than  beloved. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

Alex,  Nay.  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  some  excellent  fortune!  Let  me  be 
married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and  widow  them  all: 
let  me  have  a  child  at  fifty,  to  whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may 
do  homage:  find  me  to  marry  me  with  Octavius  Caesar, 
and  companion  me  with  my  mistress.  30 

S<»Ah.  You  shall  outlive  the  lady  whom  you  serve. 

Char.  O  excellent!    I  love  long  life  better  than  figs. 

800th.  You  have  seen  and  proved  a  fairer  former  fortune 
Thau  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then  belike  my  children  shall  have  no  names: 
prithee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches  must  I  have? 

Sooth.  If  every  of  your  wishes  had  a  womb, 
And  fertile  every  wish,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool!     I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch.  40 

Ahr.  You  think  none  but  your  sheets  are  privy  to  your 
wishes. 

Char.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 

A]>.c.  We'll  know  all  our  fortunes. 

E/io.  Mine,  and  most  of  our  fortunes,  to-night,  shall  be 
— drunk  to  bed. 

Ira*.  There's  a  palm  presages  chastity,  if  nothing  else. 

Char.  E'en  as  the  o'erfiowing  Nilus  presageth  famine.  50 

[ra».  Go.  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  soothsay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful  prognosti- 
cation I  cannot  scratch  mine  ear.  Prithee,  tell  her  but  a 
workv-day  fortune.- 

Booth.  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Ira*.  But  how,  but  how?  give  me  particulars. 
' .   I  have  said. 

Iran.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  she?       60 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune  better 
than  I,  where  would  you  choose  it? 

Ira*.  Not  in  my  husband's  nose. 

Char.  Our  worser  thoughts  heavens  mend!  Alexas, — 
come,  his  fortune,  his  fortune!  O,  let  him  marry  a  woman 
that  cannot  go,  sweet  Isis,  I  beseech  thee!  and  let  her  die 
too,  and  give  him  a  worse!  and  let  worse  follow  worse, 
till  the  worst  of  all  follow  him  laughing  to  his  grave,  fifty- 
fold  a  cuckold!  Good  Isis.  hear  me  this  prayer,  though 
thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight ;  good  Isis,  I  beseech 
the?! 

Iras.  Amen.  Dear  goddess,  hear  that  prayer  of  the 
peoplel  for,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  see  a"  handsome 
man  loose-wived,  so  it  is  a  deadly  sorrow  to  behold  a  foul 


520  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  [act  i. 

knave  uncuckolded:  therefore,  dear  Isis,  keep  decorum, 
and  fortune  him  accordingly! 

Char.  Amen.  79 

Alex.  Lo,  now,  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make  me  a 
cuckold,  they  would  make  themselves  whores,  but  they 'Id 
do't! 

Eno.  Hush!  here  comes  Antony. 

Char.  Not  he ;  the  queen. 

Enter  Cleopatka. 

Cleo.  Saw  you  my  lord? 
Eno.  No,  lady. 

Cleo.  Was  he  not  here? 

Char.  No,  madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  disposed  to  mirth;  but  on  the  sudden 
A  Roman  thought  hath  struck  him.     Enobarbus! 
Eno.  Madam? 

Cleo.  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither.  Where's  Alexas? 
Alex.  Here,  at  your  service.  My  lord  approaches.  90 
Cleo.  We  will  not  look  upon  him:  go  with  us.     [Exeunt. 

Enter  Antony  with  a  Messenger  and  Attendants. 

Mess.  Fulvia  thy  wife  first  came  into  the  field. 

Ant.  Against  my  brother  Lucius? 

Mess.  Ay. 
But  soon  that  war  had  end,  and  the  time's  state 
Made  friends  of  them,  jointing  their  force  'gainst  Caesar; 
Whose  better  issue  in  the  war,  from  Italy, 
Upon  the  first  encounter,  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well,  what  worst? 

Mess.  The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  the  teller. 

Ant.  When  it  concerns  the  fool  or  coward.     On:        100 
Things  that  are  past  are  done  with  me.     'Tis  thus; 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  tale  lie  death, 
I  hear  him  as  he  fiatter'd. 

Meet.  Labienus — 

This  is  stiff  news— hath,  with  his  Parthian  force, 
Extended  Asia  from  Euphrates; 
His  conquering  banner  shook  from  Syria 
To  Lvdia  and  to  Ionia; 
Whilst— 

Ant.  Antony,  thou  wouldst  say, — 

Mess.  O,  my  lord ! 

Ant.  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  no*  the  general  tongue: 
Name  Cleopatra  as  she  is  call'd  in  Rome;  110 

Rail  thou  in  Fulvia's  phrase;  and  taunt  my  faults 
With  such  full  license  as  both  truth  and  malice 
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Hive  power  to  utter.     O,  then  we  bring  forth  weeds, 
When  our  quick  minds  lie  still;  and  our  ills  told  us 
Is  as  our  earing.     Fare  thee  well  awhile. 

Mess.  At  your  noble  pleasure.  [Exit. 

Ant.  From  Sicyon,  ho,  the  news!     Speak  there! 

First  Att.  The  "man  from  Sicyon, — is  there  such  an  one? 

Sec.  Att.  He  stays  upon  your  will. 

Ant.  Let  him  appear. 

These  strong  Egyptian  fetters  I  must  break,  120 

Or  lose  myself  in  dotage. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

What  are  you? 

Sec.  Mess.  Fulvia  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Ant.  Where  died  she? 

Sec  Mess  In  Sicyon: 
Her  length  of  sickness,  with  what  else  more  serious 
Importeth  thee  to  know,  this  bears.  [Gires  a  letter. 

Ant.  Forbear  me. 

[Exit  Sec.  Messenger. 
There's  a  great  spirit  gone!     Thus  did  I  desire  it: 
What  our  contempt  doth  often  hurl  from  us, 
We  wish  it  ours  again;  the  present  pleasure, 
By  revolution  lowering,  does  become 
The  opposite  of  itself:  she's  good,  being  gone-  130 

The  baud  could  pluck  her  back  that  shoved  her  on. 
I  must  from  this  enchanting  queen  break  off: 
Ten  thousand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know, 
My  idleness  doth  hatch.     How  now!  Enobarbus! 

Re-enter  Exocarbus. 

Eno.  What's  your  pleasure,  sir? 

Ant.  I  must  with  haste  from  hence. 

Eno.  Why,  then,  we  kill  all  our  women :  we  see  how 
mortal  an  unkindness  is  to  them;  if  they  suffer  our  depart- 
ure, death's  the  word. 

Ant.  I  must  be  gone.  140 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occasion,  let  women  die:  it 
were  pity  to  cast  them  away  for  nothing;  though,  between 
them  and  a  great  cause,  they  should  be  esteemed  nothing. 
Cleopatra,  catching  but  the  least  noise  of  this,  dies  instant- 
ly; I  have  seen  her  die  twenty  times  upon  far  poorer 
moment :  I  do  think  there  is  mettle  in  death,  which  com- 
mits some  loving  act  upon  her,  she  hath  such  a  celerity  in 
dying. 

Ant.  She  is  cunning  past  man's  thought.  150 

Eno.  Alack,  sir,  no;  her  passions  are  made  of  nothing 
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but  the  finest  part  of  pure  love:  we  cannot  call  her  winds 
aud  waters  sighs  and  tears;  they  are  greater  storms  and 
tempests  than  almanacs  can  report:  this  cannot  be  cunning 
in  her ;  if  it  be,  she  makes  a  shower  of  rain  as  well  as  Jove. 

Ant.  Would  I  had  never  seen  her! 

Eno.  O,  sir,  you  had  then  left  unseen  a  wonderful  piece 
of  work;  which  not  to  have  been  blest  withal  would  have 
discredited  your  travel. 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir? 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Fulvia! 

Ant.  Dead. 

Eno.  Why,  sir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful  sacrifice.  When 
It  pleaseth  their  deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  man  from  him, 
it  shows  to  man  the  tailors  of  the  earth;  comforting  there 
in,  that  when  old  robes  are  worn  out,  there  are  members 
to  make  new.  If  there  were  no  more  women  but  Fulvia, 
then  had  you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the  case  to  be  lamented  : 
this  grief  is  crowned  with  consolation;  your  old  smock 
brings  forth  a  new  petticoat :  and  indeed  the  tears  live  in 
an  onion  that  should  water  this  sorrow. 

Ant.  The  business  she  hath  broached  in  the  state 
Cannot  endure  my  absence.  179 

Eno.  And  the  business  you  have  broached  here  cannot 
be  without  you;  especially  that  of  Cleopatra's,  which 
wholly  depends  on  your  abode. 

Ant.  No  more  light  answers.     Let  our  officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpose.     I  shall  break 
The  cause  of  our  expedience  to  the  queen, 
And  get  her  leave  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches, 
Do  strongly  speak  to  us ;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
Petition  us  at  home :  Sextus  Pompeius  190 

Hath  given  the  dare  to  Caesar,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  sea:  our  slippery  people, 
Whose  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserver 
Till  his  deserts  are  past,  begin  to  throw 
Pompey  the  Great  and  all  his  dignities 
Upon  his  son;  who,  high  in  name  and  power, 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  stands  up 
For  the  main  soldier:  whose  quality,  going  on, 
The  sides  o'  the  world  may  danger:  much  is  breeding, 
Which,  like  the  courser's  hair,  hath  yet  but  life,  200 

And  not  a  serpent's  poison.     Say,  our  pleasure, 
To  such  whose  place  is  under  us,  requires 
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Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 
Bno.  I  shall  do't.  {Exeunt. 


Scene  III.     The  same.     Another  room. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  he? 

Char.  I  did  not  see  him  since. 

Cleo.  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  he  does: 
I  did  not  send  you-  if  you  find  him  sad, 
Say  I  am  dancing;  if  in  mirth,  report 
That  I  am  sudden  sick:  quick,  and  return.       [Exit  Alexas. 

Char.  Madam,  methinks,  if  you  did  love  him  dearly, 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  should  I  do,  I  do  not? 

Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  cross  him  in  nothing. 

Cleo.  Thou  teachest  Hke  a  fool:  the  way  to  lose  him.    10 

Char.  Tempt  him  not  so  too  far;  I  wish,  forbear: 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. 
But  here  comes  Antony. 

Enter  Antony. 

Cleo.  I  am  sick  and  sullen. 

Ant.  I  am  sorry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpose, — 

Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charniian;  f  shall  fall: 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  sides  of  nature 
Will  not  sustain  it. 

Ant  Now,  my  dearest  queen, — 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  stand  farther  from  me. 

Ant.  What's  the  matter? 

Cleo.  I  know,  by  that  same  eye,  there's  some  good  news. 
What  says  the  married  woman?     You  may  go:  20 

Would  she  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come! 
Let  her  not  say  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here: 
I  have  no  power  upon  you;  hers  you  are. 

Ant.  The  gods  best  know, — 

Cleo.  O,  never  was  there  queen 

So  mightily  betray'd!  yet  at  the  first 
I  saw  the  treasons  planted. 

Ant.  Cleopatra, — 

Cleo.  Why  should  I  think  you  can  be  mine  and  true, 
Though  you  in  swearing  shake  the  throned  gods. 
Who  have  been  false  to  Fulvia?     Riotous  madness, 
To  be  entangled  with  those  mouth-made  vows,  30 

Which  break  themselves  in  swearing! 
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Ant.  Most  sweet  queen, — 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  seek  no  colour  for  your  going, 
But  bid  farewell,  and  go:  when  you  sued  staying, 
Then  was  the  time  for  words:  no  going  then; 
Eternity  was  in  our  lips  and  eyes, 
Bliss  in  our  brows'  bent;  none  our  parts  so  poor, 
But  was  a  race  of  heaven :  they  are  so  still, 
Or  thou,  the  greatest  soldier  of  the  world, 
Art  turn'd  the  greatest  liar. 

A  nt.  How  now,  lady ! 

Cleo.  I  would  I  had  thy  inches;  thou  shouldst  know    40 
There  were  a  heart  in  Egypt. 

Ant.  Hear  me,  queen: 

The  strong  necessity  of  time  commands 
Our  services  awhile:  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  use  with  you.     Our  Italy 
Shines  o'er  with  civil  swords:  Sextus  Pompeius 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome: 
Equality  of  two  domestic  powers 

Breed  scrupulous  faction :  the  hated,  grown  to  strength, 
Are  newly  grown  to  love:  the  condemn'd  Pompcy, 
Rich  in  his  father's  honour,  creeps  apace  50 

Into  the  hearts  of  such  as  have  not  thrived 
Upon  the  present  state,  whose  numbers  threaten; 
And  quietness,  grown  sick  of  rest,  would  purge 
By  any  desperate  change:  my  more  particular, 
And  that  which  most  with  you  should  safe  my  going, 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Cleo.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me  freedom, 
It  does  from  childishness:  can  Fulvia  die? 

Ant.  She's  dead,  my  queen: 
Look  here,  and  at  thy  sovereign  leisure  read  60 

The  garboils  she  awaked;  at  the  last,  best: 
See  when  and  where  she  died. 

Cleo.  O  most  false  love! 

Where  be  the  sacred  vials  thou  shouldst  fill 
With  sorrowful  water?    Now  I  see,  I  see, 
In  Fulvia's  death,  how  mine  received  shall  be. 

Ant.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepared  to  know 
The  purposes  I  bear;  which  are,  or  cease, 
As  you  shall  give  the  advice.     By  the  fire 
That  quickens  Nilus'  slime,  I  go  from  hence 
Thy  soldier,  servant;  making  peace  or  war  70 

As  thou  affect'st. 

Cleo.  Cut  my  lace,  Charmian,  come; 

But  let  it  be:  I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well, 
So  Antony  loves. 
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A nt.  My  precious  queen,  forbear; 

And  give  true  evidence  to  his  love,  which  stands 
An  honourable  trial. 

("<".  So  Fulvia  told  me. 

I  prithee,  turn  aside  and  weep  for  her; 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me.  and  say  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt:  good  now,  "play  one  scene 
Of  excellent  dissembling;  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfect  honour. 

Ant.  You'll  heat  my  blood:  no  more.        80 

Cleo.  You  can  do  better  yet ;  but  this  is  meetly. 

.1///.  Now,  by  my  sword, — 

Cleo.  And  target.     Still  he  mends, 

But  this  is  not  the  best.     Look,  prithee,  Charmian, 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant.  HI  leave  you,  lady. 

Cleo.  '  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 

Sir.  you  and  I  must  part,  but  that's  not  it: 
Sir.  you  and  I  have  loved,  but  there's  not  it; 
That  you  know  well:  something  it  is  I  would, — 
O,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony,  90 

And  I  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant.  But  that  your  royalty 

Holds  idleness  your  subject,  I  should  take  you 
For  idleness  itself. 

Cleo.  Tis  sweating  labour 

To  bear  such  idleness  so  near  The  heart 
As  Cleopatra  this.     But,  sir,  forgive  me; 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
Eve  well  to  you:  your  honour  calls  you  hence; 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  folly, 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you!  upon  your  sword 
Sit  laurel  victory!  and  smooth  success  100 

Be  strew'd  before  jour  feet! 

A  at.  Let  us  go.     Come; 

Our  separation  so  abides,  and  flies, 
That  thou,  residing  here,  go'st  yet  with  me, 
And  I,  hence  fleetiug,  here  remain  with  thee. 
Away!  [Exeiint. 

Scene  IY.     Rune.     Casar's  ftrtMtt. 

Enter  Octavius  Cesar,  readiny  a  letter,   Lepidus,   und 
their  Train. 

Cos    You  may  see,  Lepidus.  and  henceforth  know, 
It  is  not  Ca?sar's  natural  vice  to  hate 
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Our  great  competitor:  from  Alexandria 

This  is  the  news:  lie  fishes,  drinks,  and  wastes 

The  lamps  of  night  in  revel;  is  not  more  manlike 

Than  Cleopatra;  nor  the  queen  of  Ptolemy 

More  womanly  than  he;  hardly  gave  audience,  or 

Vouchsafed  to  think  he  had  partners:  you  shall  find  there 

A  man  who  is  the  ahstract  of  all  faidts 

That  all  men  follow. 

Lep.  I  must  not  think  there  are  10 

Evils  enow  to  darken  all  his  goodness: 
His  faults  in  him  seem  as  the  spots  of  heaven, 
More  fiery  by  night's  blackness;  hereditary, 
Pather  than  purchased ;  what  he  cannot  change, 
Than  what  he  chooses. 

Cms.  You  are  too  indulgent.     Let  us  grant,  it  is  not 
Amiss  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth;  to  sit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  slave; 
To  reel  the  streets  at  noon,  and  stand  the  buffet  20 

With  knaves  that  smell  of  sweat:  say  this  becomes  him,— 
As  his  composure  must  be  rare  indeed 
Whom  these  things  cannot  blemish, — yet  must  Antony 
No  way  excuse  his  soils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  lightness.     If  he  fill'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuousness, 
Full  surfeits,  and  the  dryness  of  his  bones, 
Call  on  him  for't:  but  to  confound  such  time, 
That  drums  him  from  his  sport,  and  speaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  state  and  ours, — 'tis  to  be  chid  30 

As  we  rate  boys,  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  present  pleasure, 
And  so  rebel  to  judgement. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Lep.  Here's  more  news. 

Mess.  Thy  biddings  have  been  done ;  and  every  hour, 
Most  noble  Caesar,  shalt  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroad.     Pompey  is  strong  at  sea; 
And  it  appears  he  is  beloved  of  those 
That  only  have  fear'd  Caesar:  to  the  ports 
The  discontents  repair,  and  men's  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

Cms.  I  should  have  known  no  less.     40 

It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  state, 
That  he  which  is  was  wish'd  until  he  were; 
And  the  ebb'd  man,  ne'er  loved  till  ne'er  worth  love, 
Comes  dear'd  by  being  lack'd.     This  common  body, 
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Like  to  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  stream, 
Goes  to  and  back,  lackeying  the  varying  tide, 
To  rot  itself  with  motion. 

jftfett.  Ca?sar,  I  bring  tbee  word, 

Menecrates  and  Menas,  famous  pirates, 
Make  the  sea  serve  them,  which  they  ear  and  wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind:  many  hot  inroads  50 

They  make  in  Italy;  the  borders  maritime 
Lack  blood  to  think  on't,  and  flush  youth  revolt: 
Xo  vessel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  soon 
Taken  as  seen:  for  Pompey's  name  strikes  more 
T.hau  could  hf?  war  resisted. 

Om.  Antony, 

Leave  thy  lascivious  wassails.     When  thou  once 
Wast  beaten  fyom  Modena,  where  thou  slew'st 
Hirtius  and  Pansa,  consuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow ;  whom  thou  fought'st  against, 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more  60 

Than  savages  could  suffer :  thou  didst  drink 
The  stale  of  horses,  and  the  gilded  puddle 
Which  beasts  would  cough  at:  thy  palate  then  did  deign 
The  roughest  berry  on  the  rudest  hedge ; 
Yea,  like  the  stag,  when  snow  the  pasture  sheets, 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browsed'st;  on  the  Alps 
It  is  reported  thou  didst  eat  strange  flesh, 
Which  some  did  die  to  look  on:  and  all  this — 
It  wounds  thine  honour  that  I  speak  it  now — 
Was  borne  so  like  a  soldier,  that  thy  cheek  70' 

So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lep.  'Tis  pity  of  him. 

Cm.  Let  his  shames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Rome:  'tis  time  we  twain 
Did  show  ourselves  i'  the  field ;  and  to  that  end 
Assemble  we  immediate  council:  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idleness. 

Li  p.  To-morrow,  Caesar, 

I  shall  be  furnish'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  sea  and  land  I  can  be  able 
To  front  this  present  time. 

( m.  Till  which  encounter, 

It  is  my  business  too.     Farewell.  80 

Lep.   Farewell,  my  lord:  what  jou  shall  know  meantime 
Of  stirs  abroad,  I  shall  beseech  you,  sir, 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Doubt  not,  sir; 
I  knew  it  for  my  bond.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  V.     Alexandria.     Cleopatra's  palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Cleo.  Charmian! 

Char.  Madam? 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha! 
Give  me  to  drink  mandragora. 

Char.  Why,  madam? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  sleep  out  this  great  gap  of  time 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him  too  much. 

Cleo.  O,  'tis  treason! 

Char.  Madam,  I  trust,  not  so. 

Cleo.  Thou,  eunucli  Mardian ! 

Mar.  What's  your  highness'  pleasure? 

Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  sing;  I  take  no  pleasure 
In  aught  an  eunuch  has:  'tis  well  for  thee,  10 

That,  heing  unseminar'd,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt.     Hast  thou  affections? 

Mar.  Yes,  gracious  madam. 

Cleo.  Indeed! 

Mar.  Not  in  deed,  madam ;  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  what  indeed  is  honest  to  be  done : 
Yet  have  I  fierce  affections,  and  think 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  O  Charmian, 

Where  think'st  thou  he  is  now?     Stands  he,  or  sits  he? 
Or  does  he  walk?  or  is  he  on  his  horse?  20 

O  happy  horse,  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony ! 
Do  bravely,  horse!  for  wot'st  thou  whom  thou  movest? 
The  demi-Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  men.     He's  speaking  now, 
Or  murmuring  "  Where's  my  serpent  of  old  Nile?" 
For  so  he  calls  me :  now  I  feed  myself 
With  most  delicious  poison.     Think  on  me, 
That  am  with  Pheebus'  amorous  pinches  black, 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time?     Broad-fronted  Ca;sar, 
When  thou  wast  here  above  the  ground,  I  svas  30 

A  morsel  for  a,  monarch :  and  great  Pompey 
Would  stand  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow ; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  aspect  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  Alexas. 

Alex.  Sovereign  of  Egypt,  hail! 

Gleo.  How  much  unlike  art  thou  Mark  Antony! 
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Yet,  coming  from  him,  that  great  medicine  hath 

With  his  tinct  gilded  thee. 

How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Antouy? 

Alex.  Last  thing  he  did,  dear  queen. 
He  kiss'd, — the  last  of  many  doubled  kisses, —  40 

This  orient  pearl.     His  speech  sticks  in  my  heart. 

Cleo.  Mine  ear  must  pluck  it  thence. 

Ah.r.  "Good  friend,"  quoth  he, 

'•  Say,  the  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  sends 
This  treasure  of  an  oyster;  at  whose  foot, 
To  mend  the  petty  present,  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms:  all  the  east, 
Say  thou,  shall  call  her  mistress."     So  he  nodded, 
■(■And  soberly  did  mount  an  arm-gaunt  steed, 
Who  neigh'd  so  high,  that  what  I  would  have  spoke 
Was  beastly  dumb'd  by  him. 

Cleo.  AYh at,  was  he  sad  or  merry?  50 

Alex.  Like  to  the  time  o'  the  jear  between  the  extremes 
Of  hot  and  cold,  he  was  nor  sad  nor  merry. 

Cleo.  O  well-divided  disposition !    Note  him, 
Note  him,  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  man ;  but  note  him : 
He  was  not  sad,  for  he  would  shine  on  those 
That  make  their  looks  by  his;  he  was  not  merry, 
Which  seem'd  to  tell  them  his  remembrance  lay 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy;  but  between  both: 
()  heavenly  mingle!     Be'st  thou  sad  or  merry, 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes,  60 

So  does  it  no  man  else.     Met'st  thou  my  posts? 

Alex.  Ay,  madam,  twenty  several  messengers: 
Why  do  you  send  so  thick? 

Cleo.  Who's  born  that  day 

When  I  forget  to  send  to  Antony, 
Shall  die  a  beggar.     Ink  and  paper,  Charmian. 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexas.     Did  I,  Charmian, 
Ever  love  Caesar  so  ? 

Vhat.  O  that  brave  Caesar! 

Cleo.  Be  choked  with  such  another  emphasis! 
Say,  the  brave  Antony. 

Char.  The  valiant  Caesar! 

Cleo.  By  Isis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth,  70 

If  thou  with  Caesar  paragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 

Char.  By  your  most  gracious  pardon, 

I  sing  but  after  you. 

Cleo.  My  salad  days, 

When  I  was  green  in  judgement":  cold  in  blood, 
To  say  as  I  said  then !    But,  come,  away ; 
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Get  me  ink  and  paper : 

He  shall  have  every  day  a  several  greeting, 

Or  I'll  unpeople  Egypt.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 

Scene  I.     Messina.     Pompey's  Jiou&e. 

Enter  Pompey,  Menecrates,  and  Menas,  in  tearlike 
manner. 

Pom.  If  the  great  gods  be  just,  they  shall  assist 
The  deeds  of  justest  men. 

Mene.  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 

That  what  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pom.  Whiles  we  are  suitors  to  their  throne,  decays 
The  thing  we  sue  for. 

Mene.  We,  ignorant  of  ourselves, 

Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good;  so  find  we  profit 
By  losing  of  our  prayers. 

Pom.  I  shall  do  well: 

The  people  love  me,  and  the  sea  is  mine; 
My  powers  are  crescent,  and  my  auguring  hope  10 

Says  it  will  come  to  the  full.     Mark  Antony 
In  Egypt  sits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors :  Cassar  gets  money  where 
He  loses  hearts:  Lepidus  Hatters  both, 
Of  both  is  flatter'd;  but  he  neither  loves, 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Men.  Caesar  and  Lepidus 

Are  in  the  field  •  a  mighty  strength  they  carry. 

Pom.  Where  have  you  this?  'tis  false. 

Men.  From  Silvius,  sir. 

Pom.  He  dreams:  I  know  they  are  in  Rome  together. 
Looking  for  Antony.     But  all  the  charms  of  love,  20 

Salt  Cleopatra,  soften  thy  waned  lip! 
Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty,  lust  with  both! 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feasts. 
Keep  his  brain  fuming;  Epicurean  cooks 
Sharpen  with  cloyless  sauce  his  appetite; 
That  sleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honour 
Even  till  a  Lethe'd  dulness! 

Erder  Varkius. 

How  now,  Varrius! 
Var.  This  is  most  certain  that  I  shall  deliver- 
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Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 

Expected:  since  he  went  from  Egypt  'tis  30 

A  space  for  further  travel. 

Pom.  I  could  have  given  less  matter 

A  better  ear.     Menas.  I  did  not  think 
This  amorous  surfeiter  would  have  donn'd  his  helm 
For  such  a  petty  war:  his  soldiership 
Is  twice  the  other  twain:  but  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  stirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow  pluck 
The  ne'er-lust-wearied  Antony. 

I  cannot  hope 
Caesar  and  Antony  shall  well  greet  together: 
His  wife  that's  dead  did  trespasses  to  Caesar; 
His  brother  warr'd  upon  him ;  although,  I  think, 
Not  moved  by  Antony. 

Pom.  I  know  not,  Menas, 

How  lesser  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were't  not  that  we  stand  up  against  them  all, 
'Twere  pregnant  they  should  scmare  between  themselves; 
For  they  have  entertained  cause  enough 
To  draw  their  swords:  but  how  the  fear  of  us 
May  cement  their  divisions  and  bind  up 
The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 
Be't  as  our  gods  will  have't!     It  only  stands  50 

Our  lives  upon  to  use  our  strongest  hands. 
Come,  Menas.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  II.     Rome.     The  house  of  Lepidus. 
Enter  Exobarbus  and  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Good  Enobarbus,  'tis  a  worth}-  deed. 
And  shall  become  you  well,  to  entreat  your  captain 
To  soft  and  gentle  speech. 

Eno.  I  shall  entreat  him 

To  answer  like  himself:  if  Caesar  move  him, 
Let  Antony  look  over  Caesar's  head 
And  speak  as  loud  as  Mars.     By  Jupiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  beard, 
I  would  not  shave't  to-day. 

Lep.  Tis  not  a  time 

For  private  stomaching. 

Eno.  Every  time 

Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  born  in't.  10 

Lep.  But  small  to  greater  matters  must  give  way. 

Eno.  Not  if  the  small  come  first. 
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Lep.  Your  speech  is  passion: 

But,  pray  you,  stir  no  embers  up.     Here  homes 
The  noble  Antony. 

Enter  Antony  and  Ventidius. 

Eno.  And  yonder,  Caesar. 

Enter  OassAit,  Mec.,enas,  and  Agrippa. 

Ant.  If  we  compose  well  here,  to  Parthia: 
Baric,  Ventidius. 

Cm.  I  do  not  know, 

Mecaenas;  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Noble  friends, 

That  which  combined  us  was  most  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.     What's  amiss, 
May  it  be  gently  heard:  when  we  debate  20 

Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murder  in  healing  wounds:  then,  noble  partners, 
The  rather,  for  I  earnestly  beseech, 
Touch  you  the  sourest  points  with  sweetest  terms, 
Nor  curstness  grow  to  the  matter. 

Ant.  'Tis  spoken  well. 

Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fight, 
I  should  do  thus.  [Flourish. 

Cms.  Welcome  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Thank  you. 

Cms.  Sit. 

Ant.  Sit,  sir. 

Cms.  Nay,  then. 

Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill  which  are  not  so, 
Or  being,  concern  you  not. 

Cm.  I  must  be  laugh'd  at,  30 

If,  or  for  nothing  or  a  little,  I 
Should  say  myself  offended,  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'  the  world;  more  laugh'd  at,  that  I  should 
Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  sound  your  name 
It  not  concern'd  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  Egypt,  Caesar, 

What  was't  to  you? 

Cass.  No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  Egypt:  yet,  if  you  there 
Did  practise  on  my  state,  your  being  in  Egypt 
Might  be  my  question, 

Ant.  How  intend  you,  practised?  40 

Cm.  You  may  be  pleased  to  catch  at  mine  intent 
By  what  did  here  botal  me.     Your  wife  and  brother 
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Made  wars  upon  me:  and  their  contestation 
"Was  theme  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 

You  do  mistake  vour  business;  my  brother  never 
Did  urge  me  in  his  act:  I  did  inquire  it: 
And  have  my  learning  from  some  true  reports, 
That  drew  their  swords  with  you.     Did  he  not  rather 
Discredit  my  authority  with  yours; 

And  make  the  wars  alike  against  my  stomach,  50 

Having  alike  your  cause?    Of  this  my  letters 
Before  did  satisfy  you.     If  you'll  patch  a  quarrel, 
As  matter  whole  you  have  not  to  make  it  with, 
It  must  not  be  with  this. 

You  praise  yourself 
By  laying  defects  of  judgment  to  me;  but 
You  patch'd  up  your  excuses. 

Ant.  Not  so,  not  so; 

I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on't, 
Very  necessity  of  this  thought,  that  I. 
Your  partner  in  the  cause  'gainst  which  he  fought, 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  those  wars  60 

Which  fronted  mine  own  peace.     As  for  my  wife, 
I  would  you  had  her  spirit  in  such  another: 
The  third  o'  the  world  is  yours;  which  with  a  snaffle 
You  may  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife. 

Eno.  \Yould  we  had  all  such  wives,  that  the  men  might 
go  to  wars  with  the  women! 

Ant.  So  much  uncurbable,  her  garboils,  Caesar, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience,  which  not  wanted 
Shrewdness  of  policy  too,  I  grieving  grant 
Did  you  too  much  disquiet:  for  that  you  must  70 

But  say,  I  could  not  help  it. 

G?&.  I  wrote  to  you 

When  rioting  in  Alexandria;  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  missive  out  of  audience. 

Ant.  Sir, 

He  fell  upon  me  ere  admitted:  then 
Three  kings  I  had  newly  feasted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'  the  morning:  but  next  day 
I  told  him  of  myself;  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  ask'd  him  pardon.     Let  this  fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  strife:  if  we  contend,  80 

Out  of  our  question  wipe  him. 

Cas.  You  have  broken 

The  article  of  your  oath:  which  you  shall  never 
Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lep,  Soft,  Caesar ! 
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Ant.  No, 

Lepidus,  let  him  speak: 
The  honour  is  sacred  which  he  talks  on  now, 
Supposing  that  I  lack'd  it.     But,  on,  Caesar; 
The  article  of  my  oath. 

Cms.  To  lend  me  arms  and  aid  when  I  required  them: 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

Ant.  Neglected,  rather; 

And  then  when  poison'd  hours  had  bound  me  up  90 

From  thine  own  knowledge.     As  nearly  as  I  may, 
I'll  play  the  penitent  to  you:  but  mine  honesty 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatness,  nor  my  power 
Work  without  it.     Truth  is,  that  Fulvia. 
To  have  me  out  of  Egypt,  made  wars  here ; 
For  which  myself,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  ask  pardon  as  befits  mine  honour 
To  stoop  in  such  a  case. 

Lep.  'Tis  noble  spoken. 

Mec.  If  it  might  please  you,  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefs  between  ye :  to  forget  them  quite  100 

Were  to  remember  that  the  present  need 
Speaks  to  atone  you. 

Lep.  Worthily  spoken,  Mecsenas. 

Eno.  Or,  if  you  borrow  one  another's  love  for  the  instant, 
you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Pompey,  return 
it  again :  you  shall  have  time  to  wrangle  in  when  you  have 
nothing  else  to  do. 

Ant.  Thou  art  a  soldier  only:  speak  no  more. 

Eno.  That  truth  should  be  silent  I  had  almost  forgot. 

Ant.  You  wrong  this  presence ;  therefore  speak  no  more. 

Eno.  Go  to,  then ;  your  considerate  stone. 

Cms.  I  do  not  much  dislike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  speech;  for't  cannot  be 
We  shall  remain  in  friendship,  our  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  acts.     Yet,  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  should  hold  us  stanch,  from  edge  to  edge 
O'  the  world  I  would  pursue  it. 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Caesar, — 

Cms.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  hast  a  sister  by  the  mother's  side,  120 

Admired  Octavia:  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

Cm.  Say  not  so,  Agrippa: 

If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  reproof 
Were  well  deserved  of  rashness. 

Ant.  I  am  not  married,  Caesar:  let  me  hear  Agrippa 
further  speak. 
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Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity, 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unslipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Octavia  to  his  wife ;  whose  beauty  claims  130 

Xo  worse  a  husband  than  the  best  of  men; 
Whose  virtue  and  whose  general  graces  speak 
That  which  none  else  can  utter.     By  this  marriage, 
All  little  jealousies,  which  now  seem  great, 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers, 
"Would  then  be  nothing:  truths  would  be  tales, 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths:  her  love  to  both 
Would  each  to  other  and  all  loves  to  both, 
Draw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  spoke ; 
For  'tis  a  studied,  not  a  present  thought,  140 

Bv  duty  ruminated. 
A  n  t. "  Will  Caesar  speak  1 

Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touch'd 
With  what  is  spoke  already. 

Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 

If  I  would  say,  "Agrippa,  be  it  so," 
To  make  this  good? 

The  power  of  Caesar,  and 
His  power  unto  Octavia. 

Ant,  May  I  never 

To  this  good  purpose,  that  so  fairly  shows. 
Dream  of  impediment!     Let  me  have  thy  hand: 
Further  this  act  of  grace;  and  from  this  hour 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves  150 

And  sway  our  great  designs! 

There  is  my  hand. 
A  sister  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 
Did  ever  love  so  dearly:  let  her  live 
To  j  jin  our  kingdoms  "and  our  hearts:  and  never 
Fly  off  our  loves  again ! 

L  -p.  Happily,  amen ! 

A  nf.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  sword  'gainst  Pompey; 
Foi  he  hath  laid  strange  courtesies  and  great 
Of  late  upon  me:  I  must  thank  him  only, 
Le  t  my  remembrance  suffer  ill  report; 
At  heel  of  that,  defy  him 

Lep.  Time  calls  upon's:  160 

O  '  us  must  Pompey  presently  be  sought, 
0    else  he  seeks  out  us. 

Ant.  Where  lies  he? 

ffet.  About  the  mount  Misenum. 
What  is  his  stroneth  bv  laad? 
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Cat,  Great  and  increasing:  but  by  sea 
He  is  an  absolute  master. 

Ant.  So  is  the  fame. 

Would  we  had  spoke  together!     Haste  we  for  it: 
Yet,  ere  we  put  ourselves  in  arms,  dispatch  we 
The  business  we  have  talk'd  of. 

Cms.  With  most  gladness : 

And  do  invite  you  to  my  sister's  view,  170 

Whither  straight  I'll  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus, 

Not  lack  your  company. 

Lep,  Noble  Antony, 

Not  sickness  should  detain  me. 

[Floiwish.     Exeunt  Cmsar,  Antony,  and  LepiduA, 

Mec.  Welcome  from  Egypt,  sir. 

Eno.  Half  the  heart  of  Caesar,  worthy  Mecamas!  My 
honourable  friend,  Agrippa! 

Agr.  Good  Enobarbus ! 

Mec.  We  have  cause  to  be  glad  that  matters  are  so  well 
digested.     You  stayed  well  by't  in  Egypt.  180 

Eno.  Ay,  sir;  we  did  sleep  day  out  of  countenance,  and 
made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec.  Eight  wild  boars  roasted  whole  at  a  breakfast, 
and  but  twelve  persons  there;  is  this  true? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle:  we  had  much 
more  monstrous  matter  of  feast,  which  worthily  deserved 
noting. 

Mec.  She's  a  most  triumphant  lady,  if  report  be  square 
to  her.  190 

Em.  When  she  first  met  Mark  Antony,  she  pursed  up 
his  heart,  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 

Agr.  There  she  appeared  indeed ;  or  my  reporter  devised 
well  for  her. 

Eno.  I  will  tell  you. 
The  barge  she  sat  in,  like  a  burnish'd  throne, 
Burn'd  on  the  water:  the  poop  was  beaten  gold; 
Purple  the  sails,  and  so  perfumed  that 
The  winds  were  love-sick  with  them ;  the  oars  were  silver, 
Which  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and  made        200 
The  water  which  they  beat  to  follow  faster, 
As  amorous  of  their  strokes.    For  her  own  person, 
It  beggar'd  all  description:  she  did  lie 
In  her  pavilion — cloth-of-gold  of  tissue — i 
O'erpicturing  that  Venus  where  we  see 
The  fancy  outwork  nature:  on  each  side  her 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  smiling  Cupids, 
With  divers-colour'd  fans,  whose  wind  did  seem 
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To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool, 
And  what  they  undid  did. 

Agr.  O,  rare  for  Antony !  210 

Eno.  Her  gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 
So  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i'  the  eyes, 
And  made  their  bends  adornings:  at  the  helm 
A  seeming  mermaid  steers:  the  silken  tackle 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  those  flower-soft  hands, 
That  yarely  frame  the  office.    From  the  barge 
A  strange  Invisible  perfume  hits  the  sense 
Of  the  adjacent  wharfs.     The  city  cast 
Her  people  out  upon  her;  and  Antony, 
•Enthroned  i'  the  market-place,  did  sit  alone,  220 

Whistling  to  the  air;  which,  but  for  vacancy, 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 

Agr.  Rare  Egyptian! 

Eno.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  sent  to  her, 
Invited  her  to  supper:  she  replied, 
It  should  be  better  he  became  her  guest ; 
Which  she  entreated:  our  courteous  Antony, 
Whom  ne'er  the  word  of  "No"  woman  heard  speak, 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  feast, 
And  for  his  ordinary  pays  his  heart  230 

For  what  his  eyes  eat  only. 

Agr.  Royal  wench! 

She  made  great  Caesar  lay  his  sword  to  bed; 
He  plough'd  her,  and  she  cropp'd. 

Eno.  I  saw  her  once 

Hop  forty  paces  through  the  public  street ; 
And  having  lost  her  breath,  she  spoke,  and  panted, 
That  she  did  make  defect  perfection, 
And,  breathless,  power  breathe  forth. 

Mec.  Now  Antony  must  leave  her  utterly. 

Eno.  Never;  he  will  not: 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale  240 

Her  infinite  variety :  other  women  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed :  but  she  makes  hungry 
Where  most  she  satisfies :  for  vilest  things 
Become  themselves  in  her;  that  the  holy  priests 
Bless  her  when  she  is  riggish. 

Mec.  If  beauty,  wisdom,  modesty,  can  settle 
The  heart  of  Antony.  Octavia  is 
A  blessed  lottery  to'hirn. 

Agr.  Let  us  go. 

Good  Enobarbus.  make  yourself  my  guest 
Whilst  you  abide  here. 

Eno,  '  Humbly,  sir,  I  thank  you.  [Exeunt.  250 
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Scene  III.     Tlie  same.     Omar's  house. 

Enter  Antony,  CLbsar,  Oct  a  via  between  them,  and  Attend- 
ants. 

-4?i^.  The  world  and  my  great  office  will  sometimes 
Divide  me  from  your  bosom. 

Octa.  All  which  time 

Before  the  gods  my  knee  shall  bow  my  prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Good  night,  sir.     My  Octavia, 

Head  not  my  blemishes  in  the  world's  report : 
I  have  not  kept  my  square;  but  that  to  come 
Shall  all  be  done  by  the  rule.     Good  night,  dear  lady. 
Good  night,  sir. 

Cms.  Goodnight.  [Exeunt  Ccesar  and  Oct  aria. 

Enter  Soothsayer. 

Ant.  Now!  sirrah;  you  do  wish  yourself  in  Egypt?      10 

Sooth.  Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,  nor  you 
Thither! 

Ant.  If  you  can,  your  reason  ? 

Sooth.  I  see  it  in 

My  motion,  have  it  not  in  my  tongue :  but  yet 
Hie  you  to  Egypt  again. 

Ant.  Say  to  me, 

Whose  fortunes  shall  rise  higher,  Caesar's  or  mine? 

Sooth.  Caesar's. 
Therefore,  O  Antony,  stay  not  by  his  side : 
Thy  demon,  that's  thy  spirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
Noble,  courageous,  high,  unmatchable,  20 

Where  Caesar's  is  not ;  but,  near  him,  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  fear,  as  being  o'erpower'd ;  therefore 
Make  space  enough  between  you. 

Ant.  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee;  no  more,  but  when  to  thee. 
If  thou  dost  play  with  him  at  any  game, 
Thou  art  sure  to  lose;  and,  of  that  natural  luck, 
He  beats  thee  'gainst  the  odds :  thy  lustre  thickens. 
When  he  shines  by:  I  say  again,  thy  spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him ; 
But,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

Ant.  Get  thee  gone :  30 

Say  to  Ventidius  I  would  speak  with  him: 

[Exit  Soothsayer. 
He  shall  to  Parthia.     Be  it  art  or  hap. 
He  hath  spoken  true:  the  very  dice  obey  him; 
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And  in  our  sports  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  chance:  if  we  draw  lots,  he  speeds; 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  still  of  mine, 
When  it  is  all  to  nought:  and  his  quails  ever 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,~at  odds.     I  will  to  Egypt: 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 
I'  the  east  my  pleasure  lies. 

Enter  Vextidius. 

O,  come,  Yentidius.  40 

Y'ou  must  to  Parthia :  your  commission's  ready : 
Follow  me,  and  receive't.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.     The  game.     A  street. 
Enter  Lepidus,  Mec.exas,  and  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Trouble  yourselves  no  further:  pray  you,  hasten 
Y'our  generals  after. 

Agr.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 

"VYill  e'en  but  kiss  Octavia,  and  we'll  follow. 

Lep.  Till  I  shall  see  you  in  your  soldier's  dress, 
Which  will  become  you  both,  farewell. 

Mt  i  We  shall, 

As  I  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  the  Mount 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  '  Your  way  is  shorter; 

My  purposes  do  draw  me  much  about: 
You'll  win  two  days  upon  me. 

*?**  J-  Sir,  good  success! 

Lep.  Farewell.  [Exeunt.  10 

Scexe  V.    Alexandria.     Cleopatra's  palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmlan,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Give  me  some  music ;  music,  moody  food 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love. 
Attend.  The  music,  ho! 

Enter  Mardlvx  the  Eunuch. 

Cleo.  Let  it  alone;  let's  to  billiards:  come.  Charmian. 
Char.  My  arm  is  sore:  best  play  with  Mardian. 
Cleo.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  eunuch  play'd 
As  with  a  woman.     Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  sir? 
Mar.  As  well  as  I  can,  madam. 
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Cleo.  And  ■when  goodwill  is  show'd,  though't  come  too 
short, 
The  actor  may  plead  pardon.     I'll  none  now: 
Give  me  mine  angle;  we'll  to  the  river:  there,  10 

My  music  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-finn'd  fishes;  my  bended  hook  shall  pierce 
Their  slimy  jaws;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
I'll  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
And  say  "  Ah,  ha!  you're  caught." 

Char.  'Twas  merry  when 

You  wager'd  on  your  angling;  when  your  diver 
Did  hang  a  salt-fish  on  his  hook,  which  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time, — O  times! — 

I  laugh'd  him  out  of  patience;  and  that  night 
I  laugh'd  him  into  patience:  and  next  morn,  20 

Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed; 
Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  whilst 
I  wore  his  sword  Philippan. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

O,  from  Italy! 
Ram  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears, 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Mess.    ""  Madam,  madam, — 

Cleo.  Antonius  dead! — If  thou  say  so,  villain, 
Thou  kill'st  thy  mistress:  but  well  and  free, 
If  thou  so  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  bluest  veins  to  kiss;  a  hand  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd,  and  trembled  kissing.  30 

Mess.  First,  madam,  lie  is  well. 

Cleo.  Why,  there's  more  gold. 

But,  sirrah,  mark,  we  use 
To  say  the  dead  are  well:  bring  it  to  that. 
The  gold  I  give  thee  will  I  melt  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat. 

Mess.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo.  Well,  goto,  I  will; 

But  there's  no  goodness  in  thy  face:  if  Antony 
Be  free  and  healthful, — so  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  such  good  tidings!     If  not  well, 
Thou  shouldst  come  like  a  fury  crown'd  with  snakes,      40 
Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mess.  Will't  please  you  hear  me? 

Cleo.  I  have  a  mind  to  strike  thee  ere  thou  speak'st: 
Yet,  if  thou  say  Antony  lives,  is  well, 
Or  friends  with  Ca;sar,  or  not  captive  to  him, 
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I'll  set  tlico  in  a  shower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Mem.  Madam,  he's  well. 

Well  said. 

Mess.  And  friends  with  Ca?sar. 

Cleo.  Thou'rt  an  honest  man. 

Mess.  Caesar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

CUo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

.1/ xv.  But  yet,  madam, — 

Cleo.  I  do  not  like  *'But  yet,"  it  does  allay  50 

The  good  precedence:  fie  upon  "  But  yet"! 
•'  But  yet "  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.     Prithee,  friend, 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 
The  good  and  bad  together,  he's  friends  with  Caesar; 
In  state  of  health  thou  say'st;  ard  thou  sav'st  free. 

Mess.  Free,  madam!  no;  I  made  no  such  report: 
He's  bound  unto  Octavia. 

Vim.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mess.  For  the  best  turn  i'  the  bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Mess.  Madam,  he's  married  to  Octavia.  60 

Cleo.  The  most  infectious  pestilence  upon  thee! 

[.Sfrt&fc!*  him  down. 

Mess.  Good  madam,  patience. 

Cleo.  What  say  you?    Hence, 

[Strikt-n  him  again. 
Horrible  villain !  or  I'll  spurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me;  I'll  unhair  thy  head 

[She  hales  him  up  and  down. 
Thou  shalt  be  whipp'd  with  wire,  and  stew'd  in  brine, 
Smarting  in  lingering  pickle. 

-V-  «.*.  Gracious  madam, 

1  that  do  bring  the  news  made  not  the  match. 

Cleo.  Say  'tis  not  so,  a  province  I  will  give  thee, 
And  make  thy  fortunes  pioud:  the  blow  thou  hadst 
Shall  make  thy  peace  for  moving  me  to  rage;  70 

And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  beside" 
Thy  modesty  can  beg. 

Mam.  He's  married,  madam. 

Cleo.  Rogue,  thou  ha>t  lived  too  Ions:.      [Dravs  a  knife. 

Mess.  "  Xay,  then  I'll  run. 

What  mean  you,  madam?    I  have  made  no*  fault.       [Exit 

Char.  Good  madam,  keep  yourself  within  yourself: 
The  man  is  innocent. 

Cleo.  Some  innocents  'scape  not  the  thunderbolt. 
Melt  Egypt  into  Nile*  and  kindly  creature* 
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Turn  .all  to  serpents!     Call  the  slave  again: 

Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him:  call.  80 

Char.  He  is  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  I  will  not  hurt  him. 

[  Krtt  Char  mill  n. 
These  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  strike 
A  meaner  than  myself;  since  I  myself 
Have  given  myself  the  cause. 

Re-enter  Charmian  and  Messenger. 

Come  hither,  sir. 
Though  it  be  honest,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news:  give  to  a  gracious  message 
An  host  of  tongues;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themselves  when  they  be  felt. 

Mess.  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo.  Is  he  married? 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worser  than  I  do,  90 

If  thou  again  say  "  Yes." 

Mess.  He's  married,  madam. 

Cleo.  The  gods  confound  thee!  dost  thou  hold  there  still? 

Mess.   Should  I  lie,  madam? 

Cleo.  O,  I  would  thou  didst, 

So  half  my  Egypt  were  submerged  and  made 
A  cistern  for  scaled  snakes!     Go,  get  thee  hence: 
Hadst  thou  Narcissus  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  wouldst  appear  most  ugly.     He  is  married? 

Max.   I  crave  your  highness'  pardon. 

Cieo.  He  is  married? 

Mess.  Take  no  offence  that  I  would  not  offend  you: 
To  punish  me  for  what  you  make  me  do  100 

Seems  much  unequal:  he's  married  to  Octavia. 

Cleo.  O,  that  his  fault  should  make  a  knave  of  thee, 
That  art  not  what  thou'rt  sure  of!     Get  thee  hence: 
The  merchandise  which  thou  hast  brought  from  Rome 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me:  lie  they  upon  thy  hand, 
And  be  undone  by  em !  [ Exit  Uessengi  r, 

Char.  Good  your  highness,  patience. 

Cleo.  In  praising  Antony,  I  have  dispraised  Caesar. 

Char.  Many  times,  madam. 

vleo.  I  am  paid  for't  now. 

Lead  me  from  hence; 

I  faint:  0  Ii'ns,  Charmian!  'tis  no  matter.  110 

Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas;  bid  liim 
Report  the  feature  of  Octavia,  her  years, 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 
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The  colour  of  her  hair:  bring  me  word  quickly. 

[Exit  Alexa*. 
Let  him  for  ever  go: — let  him  not — Charmian, 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
The  other  way's  a  Mars.     Bid  you  Alexas      [To  Marrfi.in. 
Bring  me  word  how  tall  she  is.     Pity  me,  Charmian, 
But  do  not  speak  to  me.     Lead  me  to  my  chamber. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  YL     Near  Misenum. 

Flourish.  Enter  Pompey  and  Menas  at  one  side,  icith  drum 
and  trumpet:  at  another,  C.esau.  Antony.  Lepidus, 
Enobakbus,  Mec.enas,  irith  Soldiers  marching. 

Pom.  Your  hostages  I  have,  so  have  you  mine; 
And  we  shall  talk  before  we  right. 

Oast.  Most  meet 

That  first  we  come  to  words ;  and  therefore  have  we 
Our  written  purposes  before  us  sent: 
"Which,  if  thou  hast  consider'd,  let  us  know 
If  'twill  tie  up  thy  discontented  sword, 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth 
That  else  must  perish  here. 

Pom.  To  you  all  three, 

The  senators  alone  of  this  great  world, 
Chief  factors  for  the  gods,  I  do  not  know  10 

Wherefore  my  father  should  revengers  want, 
Having  a  son  and  friends;  since  Julius  Caesar, 
Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghosted, 
There  saw  you  labouring  for  him.     What  was't 
That  moved  pale  Cassius  to  conspire;  and  what 
Made  the  all-honour'd,  honest  Roman,  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd  rest,  courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man?    And  that  is  it 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy;  at  whose  burthen  30 

The  anger'd  ocean  foams;  with  which  I  meant 
To  scourge  the  ingratitude  that  despiteful  Rome 
Cast  on  my  noble  father. 

Cats.  Take  your  time. 

Ant.  Thou  canst  not  fear  us,  Pompey,  with  thy  sails; 
We'll  speak  with  thee  at  sea:  at  land,  thou  know'st 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pom.  At  land,  indeed, 

Thou  dost  o'er-count  me  of  my  father's  house- 
But,  since  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself, 
Remain  in't  as  thou  mayst. 
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Lep.  Be  pleased  to  tell  us — 

For  this  is  from  the  present — how  you  take  30 

The  offers  we  have  sent  you. 

Cces.  There's  the  point. 

Ant.  Which  do  not  be  entreated  to,  hut  weigh 
What  it  is  worth  embraced. 

Cces.  And  what  may  follow, 

To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Pom.  You  have  made  me  offer 

Of  Sicily,  Sardinia;  and  I  must 
Rid  all  the  sea  of  pirates;  then,  to  send 
Measures  of  wheat  to  Rome;  this  'greed  upon, 
To  part  with  unhack'd  edges,  and  Dear  back 
Our  targes  undinted. 

Cces.  Ant.  Lep.  That's  our  offer. 

Pom.  Know,  then,  40 

I  came  before  you  here  a  man  prepared 
To  take  this  offer;  but  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  some  impatience,  though  I  lose 
The  praise  of  it  by  telling,  you  must  know, 
When  Caesar  and  your  brother  were  at  blows, 
Tour  mother  came  to  Sicdy  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly 

Ant.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey; 

And  am  well  studied  for  a  liberal  thanks 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  have  your  hand* 

I  did  not  think,  sir,  to  have  met  you  here.  50 

Ant.  The  beds  i'  the  east  are  soft;  and  thanks  to  you, 
That  call'd  me  timelier  than  my  purpose  hither; 
For  I  have  gain'd  by't. 

Cces.  Since  I  saw  you  last, 

There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom.  Well,  I  know  not 

What  counts  harsh  fortune  casts  upon  my  face; 
But  in  my  bosom  shall  she  never  come, 
To  make  my  heart  her  vassal.  .  , 

Lep.  Well  met  here. 

Pom.  I  hope  so,  Lepidus.     Thus  we  are  agreed 
1  crave  our  composition  may  be  written, 
And  seal'd  between  us. 

Cces.  That's  the  next  to  do.  60 

Pom.  We'll  feast  each  other  ere  we  part;  and  let's 
Draw  lots  who  shall  begin. 

Ant.  That  will  T,  Pompey. 

Pom.  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot:  but,  first 
Or  last,  jour  fine  Egyptian  cookery 
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Shall  have  the  fame.     I  have  heard  that  Jul; -is  Caesar 
Grow  fat  with  feasting  there. 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Pom.  I  have  fair  meanings,  sir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then  so  much  have  I  heard : 
And  I  have  heard,  Apollodorus  carried — 

Eno.  No  more  of  that-  he  did  so. 

Pom.  "What,  I  pray  you?    70 

Eno.  A  certain  queen  to  Caesar  in  a  mattress. 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now:  how  farest  thou,  soidier? 

Eno.  Well; 

And  well  am  like  to  do ;  for,  I  perceive, 
Four  feasts  are  toward. 

Pom.  Let  me  shake  thy  hand ; 

I  never  hated  thee :  I  have  seen  thee  fight, 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno.  Sir, 

I  never  loved  you  much;  but  I  ha'  praised  ye, 
When  you  have  well  deserved  ten  times  as  much 
As  I  have  said  you  did. 

Pom.  Enjoy  thy  plainness,  80 

It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee. 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all : 
"Will  you  lead,  lords? 

Cos.  Ant.  Lep.  Show  us  the  way,  sir. 

Pom.  Come. 

[Ereunt  all  but  MenaK  and  Enobarbux. 

Men.  [Aml<]  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have  made 
this  treaty. — You  and  1  have  known,  sir. 

Euo.  At  sea,  I  think. 

Men.  We  have,  sir. 

Eno.  You  have  done  well  by  water. 

Men.  And  you  b)r  land.  90 

Eno.  I  will  praise  any  man  that  will  praise  me;  though 
it  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 

Mm.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water" 

Eno.  Yes,  something  you  can  deny  for  your  own  safety : 
you  have  been  a  great  thief  by  sea. 

Men.  And  you  by  laud. 

Eno.  There  I  deny  my  land  service.  But  give  me  your 
hand,  Menas:  if  our  eyes  had  authority,  here  they  might 
take  two  thieves  kissing.  100 

Men.  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatsome'er  their  hands 
are. 

En:*.  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  true  face. 

Men.  No  slander;  they  steal  hearts. 

SHAK.    III.— 18  . 
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Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  sorry  it  is  turned  to  a  drinking 
Pompeydoth  this  day  laugh  away  Ins  fortune.  110 

Eno.  If  he  do,  sure,  he  cannot  weep't  back  again. 

Men.  You've  said,  sir.  We  looked  not  for  Mark  Antony 
here:  pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra? 

Eno.  Caesar's  sister  is  called  Octavia. 

Men.  True,  sir;  she  was  the  wife  of  Caius  Marcellus. 

Eno.  But  she  is  now  the  wife  of  Marcus  Antonius. 

Men.  Pray  ye,  sir?  120 

Eno.  'Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  Caesar  and  he  for  ever  knit  together. 

Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity,  I  would 
not  prophesy  so. 

Men.  I  think  the  policy  of  that  purpose  made  more  ;n 
the  marriage  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

Eno.  I  think  so  too.  But  you  shall  find,  the  band  that 
seems  to  tie  their  friendship  together  will  be  the  very 
strangler  of  their  amity.  Octavia  is  of  a  holy,  cold,  and 
still  conversation.  130 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  so? 

Eno.  Not  he  that  himself  is  not  so ;  which  is  Mark  Antony. 
He  will  to  his  Egyptian  dish  again  then  shall  the  sighs  of 
Octavia  blow  the  fire  up  in  Caesar;  and,  as  I  said  before, 
that  which  is  the  strength  of  their  amity  shall  prove  the 
immediate  author  of  their  variance.  Antony  will  use  his 
affection  where  it  is:  he  married  but  his  occasion  here.  140 

Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  sir,  will  you  aboard? 
1  have  a  health  for  you. 

Eno.  I  shall  take  it,  sir:  we  have  used  our  throats  in 
Egypt. 

Men.  Come,  let's  away.  [Ereunt. 

Scene  VII.     Onboard  Pompty's  f/nliei/,  off  Misenvm. 
Music  play*.     Enter  two  <>r  three  Servants  with  a  banquet. 

First  Serr,  Here  they'll  be,  man.  Some  o'  their  plants 
are  ill-rooted  already;  the  least  wind  l'the  world  will  blow 
them  down. 

See.  Serv.  Lepidus  is  high-coloured. 

First  Serv,  They  have  made  him  drink  almsdrink. 

Sec.  Serv.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  disposition, 
he  cries  out  "  No  more;"  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty, 
and  himself  to  the  drink. 

First  Serv.  But  it  raises  the  greater  war  between  him 
and  his  discretion.  11 
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Sec.  Sere.  Why,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's 
fellowship:  I  had  as  lief  have  a  reed  that  will  do  me  no 
service  as  a  partisan  I  could  not  heave. 

First  Sa-c.  To  be  called  into  a  huge  sphere,  and  not  to 
be  seen  to  move  in't,  are  the  holes  where  eyes  should  be, 
which  pitifully  disaster  the  cheeks. 

.4  sennet  sounded.  Enter  Caesar,  Antony.  Lepidus,  Pom 
pey,  Agrippa,  Me&ksas,  Enobarbus,  Menas,  with 
other  captains. 

Ant.  [To  Ccemr]  Thus  do  they,  sir:  they  take  the  flow  o 
the  Nile  20 

By  certain  scales  i'  the  pyramid ;  they  know, 
By  the  height,  the  lowness,  or  the  mean,  if  dearth 
Or  foison  follow  ■  the  higher  Nilus  swells, 
The  more  it  promises:  as  it  ebbs,  the  seedsman 
Upon  the  slime  and  ooze  scatters  his  grain, 
And  shortly  comes  to  harvest. 

Lep.  You've  strange  serpents  there. 

Ant.  A}-,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Y'our  serpent  of  Egypt  is  bred  now  of  your  mud 
by  the  operation  of  your  sun:  so  is  your  crocodile.  31 

Ant.  They  are  so. 

P"m.  Sit,— and  some  wine!    A  health  to  Lepidus! 

Lep.  I  am  not  so  well  as  I  should  be,  but  I'll  ne'er  out. 

Who.  Not  till  you  have  slept;  I  fear  me  you'll  be  in  till 
then. 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard  the  Ptolemies'  pyra- 
mises  are  Very  goodly  things;  without  contradiction,  I 
have  heard  that.  41 

Men.  [Aside  to  Pom.]  Pompey,  a  word. 

Pom.  [Ajside  to  Men.]  Say  in  mine  ear 

what  is't? 

M>  i>.  [Aside  to  Pom.]  Forsake  thy  seat,  I  do  beseech  thee, 
captain, 
And  hear  me  speak  a  word. 

Pun.  [Aside  to  Men.]  Forbear  me  till  anon.  This  wine 
for  Lepidus ! 

Lep.  What  manner  o'  thing  is  your  crocodile? 

Ant.  It  is  shaped,  sir,  like  itself;  and  it  is  as  broad  as  it 
hath  breadth :  it  is  just  so  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  with  it 
own  organs:  it  lives  by  that  which  nourisheth  it;  and  the 
elements  once  out  of  it,  it  transmigrates.  51 

Id  p.  What  colour  is  it  of? 

Ant.  Of  it  own  colour  too. 

Lep.  'Tis  a  strange  serpent. 

Ant,  'Tis  so.    And  the  tears  of  it  are  wet. 
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Cops.  Will  this  description  satisfy  him? 

Ant.  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  else  he  is 
a  very  epicure. 

Pom.   {Aside,  to  Men.]  Go  hang,  sir,  hang!     Tell  me  of 
that?  away! 
Do  as  I  hid  you.     Where's  this  cup  I  call'd  for? 

Men.   [Aside  to  Pom.]  If  for  the  sake  of  merit  thou  wilt 
hear  me,  61 

Rise  from  thy  stool. 

Pom.  [Aside  to  Men.]  I  think  thou'rt  mad.     The  matter? 

[Rises,  and  walks  aside. 

Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 

Pom.  Thou  hast  served  me  with  much  faith.     What's 
else  to  say? 
Be  jolly,  lords. 

Ant.  These  quick-sands,  Lepidus, 

Keep  off  them,  for  you  sink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  all  the  world? 

Pom.  What  say'st  thou? 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  world?    That's 
twice. 

Pom.  How  should  that  be  ? 

Men.  But  entertain  it, 

And,  though  thou  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man  70 

Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pom.  Hast  thou  drunk  well? 

Men.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup. 
Thou  art,  if  thou  darest  be,  the  earthly  Jove: 
Whate'er  the  ocean  pales,  or  sky  inclips, 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  ha't. 

Pom.  Show  me  which  way. 

Men.  These  three  world-sharers,  these  competitors, 
Arc  in  thy  vessel:  let  me  cut  the  cable; 
And,  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  throats: 
All  there  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  shouldst  have  done, 

And  not  have  spoke  on't!     In  me  'tis  villany;  80 

In  thee't  had  been  good  service.     Thou  must  know, 
Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour; 
Mine  honour,  it.     Repent  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
Hath  so  betray 'd  thine  act:  being  done  unknown, 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done; 
But  must  condemn  it  now.     Desist,  and  drink. 

Men.  [Aside]  For  this, 
I'll  never  follow  thy  pall'd  fortunes  more. 
Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take  when  once  'Us  offer'd. 
Shall  never  find  it  more, 
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Am,  This  health  to  Lepidus!  90 

Ant.  Bear  him  ashore.     I'll  pledge  it  for  him,  Pompey. 

Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  Menas! 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome! 

Pont.  Fill  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno.  There's  a  strong  fellow,  Menas. 

[Painting  to  the  Attendant  icho  carries  off  Lepidus. 

Men.  Why? 

Eno.  A'  bears  the  third  part  of  the  world,  man;    see'st 
not? 

Men.  The  third  part,  then,  is  drunk:  would  it  were  all, 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels! 

Eno.  Drink  thou;  increase  the  reels.  100 

Men.   Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feast. 

Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it.     Strike  the  vessels,  ho! 
Here  is  to  Caesar! 

Ca>s.  I  could  well  forbear't. 

It's  monstrous  labour,  when  I  wash  my  brain, 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.  Be  a  child  o'  the  time. 

Cces.  Possess  it,  I'll  make  answer: 
But  I  had  rather  fast  from  all  four  days 
Than  drink  so  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha,  my  brave  emperor!  [To  Antony. 

Shall  we  dance  now  the  Egyptian  Bacchanals,  110 

And  celebrate  our  drink? 

Pom.  Let's  ha't,  good  soldier. 

Ant.   Come,  let's  all  take  hands, 
Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  steep'd  our  sense 
In  soft  and  delicate  Lethe.    » 

Eno.  All  take  hands. 

Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  music: 
The  while  I'll  place  you-  then  the  boy  shall  sing; 
The  holding  every  man  shall  bear  as  loud 
As  his  strong  sides  can  volley. 

[Music  plays.     Enrbarbvx  places  tliem  hand  in  hand. 

The  Song. 
Come,  thou  monarch  of  the  vine,  120 

Plumpy  Bacchus  with  pink  eyne! 
In  thy  fats  our  cares  be  drown'd, 
With  thy  grapes  our  hairs  be  crown'd: 
Cup  us,  till  the  world  go  round, 
Cup  us,  till  the  world  go  round! 
Ca>s.  What   would  you    more?     Pompey,   good    night. 
Good  brother, 
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Let  me  request  you  oil:  our  graver  business 

Frowns  at  this  levity.     Gentle  lords,  let's  part: 

You  see  we  have  burnt  our  cheeks:  strong  Enobarb 

Is  weaker  than  the  wine;  and  mine  own  tongue  ICO 

Splits  what  it  speaks:  the  wild  disguise  hath  almost 

Antick'd  us  all.     What  needs  more  words?     Good  night. 

Good  Antony,  your  hand. 

Pom.  I'll  try  you  on  the  shore. 

Ant.  And  shall,  sir:  give's  your  hand. 

Pom.  O  Antony, 

You  have  my  father's  house, — But,  what?  we  are  friends. 
Come,  down  into  the  boat. 

Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Enobarbus  and  Mom  . 
Menas,  I'll  not  on  shore. 

Men.  No,  to  my  cabin. 

These  drums!  these  trumpets,  flutes!  what! 
Let  Neptune  hear  we  bid  a  loud  farewell 
To  these  great  fellows:  sound  and  be  hang'd,  sound  out! 
[Sound  a  flourish,  with  drums.     140 

Eno.  Ho !  says  a'.     There's  my  cap. 

Men.  Ho!    Noble  captain,  come.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

Scene  I.    A  plain  in  Syria. 

Enter  Ventiditjs  as  it  tcere  in  triumph,  with  Silius,  and 
other  Romans,  Officers,  and  Soldiers;  the  dead  body  of 
Pacortjs  borne  before  him. 

Ven.  Now,  darting  Parthia,  art  thou  struck;  and  now 
Pleased  fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crassus'  death 
Make  me  revenger.     Bear  the  king's  son's  body 
Before  our  army.     Thy  Pacorus,  Orodes, 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  Crassu6. 

Sit.  Noble  Ventidius, 

Whilst  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  sword  is  warm, 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow ;  spur  through  Media, 
Mesopotamia,  and  the  shelters  whither 
The  routed  fly    so  thy  grand  captain  Antony 
Shall  set  thee  on  triumphant  chariots  and  10 

Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven.  O  Silius,  Silius, 

I  have  done  enough;  a  lower  place,  note  well, 
May  make  too  great  an  act:  for  learn  this,  Silius; 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 
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Acquire  too  high  a  fame  when  him  we  serve's  away. 

(a-ar  and  Antony  have  ever  won 

More  in  their  officer  than  person:  Sossius, 

One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant, 

For  quick  accumulation  of  renown, 

"Which  he  achieved  by  the  minute,  lost  his  favour.  20 

Who  does  i'  the  wars  more  than  his  captain  can 

Becomes  his  captain's  captain:  and  ambition. 

The  soldier's  virtue,  rather  makes  choice  of  loss. 

Than  gain  which  darkens  him. 

I  could  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good, 

But  'twould  offend  him ;  and  in  his  offence 

Should  my  performance  perish. 

SB.  Thou  hast,  Ventidius,  that 

Without  the  which  a  soldier,  and  his  sword. 
Grants  scarce  distinction.     Thou  wilt  write  to  Antony? 

Y(>i.  I'll  humbly  signify  what  in  his  name,  30 

That  magical  word  of  war,  we  have  effected; 
How,  with  his  banners  and  his  well-paid  ranks, 
The  ne'er- vet -Iwaten  horse  of  Parthia 
"We  have  jaded  out  o'  the  field. 

Si!.  Where  is  he  now? 

Yen.   He  purposeth  to  Athens:  whither,  with  what  haste 
The  weight  we  must  convey  with's  will  permit. 
We  shall  appear  before  him.     On,  there;  pass  along! 

[Exeunt. 


Scexe  II.    Home.    An  ante-chamber  in  Casar's  house. 
Enter  Agrippa  at  one  door,  Exobarbus  at  another. 

Ayr.  What,  are  the  brothers  parted? 

Ei">.  They  have  dispatch'd  with  Pompey.  he  is  gone; 
The  other  three  are  sealing.     Octavia  weeps 
To  part  from  Rome;  Ca?sar  is  sad;  and  Lepidus, 
Since  Pompey's  feast,  as  Menas  says,  is  troubled 
With  the  green  sickness. 

Agr.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Ei'O.  A  very  fine  one:    O,  how  he  loves  Caesar. 

Agr.  Nay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Antony! 

En".   Casar?     Why.  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 

Agr.  What's  Antony?     The  god  of  Jupiter.  10 

En''.  Spake  you  of  Caesar?    How!  the  nonpareil! 

Agr.  O  Antony!     O  thou  Arabian  bird! 

Eno.  AVould  you   praise  C*sar.   say   ••Ca.'sar:"   go  no 
further. 

Agr.  Indeed,  he  plied  them  both  with  excellent  praises. 
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Eno.  But  he  loves  Caesar  best;  yet  he  loves  Antony: 
Ho!  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  scribes,  bards,  poets,  cannot 
Think,  speak,  cast,  write,  sing,  number,  ho! 
His  love  to  Antony.     But  as  for  Caesar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 

Apr,  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  shards,  and  he  their  beetle. 

[Trumpets  within.]     So;         20 
This  is  to  horse.     Adieu,  noble  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  soldier;  and  farewell. 

Enter  Caesar,  Antony,  Lepidcs,  and  Octavia. 

Ant.  No  further,  sir. 

Cms.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  myself ; 
Use  me  well  in't.     Sister,  prove  such  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  farthest  band 
Shall  pass  on  thy  approof.     Most  noble  Antony, 
Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue,  which  is  set 
Betwixt  us  as  the  cement  of  our  love, 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram  to  batter  30 

The  fortress  of  it;  for  better  might  we 
Have  loved  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts 
This  be  not  cherish'd. 

Ant.  Make  me  not  offended 

In  your  distrust. 

Cms.  I  have  said. 

Ant.  You  shall  not  find. 

Though  you  be  therein  curious,  the  least  cause 
For  what  you  seem  to  fear:  so,  the  gods  keep  you, 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  serve  your  ends! 
We  will  here  part. 

Ccbs.  Farewell,  my  dearest  sister,  fare  thee  well: 
The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make  40 

Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort!  fare  thee  well. 

Oct.  My  noble  brother! 

Ant.  The  April's  in  her  eyes:  it  is  love's  spring, 
And  these  the  showers  to  bring  it  on.     Be  cheerful. 

Oct.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  husband's  house;  and — 

Cms.  What, 

Octavia? 

Oct.  I'll  tell  you  in  your  ear. 

Ant.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue, — the  swan's  down-feather, 
That  stands  upon  the  swell  at  full  of  tide, 
And  neither  way  inclines.  50 

Eno.  [Aside  to  Agr.]  Will  Caesar  weep? 

Agr.  [Aside  to  Eno.]  He  has  a  cloud  in's  face. 
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Eno   [Aside  to  Agr.]  He  were  the  worse  for  that,  were  he 
a  horse ; 
So  is  he,  being  a  man. 

Agr.  [Aside  to  Eno.]  Why,  Enobarbus, 
"When  Antony  found  Julius  Caesar  dead, 
He  cried  almost  to  roaring:  and  he  wept 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  slain. 

Eno.  [Aside  to  Agr.]  That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled 
with  a  rheum ; 
What  willingly  he  did  confound  he  wail'd, 
Belicve't,  till  I  wept  too. 

( I r.v.  No,  sweet  Octavia, 

You  shall  hear  from  me  still;  the  time  shall  not 
Outgo  my  thinking  on  you. 

Ant.  Come,  sir,  come;  60 

I'll  wrestle  with  you  in  my  strength  of  love: 
Look,  here  I  have  you;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 

Ca-s.  Adieu;  be  happy! 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  stars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  way! 

Cm.  Farewell,  farewell!  [Kisses  Octavia. 

Ant.  Farewell ! 

[Trumpets  sound.     Ereunt. 

Scene  III.    Alexandria.     Cleopatra's  palate. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  the  fellow? 

Alex.  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to. 

Enter  the  Messenger  as  before. 
Come  hither,  sir. 

Alex.  Good  majesty, 

Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you 
But  when  you  are  well -pleased. 

Cleo.  That  Herod's  head 

I'll  have-  but  how,  when  Antony  is  gone 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it?    Come  thou  near. 

Mess.  Most  gracious  majesty, — 

Cleo.  Didst  thou  behold  Octavia? 

Mess.  At,  dread  queen. 

Cleo.  Where?  10 

Mess.  Madam,  in  Rome; 
I  look'd  her  in  the  face,  and  saw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony, 
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Cleo    Is  she  as  tall  as  me? 

Mess.  She  is  not,  madam. 

Cleo.  Didst  hear  her  speak?  is  she  shrill-tongued  or  low? 

Mess.  Madam,  I  heard  her  speak;  she  is  low-voiced. 

Cleo.  That's  not  so  good :  he  cannot  like  her  long. 

Char.  Like  her!  O  Isis!  'tis  impossible. 

Cleo.  I  think  so,  Charmian :  dull  of  tongue,  and  dwarfish! 
What  majesty  is  in  her  gait  ?     Remember,  20 

If  e'er  thou  look'dst  on  majesty. 

Mess.  She  creeps: 

Her  motion  and  her  station  are  as  one; 
She  shows  a  body  rather  than  a  life, 
A  statue  than  a  breather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain? 

Mess.  Or  I  have  no  observance. 

Char.  Three  in  Egypt 

Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing; 

I  do  perceive't;  there's  nothing  in  her  yet: 
The  fellow  has  good  judgement. 

Char.  Excellent. 

Cleo.  Guess  at  her  years,  I  prithee. 

Mess.  Madam, 

She  was  a  widow, — 

Cleo.  Widow!  Charmain,  hark.  30 

Mess.  And  I  do  think  she's  thirty. 

Cleo.  Bear'st  thou  her  face  in  mind?  is't  long  or  round? 

Mess.  Round  even  to  faultincss. 

Cleo.  For  the  most  part,  too,  they  are  foolish  that  are  so. 
Her  hair,  what  colour? 

Mess.  Brown,  madam;  and  her  forehead 
As  low  as  she  would  wish  it. 

Cleo.  There's  gold  for  thee. 

Thou  must  not  take  my  former  sharpness  ill: 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again;  I  find  thee 
Most  fit  for  business:  go  make  thee  ready;  40 

Our  letters  are  prepared.  [Exit  Messenger, 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cleo.  Indeed,  he  is  so    I  repent  me  much 
That  I  so  harried  him.     Why,  methinks,  by  him, 
This  creature's  no  such  thing. 

Char.  Nothing,  madam. 

Cleo.  The  man  hath  seen  some  majesty,  and  should  know. 

CJtar.  Hath  he  seen  majesty?     Isis  else  defend, 
And  serving  you  so  long! 

Cleo.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  yet,  good  Char 
miau. 
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But  'tis  uo  matter:  thou  shalt  bring  liim  to  me 

Whore  1  will  write.     All  may  be  well  enough.  50 

Char.   I  warrant  you.  madam.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  IV.     At&mt     A  room  in  Antony's  house. 
Enter  Antony  and  Octayia. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay,  Octavia,  not  only  that, — 
That  were  excusable,  that,  and  thousands  more 
Of  semblable  import, — but  he  hath  waged 
New  wars  'gainst  Pompey  ;  made  his  will,  and  read  it 
To  public  ear: 

Spoke  scantly  of  me :  when  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  sickly 
He  vented  them;  most  narrow  measure  lent  me: 
When  the  best  hint  was  given  him,  he  not  took't, 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth. 

Oct.  O  my  good  lord,  10 

Believe  not  all;  or,  if  you  must  believe. 
Stomach  not  all.     A  more  unhappy  lady, 
If  this  division  chance,  ne'er  stood  between, 
Praying  for  both  parts: 
The  good  gods  will  mock  me  presently, 
When  I  shall  pray,"  O,  bless  my  lord  and  husband!" 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
"  O,  bless  my  brother!""  Husband  win,  win  brother, 
Prays,  and  destroys  the  prayer;  no  midway 
Twixt  these  extremes  at  all. 

Art.  Gentle  Octavia,  20 

Let  your  best  love  draw  to  that  point,  which  seeks 
Best  to  preserve  it :  if  I  lose  mine  honour, 
I  lose  myself:  better  I  were  not  yours 
Thau  yours  so  branchless.     But  as  you  requested, 
Yourself  shall  go  between's:  the  mean  time,  lady, 
I'll  raise  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  staiu  your  brother:  make  your  soonest  haste; 
So  your  desires  are  yours. 

Oct.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 

The  Jove  of  power  make  me  most  weak,  most  weak, 
Your  reconciler!     Wars  'twixt  you  twain  would  be  30 

As  if  the  world  would  cleave,  and  that  slain  men 
Should  solder  up  the  rift. 

Ant.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
Turn  your  displeasure  that  way;  for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  so  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.     Provide  your  going; 
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Choose  your  own  company,  and  command  what  cost 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  [  Exeunt. 

Scene  V.     Tliesame.     Another  room. 
Enter  Enobarbus  and  Eros,  meeting. 

Eno.  How  now,  friend  Eros! 

Eros.  There's  strange  news  come,  sir. 

Eno.  What,  man? 

Eros.  Caesar  and  Lepidus  have  made  wars  upon  Pompey. 

Eno.  This  is  old:  what  is  the  success? 

Eros.  Caesar,  having  made  use  of  him  in  the  wars  'gainst 
Pompey,  presently  denied  him  rivality;  would  not  let  him 
partake  in  the  glory  of  the  action:  and  not  resting  here, 
accuses  him  of  letters  lie  bad  formerly  wrote  to  Pompey; 
upon  his  own  appeal,  seizes  him:  so  the  poor  third  is  up,  till 
death  enlarge  his  confine. 

Eno.  Then,  world,  thou  hast  a  pair  of  chaps,  no  more; 
And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  that  thou  hast, 
They'll  grind  the  one  the  oilier.     Where's  Antony? 

Eros.  He's  walking  in  the  garden— thus;  and  spurns 
The  rush  that  lies  before  him;  cries  "Fool  Lepidus!" 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer 
That  murdered  Pompey. 

Eno.  Our  great  navy's  rigg'd.  20 

Eros.  For  Italy  and  Caesar."  More,  Domit'ius; 
My  lord  desires  you  presently:  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno.  'Twill  be  naught: 

But  let  it  be.     Bring  me  to  Antony. 

Eros.  Come,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  VI.     Rome.     Caesar's  lionse. 
Enter  Caesar,  Agrippa,  and  Mecenas. 
Ce*.  Contemning  Rome,  he  has  done  all  this,  and  more, 
In  Alexandria:  here's  the  manner  oft: 
I'  the  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  silver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himself  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publicly  enthroned:  at  the  feet  sat 
Caesarion,  whom  they  call  my  father's  son, 
And  all  the  unlawful  issue  that  their  lust 
Since  then  has  made  between  them.     Unto  her 
He  gave  the  stablishment  of  Egypt;  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia,  10 

Absolute  queen. 
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M  ft  This  in  the  public  eye? 

.    I'  the  common  show-phice,  where  they  exercise. 
Hi-  BODS  he  there  proclaim M  the  kings  of  kings: 
Great  Media.  Parthia.  and  Armenia, 
He  nn  to  Alexander:  to  Ptolemy  be  assign'd 
Syria,  Cilieia,  and  Phoenicia:  she 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddess  Isis 
That  day  appeared ;  and  oft  before  gave  audience, 
As  'tis  reported,  so. 

Mi  .  Let  Rome  be  thus 

Inform  "d. 

Agr.      Who,  queasy  with  his  insolence  20 

Already,  will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  bim. 

Cms.  The  people  know  it;  and  have  now  received 
His  accusations. 

Agr.  Who  does  he  accuse? 

Ca*.  Csesar:  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
Sex t us  Pompeius  spoil'd,  we  bad  not  rated  him 
Hi<  put  o'  the  isle,  then  does  lie  say,  he  lent  me 
Some  shipping  unrestored:  lastly,  he  frets 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  deposed;  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Jf/r.  Sir.  this  should  be  answer 'd  30 

Cues.  'Tis  done  already,  and  the  messenger  gone. 
I  have  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abused. 

And  did  deserve  his  change:  for  what  I  have  couquer'd, 
I  grant  him  part;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia, 
And  other  of  his  conquer'd  kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mtc.  He'll  never  yield  to  that. 

Nor  must  not  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 

Enter  Octavia  iritfi  Jar  train. 

Oct.  Hail.  C'a?sar,  and  my  lord!  hail,  most  dear  Caesar! 
That  ever  I  should  call  thee  castaway.  40 

Oct   You  have  not  call'd  me  so,  nor  have  you  cause. 

Why  have  you  stol'n  upon  us  thus?     You  come  not 
Like  Caesar's  sifter:  the  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  usher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horse  to  tell  of  her  approach 
Long  ere  she  did  appear;  the  trees  by  the  way 
Should  have  l*orne  men:  ami  expectation  faiiited. 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not;  nay,  the  dust 
Should  have  ascended  to  the  roof  of  heaven, 
Raised  by  your  populous  troops:  but  you  arc  come  50 
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A  market-mud  to  Rome ;  iind  have  prevented 
The  ostentation  of  our  love,  which,  left  unshewn 
Is  often  left  unloved:  we  should  have  me   you 
By  sea  and  land ;  supplying  every  stare 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Oct.  Good  my  ic-d, 

To  come  thus  was  I  not  constrained,  but  did 
On  my  free  will.     My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
Hearing  that  you  prepared  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grieved  ear  withal;  whereon,  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

Cats.  Which  soon  he  granted,  GO 

Being  an  obstruct  'tween  his  lust  and  him. 

Oct.  Do  not  say  so,  my  lord. 

Cats.  I  have  eyes  upon  him, 

And  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind. 
Where  is  he  now? 

Oct.  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

Cces.  No,  my  most  wronged  sister;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.     He  hath  given  Ins  empire 
Up  to  a  whore;  who  now  are  levying 
The  kings  o'  the  earth  for  war:  he  hath  assembled 
Bocchus,  the  king  of  Libya;  Archelaus, 
Of  Cappadocia;  Philadelphos,  king  70 

Of  Paphlagonia;  the  Thracian  king,  Adallas; 
King  Malchus  of  Arabia;  King  of  Pont; 
Herod  of  Jewry;  Mithrhlates,  king 
Of  Comagene ;  Polemon  and  Amyntas, 
Tlie  kings  of  Mede  and  Lycaonia, 
With  a  more  larger  list  of  sceptres. 

Oct.  Ay  me,  most  wretched, 

That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends 
That  do  afflict  each  other! 

Cm.  Welcome  hither: 

Your  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth; 
Till  we  perceived,  both  how  you  were  wrong  fed,  80 

And  we  in  negligent  danger.     Cheer  your  heart: 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  which  drives 
O'er  your  content  these  strong  necessities; 
But  let  determined  things  to  destiny 
Hold  unbewail'd  their  way.     Welcome  to  Rome; 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  are  abused 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought:  and  the  high  gods, 
To  do  you  justice,  make  them  ministers 
Of  us  and  those  that  love  you.     Best  of  comfort; 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

Ayr.  Welcome,  lady. 
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Mec.  Welcome,  dear  madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you : 
Only  the  adulterous  Antony,  most  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  off; 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull, 
That  noises  it  against  us. 

Oct.  Is  it  so,  sir? 

Can.  Most  certain.     Sister,  welcome :  pray  you, 
Be  ever  known  to  patience:  my  dear'st  sister!        [Exeunt. 


Scene  VII.    Near  AcHum.     Antony's  camp. 
Enter  Cleopatra  and  Enobarbcs. 

Cleo.  I  will  be  even  with  thee,  doubt  it  not. 

Eho.  But  why,  why,  why? 

Cho.  Thou  hast  forspoke  my  being  in  these  wars, 
And  say'st  it  is  not  fit. 

Eno.  Well,  is  it,  is  it  1 

Cleo.  If  not  denounced  against  us,  why  should  not  we 
Be  there  in  person? 

Eno.     [Aside]      Well,  I  could  reply: 
If  we  should  serve  with  horse  and  mares  togther, 
The  horse  were  merely  lost ;  the  mares  would  bear 
A  soldier  and  his  horse. 

Cleo.  What  is't  you  say?  10 

En".  Your  presence  needs  must  puzzle  Antony; 
Take  from  his  heart,  take  from  his  brain,  from's  time, 
What  should  not  then  be  spared.     He  is  already 
Traduced  for  levity:  and  'tis  said  in  Rome 
That  Photinus  an  eunuch  and  your  maids 
Manage  this  war. 

Cleo.  Sink  Rome,  and  their  tongues  rot 

That  speak  against  us!    A  charge  we  bear  i'  the  war, 
And,  as  the  president  of  my  kingdom,  will 
Appear  there  for  a  man.     Speak  not  against  it; 
I  will  not  stay  behind. 

Ei to.  Nay,  I  have  done.  20 

Here  comes  the  emperor. 

Enter  Axtoxv  and  Caxidius. 

Ant.  Is  it  not  strange,  Canidius, 

That  from  Tarentum  and  Brundusium 
He  could  so  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  sea. 
And  take  in  Toryne?     You  have  heard  on't,  sweet? 

Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admired 
Thau  by  the  negligent. 


560  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.       [act  m. 

Aril.  A  good  rebuke, 

Which  might  have  well  becomed  the  best  of  men, 
To  taunt  at  slackness.     Canidius,  we 
Will  fight  with  him  by  sea. 

Cleo.  By  sea!  what  else? 

Can.  Why  will  my  lord  do  so? 

Ant.  For  that  he  dares  us  to't.  30 

Eno.  So  hath  my  lord  dared  him  to  single  fight. 

Can.  Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  Pharsalia, 
Where  Caesar  fought  with  Pompey:  but  these  offers, 
Which  serve  not  for  his  vantage,  he  shakes  off; 
And  so  should  you. 

Eno.  Your  ships  are  not  well  mann'd; 

Your  mariners  are  muleters,  reapers,  people 
Ingross'd  by  swift  impress;  in  Ca-sar's  fleet 
Are  those  that  often  have  'gainst  Pompey  fought: 
Their  ships  are  yare;  yours,  heavy:  no  disgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refusing  him  at  sea,  40 

Being  prepared  for  land. 

Ant.  By  sea,  by  sea. 

Eno.  Most  worthy  sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  absolute  soldiership  you  have  \>y  land ; 
Distract  your  army,  which  doth  most  consist 
Of  war-mark'd  footmen ;  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge;  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promises  assurance ;  and 
Give  up  yourself  merely  to  cluince  and  hazard, 
From  firm  security. 

Ant.  I'll  fight  at  sea. 

Cleo.  I  have  sixty  sails,  Caesar  none  better.  50 

Ant.  Our  overplus  of  shipping  will  we  burn; 
And,  with  the  rest  full-mann'd,  from  the  head  of  Actium 
Beat  the  approaching  Caesar.     But  if  we  fail, 
We  then  can  do't  at  land. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Thy  business? 

Mess.  The  news  is  true,  my  lord ;  he  is  descried ; 
Caesar  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  person?  'tis  impossible; 
Strange  that  his  powers  should  be.     Canidius, 
Our  nineteen  legions  thou  shalt  hold  by  land. 
And  our  twelve  thousand  horse.     We'll  to  our  ship:        60 
Away,  my  Thetis! 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

How,  now,  worthy  soldier? 
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8M.  0  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  by  sea ; 
Trust  not  to  rotten  planks:  do  you  misdoubt 
This  sword  and  these  my  wounds?     Let  the  Egyptians 
And  the  Phoenicians  go  a-ducking:  we 
Have  used  to  conquer,  standing  on  the  earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Ant.  "Well,  well:  away! 

[Extant  Antony,  Cleopatra,  and  Enohirhu*. 

Sold.  By  Hercules.  I  think  I  am  i*  the  right. 

Can.  Soldier,  thou  art:  but  his  whole  action  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on't:  so  our  leader's  led,  70 

And  we  are  women's  men. 

■^M.  You  keep  by  land 

The  legions  and  the  horse  whole,  do  you  not? 

Can.  Marcus  Octavius,  Marcus  Justeius, 
Publicola,  and  Caelius,  are  for  sea : 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.     This  speed  of  Ca?sar's 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Sold.  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome; 

His  power  went  out  in  such  distractions  as 
Beguiled  all  spies. 

Can.  Who's  his  lieutenant,  hear  you? 

Sold.  They  say,  one  Taurus. 

Can.  Well  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mem.  The  emperor  calls  Canidius.  80 

Cm.  With  news  the  time's  with  labour,  and  throes  forth, 
Each  minute,  some.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  YIII.     A  plain  near  Artium. 
Enter  Cesar,  and  Taurus,  irithliisarmy,  marching. 

Cm.  Taurus! 

Tanr.  My  lord! 

Ca>s.  Strike  not  by  land;  keep  whole:  provoke  not  battle, 
Till  we  have  done  at  sea.     Do  not  exceed 
The  prescript  of  this  scroll:  our  fortune  lies 
Upon  this  jump.  [Etetnt. 

Scene  IX.     Another  part  of  the  plain. 

Enter  Astony  and  Enobarrcs. 

Ant.  Set  we  our  squadrons  on  yond  side  o'  the  hill, 
In  eye  of  Caesar's  battle:  from  which  place 
"We  may  the  number  of  the  ships  behold, 
And  so  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  X.     Another  part  of  the  plain. 

Canidius  marcheth  with  his  land  army  one  way  over  the  stage; 
and  Taurus,  the  lieutenant  of  Caesar,  the  other  <ray. 
After  their  going  in,  is  heard  live  noise  of  a  sea-fight. 

Alarum.     Enter  Enobardi;s. 

Eno.  Naught,  naught,   all  naught!     I  can   behold    no 
longer: 
The  Antoniad,  the  Egyptian  admiral, 
With  all  their  sixty,  fly  and  turn  the  rudder: 
To  see't  mine  eyes  are  blasted. 

En  let-  SCARUS. 

Scar.  Gods  and  goddesses, 

All  the  whole  synod  of  them! 

Eno.  What's  thy  passion  ? 

Scar.   The  greater  cantle  of  the  world  is  lost 
With  very  ignorance ;  we  have  kiss'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno.  How  appears  the  fight? 

Scar.  On  our  side  like  the  token'd  pestilence, 
Where  death  is  sure.     You  ribaudred  nag  of  Egypt, —    10 
Whom  leprosy  o'ertake! — i'  the  midst  o'  the  fight, 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appear'd, 
Both  as  the  same,  or  rather  ours  the  elder, 
The  breese  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June, 
Hoists  sails  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld: 
Mine  eyes  did  sicken  at  the  sight,  and  could  not 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  loof  d, 

The  noble  ruin  of  her  magic,  Antony, 
Claps  on  his  sea-wing,  and,  like  a  doting  mallard,  20 

Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flics  after  her: 
I  never  saw  an  action  of  such  shame; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Pid  violate  so  itself. 

Eno.  Alack,  alack! 

Enter  Canidius. 

Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  sea  is  out  of  breath, 
And  sinks  most  lamentably.     Had  our  general 
Been  what  lie  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well: 
O,  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight, 
Most  grossly,  by  his  own! 
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Eno.  Ay.  are  you  thereabouts? 

Why,  then,  good  night  indeed.  30 

Can.  Toward  Peloponnesus  are  they  fled. 

Sear.  Tis  easy  to't;  and  there  I  will  attend 
What  further  comes. 

Cm.  To  &Bmx  will  I  render 

My  legions  and  my  horse :  six  kings  already 
Show  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  I'll  yet  follow 

The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  though  my  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me.  {Exeunt. 

Scene  XI.     Alexandria.     C leopatra's palace. 
Enter  Antony  with  Attendants. 

Ant.  Hark!  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon't; 
It  is  ashamed  to  bear  me!    Friends,  come  hither: 
I  am  so  lated  in  the  world,  that  I 
Have  lost  my  way  for  ever:  I  have  a  ship 
Laden  with  gold;  take  that,  divide  it;  fly, 
And  make  Your  peace  with  Ca?sar. 

All  Fly!  not  we. 

Ant.  I  have  fled  myself:  and  have  instructed  cowards 
To  run  and  show  their  shoulders.     Friends,  be  gone; 
I  have  myself  resolved  upon  a  course 

Which  has  no  need  of  you ;  be  gone :  10 

My  treasure's  in  the  harbour,  take  it.     O, 
I  follow'd  that  I  blush  to  look  upon: 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  rashness,  and  they  them 
For  fear  and  doting.     Friends,  l>e  gone:  you  shall 
Have  letters  from  me  to  some  friends  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.     Pray  you,  look  not  sad, 
Nor  make  replies  of  loathness:  take  the  hint 
Which  my  despair  proclaims;  let  that  be  left 
Which  leaves  itself:  to  the  sea-side  straightway:  20 

I  will  possess  you  of  that  ship  and  treasure. 
Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little :  pray  you  now : 
Nay.  do  so;  for,  indeed,  I  have  lost  command, 
Therefore  I  pray  you:  I'll  see  you  by  and  by.     [Sits  down. 

Enter  Cleopatra  led  by  Charmian  and  Iras;  Eros  fol- 
lowing. 

Eros.  Nay,  gentle  madam,  to  him,  comfort  him. 
Iras.  Do,  most  dear  queen. 
Char,  Do!  why:  what  else? 
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Cleo.  Let  me  sit  down.     O  Juno! 

Ant.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Eros.  See  you  here,  sir?  30 

Ant.  O  fie,  fie,  fie! 

Char.  Madam! 

Iras.  Madam,  O  good  empress! 

Eros.  Sir,  sir, — 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord,  yes;  he  at  Philippi  kept 
His  sword  e'en  like  a  dancer;  while  I  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassius;  and  'twas  I 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended:  he  alone 
Dealt  on  lieutenantry,  and  no  practice  had 
In  the  brave  squares  of  war:  yet  now — No  matter.  40 

Cleo.  Ah,  stand  by. 

Bros.  The  queen,  my  lord,  the  queen. 

Iras.  Go  to  him,  madam,  speak  to  him: 
He  is  unqualified  with  very  shame. 

Cleo.  Well  then,  sustain  me:  O! 

Eros,  Most  noble  sir,  arise;  the  queen  approaches: 
Her  head's  declined,  and  death  will  seize  her,  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  rescue. 

Ant.  I  have  offended  reputation, 
A  most  unnoble  swerving. 

Eros.  Sir,  the  queen.  50 

Ant.  O,  whither  hast  thou  led  me,  Egypt?    See, 
How  I  convey  my  shame  out  of  thine  eyes 
By  looking  back  what  I  have  left  behind 
'Stroy'd  in  dishonour. 

Cleo.  O  my  lord,  my  lord. 

Forgive  my  fearful  sails!     I  little  thought 
You  would  have  follow'd. 

Ant.  Egypt,  thou  knew'st  too  wrell 

My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  strings, 
And  thou  shouldst  tow  me  after:  o'er  my  spirit 
Thy  full  supremacy  thou  knew'st,  and  that 
Thy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods  60 

Command  me. 

Cleo.  O,  my  pardon! 

Ant.  Now  I  must 

To  the  young  man  send  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  shifts  of  lowness;  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o'  the  world  play'd  as  I  pleased, 
Making  and  marring  fortunes.      You  did  know 
How  much  you  were  my  conqueror;  and  that 
My  sword,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  cause. 

C'leo.  Pardon,  pardon | 
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Ant.   Fall  not  a  tear,  I  say;  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  lost:  give  me  a  kiss;  70 

Even  this  repays  me.     We  sent  our  schoolmaster; 
Is  he  come  back?     Love,  I  am  full  of  lead. 
Some  wine,  within  there,  and  our  viands!    Fortune  knows 
We  scorn  her  most  when  most  she  offers  blows.     [Amuff. 


Scene  XII.     Egypt.     Oemr's  camp. 
End  r  Cesar,  Dolabella,  Thyrsus,  with  others. 

Oss.  Let  him  appear  that's  come  from  Antony. 
Know  you  him? 

Dei.  Caesar,  'tis  his  schoolmaster: 

An  argument  that  he  is  pluck'd,  when  hither 
He  sends  so  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing, 
Which  had  superfluous  kings  for  messengers 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Euphroxius,  ambassador  from  Antony. 

Qm.  Approach,  and  speak. 

En  ph.  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony: 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends 
As  is  the  morn  dew  on  the  myrtle-leaf 
To  his  grand  sea. 

Cas.  Be't  so:  declare  thine  office.  10 

En  ph.  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  salutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  Egypt:  which  not  granted, 
He  lessens  his  requests;  and  to  thee  sues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and  earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens:  this  for  him. 
Next.  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  greatness: 
Submits  her  to  thy  might;  and  of  thee  craves 
The  circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Qes.  For  Antony, 

I  have  no  ears  to  his  request.     The  queen  20 

Of  audience  nor  desire  shall  fail,  so  she 
From  Egypt  drive  her  all-disgraced  friend, 
Or  take  his  life  there:  this  if  she  perform, 
She  shall  not  sue  unheard.     So  to  them  both. 

E>/ ph.  Fortune  pursue  thee! 

Cm.  Bring  him  through  the  bands. 

[Exit  Euphroniu*. 

tTo  Thy  reus]  To  try  thy  eloquence,  now  'tis  time:  dispatch; 
'rom  Antony  win  Cleopatra:  promise. 
And  in  our  name,  what  she  requires;  add  more, 
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From  thine  invention,  offers:  women  are  not 

In  their  hest  fortunes  strong;  hut  want  will  perjure         30 

The  ne'er-touch'd  vestal:  try  thy  cunning,  Thyreus; 

Make  thine  own  edict  for  thy  pains,  which  we 

Will  answer  as  a  law. 

TTiyr.  Caesar,  I  go. 

Cms.  Observe  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw, 
And  what  thou  think'st  his  very  action  speaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

1  hyr.  Caesar,  I  shall.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  XIII.     Alexandria.     Cleopatra's  palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  What  shall  we  do,  Enobarbus? 

Eno.  Think,  and  die. 

Cleo.  Is  Antony  or  we  in  fault  for  this? 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reason.     What  though  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whose  several  ranges 
Frighted  each  other?  why  should  he  follow? 
The  itch  of  his  affection  should  not  then 
Have  nick'd  his  captainship;  at  such  a  point, 
When  half  to  half  the  world  opposed,  he  being 
The  fmeered  question:  'twas  a  shame  no  less  10 

Than  was  his  loss,  to  course  your  flying  flags, 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cleo.  Prithee,  peace. 

Enter  Antony  with  Euphronius,  the  Ambassador. 

Ant.  Is  that  his  answer? 

Euph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  The  queen  shall  then  have  courtesy,  so  she 
Will  yield  us  up. 

Euph.  He  says  so. 

Ant.  Let  her  know't. 

To  the  boy  Caesar  send  this  grizzled  head, 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wishes  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

CUo.  That  head,  my  lord? 

Ant.  To  him  again:  tell  him  he  wears  the  rose  20 

Of  youth  upon  him;  from  which  the  world  should  note 
Something  particular:  his  coin,  ships,  legions, 
May  be  a  coward's;  whose  ministers  would  prevail 
Under  the  service  of  a  child  as  soon 
As  i'  the  command  of  Caesar;  I  dare  him  therefore 
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To  lay  his  gay  comparisons  apart, 

Aud  answer  me  declined,  sword  against  sword, 

Ourselves  alone.     I'll  write  it:  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  Antony  and  Euphronius. 
Etto.   [Aside]  Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Caesar  will 
Unstate  his  happiness,  and  be  staged  to  the  show,  30 

Against  a  sworder!     I  see  men's  judgements  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes ;  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them, 
To  suffer  all  alike.     That  he  should  dream, 
Knowing  all  measures,  the  full  Caesar  will 
An>wer  his  emptiness!     Caesar,  thou  hast  subdued 
His  judgement  too. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att.  A  messenger  from  Caesar. 

Cleo.  What,  no  more  ceremony?    See,  my  women! 
Against  the  blown  rose  may  they  stop  their  "nose 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  buds.     Admit  him,  sir.  40 

[Exit  Attendant. 

Mho.  [Aside]  Mine  honesty  and  I  begin  to  square. 
The  loyalty  well  held  to  fools  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly:  yet  he  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fall'n  lord 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i'  the  story. 

Enter  Thyreus. 

Cleo.  Caesar's  will? 

Thyr.  Hear  it  apart. 

Cleo.  None  but  friends:  say  boldly. 

Thyr.  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 

Eno.  He  needs  as  many,  sir,  as  Caesar  has; 
Or  needs  not  us.     If  Caesar  please,  our  master  50 

Will  leap  to  be  his  friend :  for  us,  you  know 
AVhose  he  is  we  are,  and  that  is,  Caesar's. 

Thyr.  So. 

Thus  then,  thou  most  renown'd:  Caesar  entreats, 
Not  to  consider  in  what  case  thou  stand'st, 
Further  than  he  is  Caesar. 

f'leo.  Go  on :  right  royal. 

Thyr.  He  knows  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
%s  vou  did  love,  but  as  vou  fear'd  him. 

Oleo,  O! 

Thyr.  The  scars  upon  your  honour,  therefore,  he 
Does  pity,  as  constrained  blemishes, 
Not  as  deserved. 


568  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. ' ",.    [act  hi. 

Cleo.  He  is  a  god,  and  knows  60 

What  is  most  right :  mine  honour  was  not  yielded, 
But  conquer'd  merely. 

Eno.  [Aside]  To  be  sure  of  that, 

I  will  ask  Antony.     Sir,  sir,  thou  art  so  leaky, 
That  we  must  leave  thee  to  thy  sinking,  for 
Thy  dearest  quit  thee.  [Exit.. 

Thyr.  Shall  I  say  to  Caesar 

What  you  require  of  him?  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  desired  to  give.     It  much  would  please  him, 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  should  make  a  staff 
To  lean  upon:  but  it  would  warm  his  spirits, 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony,  TO 

fAnd  put  yourself  under  his  shrowd, 
The  universal  landlord. 

Cleo.  What's  your  name? 

Thyr.  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

Cleo.  Most  kind  messenger, 

Say  to  great  Caesar  this:  in  deputation 
I  kiss  his  conquering  hand:  tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at's  feet,  and  there  to  kneel: 
Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying  breath  I  hear 
The  doom  of  Egypt. 

Thyr.  'Tis  your  noblest  course. 

Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together, 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can,  80 

No  chance  may  shake  it.     Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cleo.  Your  Caesar's  father  oft, 
When  he  hath  mused  of  taking  kingdoms  in, 
Bestow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place, 
As  it  rain'd  kisses. 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Enobarbxjs. 

Ant.  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders! 

What  art  thou,  fellow? 

Thyr.  One  that  but  performs 

The  bidding  of  the  fullest  man,  and  worthiest 
To  have  command  obey'd. 

Eno.  [Aside]  You  will  be  whipp'd. 

Ant.  Approach,  there!    Ah,  you  kite!    Now,  gods  and 
devils! 
Authority  melts  from  me:  of  late,  when  I  cried  "Ho!"  90 
Like  boys  unto  a  muss,  kings  would  start  forth, 
And  cry  "  Your  will?"     Have  you  no  ears?    I  am 
Antony  yet. 

Enter  Attendants. 
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Take  hence  this  Jack,  and  whip  him. 

Eno.  [AMe\  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant  Moon  and  stars! 

Whip  him.     Were't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tributaries 
That  do  acknowledge  Caesar,  should  I  rind  them 
So  saucy  with  the  hand  of  she  here. — what's  her  name, 
Since  she  was  Cleopatra?     Whip  him,  fellows, 
Till,  like  a  boy,  you  see  him  cringe  his  face,  100 

And  whine  aloud  for  mercv:  take  him  hence. 

Thyr.  Mark  Antony ! 

Art.  "  Tug  him  away:  being  whipp'd, 

Bring  him  again :  this  Jack  of  Caesar's  shall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him.  \E>runt  Attendant swith  Ihyreus. 
You  were  half  blasted  ere  I  knew  you:  ha! 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  unpress'd  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race. 
And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abused 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders? 

Good  my  lord, — 

Ant  Y'ou  have  been  a  boggier  ever:  110 

But  when  we  in  our  viciousness  grow  hard — 
O  misery  on't! — the  wise  gods  seal  our  eyes; 
In  our  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgements;  make  us 
Adore  our  errors;  laugh  at's,  while  we  strut 
To  our  confusion. 

CU".  O,  is't  come  to  this? 

Ant  I  found  you  as  a  morsel  cold  upon 
Dead  Caesar's  trencher;  nay.  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompey's;  besides  what  hotter  hours, 
Unregister'd  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriously  pick'd  out:  for,  I  am  sure,  120 

Though  you  can  guess  what  temperance  should  be, 
Y'ou  know  not  what  it  is. 

Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this? 

Ant.  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards 
And  say  "God  quit  you!"  be  familiar  with 
My  playfellow,  your  hand ;  this  kingly  seal 
And  plighter  of  "high  hearts!     O.  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Basan.  to  outroar 
The  horned  herd !  for  I  have  savage  cause ; 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 

A  halter'd  neck  which  does  the  hangman  thank  130 

For  being  yare  about  him. 

Jie-enter  Attendants  with  Thtbel-s. 

Is  he  whipp'd? 
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First  Att.  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Cried  he?  and  begg'd  a'  pardon? 

First  Att.  He  did  ask  favour. 

Ant.  If  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  his  daughter;  and  be  thou  sorry 
To  follow  Caesar  in  his  triumph,  since 
Thou  hast  been  whipp'd  for  following  him:  henceforth 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee, 
Shake  thou  to  look  on't.     Get  thee  back  to  Caesar, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment:  look,  thou  say  140 

He  makes  me  angry  with  him ;  for  he  seems 
Proud  and  disdainful,  harping  on  what  I  am, 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was:  he  makes  me  angry; 
And  at  this  time  most  easy  'tis  to  do't, 
When  my  good  stars,  that  were  my  former  guides, 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  shot  their  fires 
Into  the  abysm  of  hell.     If  he  mislike 
My  speech  and  what  is  done,  tell  him  he  has 
Hipparchus,  my  enfranched  bondman,  whom 
He  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture,  150 

As  he  shall  like,  to  quit  me:  urge  it  thou: 
Hence  with  thy  stripes,  begone!  [Exit  Thy  reus. 

Cleo.  Have  you  done  yet? 

Ant.  Alack,  our  terrene  moon 

Is  now  eclipsed;  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony! 

Cleo.  I  must  stay  his  time. 

Ant.  To  flatter  Caesar,  would  you  mingle  eyes 
With  one  that  ties  his  points? 

Cleo.  Not  know  me  yet? 

Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me? 

Cleo.  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  so, 

From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail, 
And  poison  it  in  the  source;  and  the  first  stone  160 

Drop  in  my  neck:  as  it  determines,  so 
Dissolve  my  life!     This  next  Caesarion  smite! 
Till  by  degrees  the  memory  of  my  womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all, 
By  the  discandying  of  this  pelleted  storm, 
Lie  graveless,  till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey! 

Ant.  I  am  satisfied. 

Caesar  sits  down  in  Alexandria ;  where 
I  will  oppose  his  fate.     Our  force  by  land 
Hath  nobly  held;  our  scver'd  navy  too  170 

Have  knit  again,  and  fl  et,  threatening  most  sea-like. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  mv  heart?    Dost  thou  hear,  ladv"? 
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If  from  the  field  I  shall  return  once  more 
To  kiss  these  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood ; 
I  and  my  sword  will  earn  our  chronicle: 
There's  hope  iu't  yet. 

vleo.  Thai's  my  brave  lord! 

Ant.  I  will  betreble-sinew'd,  hearted,  breathed, 
And  fight  maliciously:  for  when  mine  hours 
Were  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ransom  lives  180 

Of  me  for  jests;  but  now  I'll  set  my  teeth, 
And  send  to  darkness  all  that  stop  me.     Come, 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudy  night:  call  to  me 
All  my  sad  captains;  rill  our  bowls  once  more; 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

It  is  my  birth-day : 
I  had  thought  to  have  held  it  poor;  but,  since  my  lord 
I<  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  We  will  yet  do  well. 

Call  all  hu  noble  captains  to  my  lord.  189 

Ant.  Do  so,  we'll  speak  to  them;  and  to-night  I'll  force 
The  wine  peep  through  their  scars.     Come  on,  my  queen; 
There's  sap  iu't  yet.  "The  next  time  I  do  tight, 
I'll  make  death  love  me;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  pestilent  scythe.    [Exeunt  all  but  Enobarbus. 

Sno.  Now  he'll  outstare  the  lightning.     To  be  furious, 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear;  and  in  that  mood 
The  dove  will  peck  the  estridge;  and  I  see  still, 
A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain 
Restores  his  heart :  when  valour  preys  on  reason, 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.     I  will  seek  200 

Some  way  to  leave  him.  [Exit. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     Before  Alexandria.     Casar's  camp. 

Enter  Cesar,  Agrippa,  and  Mec.enas,   trith  nit  Army; 
CMBAB  reading  a  letter. 

Om.  He  calls  me  boy;  and  chides,  as  he  had  power 
To  beat  me  out  of  Egypt;  my  messenger 
He  hath  whipp'd  with  rods;  dares  me  to  personal  combat, 
Omar  to  Antony:  let  the  old  ruffian  know 
I  have  many  other  ways  to  die;  meantime 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

Mm.  Caesar  must  think. 

When  one  so  great  l>egins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.     Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
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Make  boot  of  his  distraction :  never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itself. 

Cm.  Let  our  best  heads  10 

Know,  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  many  battles 
We  mean  to  fight:  within  our  files  there  are, 
Of  those  that  served  Mark  Antony  but  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  done: 
And  feast  the  army ;  we  have  store  to  do't, 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  waste.     Poor  Antony!    [Exeunt. 

Scene  II.     Alexandria.     Cleopatra's  palace. 

Eater  Antony,  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian, 
Iras,  Alexas,  with  others. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitius. 

Eno.  No. 

Ant.  Why  should  he  not? 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  fortune, 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To-morrow,  soldier. 

By  sea  and  land  I'll  fight:  or  I  will  live, 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.     Woo't  thou  fight  well? 

Eno.  I'll  strike,  rnd  cry  "  Take  all." 

Ant.  Well  said;  come  on. 

Call  forth  my  household  servants:  let's  to-night 
Be  bounteous  at  our  meal. 

Enter  three  or  four  Servitors. 

Give  me  thy  hand,  10 

Thou  hast  been  rightly  honest;— so  hast  thou; — 
Thou,— and  thou,— and  thou:— you  have  served  me  well, 
And  kings  have  been  your  fellows. 

Cleo.  [Aside  to  Eno.]  What  means  this?  ' 

Eno.  [Aside  to  Cleo.]  'Tis  one  of  those  odd  tricks  which 
sorrow  shoots 
Out  of  the  mind. 

Ant.  And  thou  art  honest  too. 

I  wish  I  could  be  made  so  many  men, 
And  all  of  you  clapp'd  up  together  in 
An  Antony,  that  I  might  do  you  service 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

All.  The  gods  forbid! 

Ant.  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to-night:       20 
Scant  not  my  cups;  and  make  as  much  of  me 
As  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too, 
And  suffer'd  my  command. 
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Cleo.  [Aside  to  E/o.]    What  (iocs  he  mean? 

AV/.   [Asidr  to  CUo.]  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

yl«t  Tend  me  to-night; 

May  be  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty: 
Haply  you  shall  not  see  me  more;  or  if, 
A  mangled  shadow :  perchance  to-morrow 
You'll  serve  another  master.     I  look  on  you 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honest  friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away;  but,  like  a  master  30 

Married  to  your  good  service,  stay  till  death: 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more, 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for't! 

Eno.  What  mean  you,  sir, 

To  give  them  this  discomfort?    Look,  they  weep; 
And  I,  an  ass,  am  onion-eyed:  for  shame, 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho! 

Now  the  witch  take  me  if  I  meant  it  thus! 
Grace  grow  where  those  drops  fall !     My  hearty  friends, 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  sense; 

For  I  spake  to  you  for  your  comfort;  did  desire  you        40 
To  burn  this  night  with  torches:  know,  my  hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to-morrow;  and  will  lead  you 
Where  rather  I'll  expect  victorious  life 
Than  death  and  honour.     Let's  to  supper,  come, 
And  drown  consideration.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.    The  same.    Before  the  pcdace. 
Enter  two  Soldiers  to  their  guard. 

First  Sold.  Brother,  good  night:  to-morrow  is  the  day. 

See.  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way:  fare  you  well. 
Heard  you  of  nothing  strange  about  the  streets? 

First  Sold.  Nothing.     What  news? 

See.  Sold.  Belike  'tis  but  a  rumour.     Good  night  to  you. 

First  Sold.  Well,  sir,  good  night. 

Enter  two  other  Soldiers. 

See.  Sold.  Soldiers,  have  careful  watch. 

Third  Sold.  And  you.     Good  night,  good  night. 

[  TUey  place  themselves  in  every  comer  of  the  stage. 

Fourth  Sold.  Here  we:  and  if  to-morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  absolute  hope  10 

Our  landmen  will  stand  up. 

i  hird  Sold.  'Tis  a  brave  army, 

And  full  of  purpose. 

[Music  of  (he  hautboys  as  under  the  stage. 
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Fourth  Sold.  Peace!  what  noise? 

First  Sold.  List,  list! 

Sec.  Sold.     Hark ! 

First  Sold.  Music  i'  the  air. 

Third  Sold.  Under  the  earth. 

Fourth  Sold.  It  signs  well,  does  it  not? 

Third  Sold.  No. 

First  Sold.  Peace,  I  say  I 

What  should  this  mean? 

Sec.  Sold.  Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony  loved, 
Now  leaves  him. 

First  Sold.  Walk ;  let's  see  if  other  watchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do.  [They  advance  to  another  post. 

Sec.  Sold.  How  now,  masters! 

All.   [Speaking  together]  How  now ! 
How  now!  do  you  hear  this? 

First  Sold.  Ay;  is't  not  strange?  20 

Third  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  masters?  do  you  hear? 

First  Sold.  Follow  the  noise  so  far  as  we  have  quarter; 
Let's  see  how  it  will  give  off. 

All.  Content.     'Tis  strange.     [Eqcunt. 


Scene  IV.     The  same.    A  room  in  the  palace. 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  cAhers 
attending. 

Ant.  Eros!  mine  armour,  Eros!' 

Vleo.  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant.  No,  my  chuck.      Eros,  come;  mine  armour,  Eros! 

jEViferEROS  xcith  armour. 

Come,  good  fellow,  put  mine  iron  on: 
If  fortune  he  not  ours  to-day,  it  is 
Because  we  brave  her:  come. 

Vleo.  Nay,  I'll  help  too. 

What's  this  for? 

Ant.  Ah,  let  be,  let  be!  thou  art 

The  armourer  of  my  heart:  false,  false;  this,  this. 

Ceo.  Sooth,  la,  I'll  help:  thus  it  must  be. 

Ant.  Well,  well: 

We  shall  thrive  now.     Seest  thou,  my  good*fellow? 
Go  put  on  thy  defences. 

Eros.  Briefly,  sir.  10 

Cleo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well? 

Ant.  Rarely,  rarely: 

He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  please 
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To  daff't  for  our  repose,  shall  hear  a  storm. 
Thou  fumblest.  Eros;  and  my  queen's  a  squire 
More  tight  at  this  than  thou-  dispatch.     O  love, 
That  thou  couldst  see  my  wars  to-day,  and  knewst 
The  royal  occupation!  thou  shouldst  see 
A  workman  in't. 

Enter  an  armed  Soldier. 
Good  morrow  to  thee;  welcome: 
Thou  look'st  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge: 
To  business  that  we  love  we  rise  betime,  ?0 

And  go  to't  with  delight. 

Sold.  A  thousand,  sir, 

Early  though't  be,  have  on  their  riveted  trim, 
And  at  the  port  expect  you.        [Shout.     Trumpets  flourish. 
Eater  Captains  and  Soldiers. 

Capt.  The  morn  is  fair.     Good  morrow,  general. 

AH.  Good  morrow,  general. 

Ant.  'Tis  well  blown,  lads: 

This  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. 
So,  so;  come,  give  me  that:  this  way;  well  said. 
Fare  thee  well,  dame,  whate'er  becomes  of  me: 
This  is  a  soldier's  kiss,  rebukeable  [Kisses  her.     30 

And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 
On  more  mechanic  compliment;  I'll  leave  thee 
Now.  like  a  man  of  steel.     You  that  will  fight, 
Follow  me  close;  I'll  bring  you  to't.    Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Antony.  Erv*,  Captains,  and  Soldiers. 

Char.  Please  you,  retire  to  3'our  chamber. 

Cleo.  Lead  me. 

He  goes  forth  gallantly.     That  he  and  Caesar  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  single  fight! 
Then,  Antony, — but  now — Well,  on.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  V.     Alexandria.     Antony '*  camp. 

Trumpets  sound.    Enter  Antony  and  Eros;  a  Soldier  meet- 
ing them. 

Sold.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony ! 

Ant.  Would  thou  and  those  thy  scars  had  once  prevail'd 
To  make  me  tight  at  land! 

Sold.  Hadst  thou  done  so, 

The  kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  soldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  still 
Follow'd  thy  heels. 
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Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning? 

Sold.  Who! 

One  ever  near  thee:  call  for  Enobarhus, 
lie  shall  not  hear  thee;  or  from  Caesar's  camp 
Say  "  I  am  none  of  thine." 

Ant.  What  sayst  thou? 

Sold.  Sir, 

lie  is  with  Cajsar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chests  and  treasure  10 

He  has  not  with  him. 

Ant.  Is  he  gone? 

Sold.  Most  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  send  his  treasure  after;  doit; 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee:  write  to  him — 
I  will  subscribe — gentle  adieus  and  greetings; 
Say  that  I  wish  he  never  find  more  cause 
To  change  a  master.     O,  my  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honest  men!     Dispatch. — Enobarhus!    [Exeunt. 


Scene  VI.     Alexandria.     Caysar'scamp. 

Flourish.      Enter  Caesar,  Agrippa,  with  Enobarbus,  and 
others. 

Cms.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight: 
Our  will  is  Antony  be  took  alive; 
Make  it  so  known. 

Agr.  Caesar,  I  shall.  [Exit. 

Ca>s.  The  time  of  universal  peace  is  near: 
Prove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  three-nook'd  world 
Shall  bear  the  olive  freely. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Antony 

Is  come  into  the  field. 

Co3S.  Go  charge  Agrippa 

Plant  those  that  have  revolted  in  the  van. 
That  Antony  may  seem  to  spend  his  fury  10 

Upon  himself.  [Exeunt  all  but  Enobarhus. 

Eno.  Alexas  did  revolt;  and  went  to  Jewry  on 
Affairs  of  Antony;  there  did  persuade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himself  to  Caesar, 
And  leave  his  master  Antony:  for  this  pains 
Coesar  hath  hang'd  him.     Canidius  and  the  rest 
That  fell  away  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  trust.     I  have  done  ill ; 
Of  which  I  do  accuse  myself  so  sorely, 
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That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  0/ Cesar's. 

S>hl.  Enobarbus,  Antony  20 

Hath  after  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure,  with 
His  bounty  overplus :  the  messenger 
Came  on  my  guard ;  and  at  thy  tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  not,  Enobarbus. 
I  tell  you  true-  best  you  safed  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  host;  I  must  attend  mine  office, 
Or  would  have  done't  myself.    Your  emperor 
Continues  still  a  Jove.  [Exit. 

Eno.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth,  30 

And  feel  I  am  so  most.     O  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  wouldst  thou  have  paid 
My  better  service,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  dost  so  crown  with  gold!     This  blows  my  heart: 
If  swift  thought  break  it  not,  a  swifter  mean 
Shall  outstrike  thought:  but  thought  will  do't,  I  feel. 
I  fight  against  thee!     No:  I  will  go  seek 
Some  ditch  wherein  to  die ;  the  foul'st  best  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life.  [Exit. 

Scene  VII.     Fidd  of  battle  beticeen  the  eamjpt. 
Alarum.    Drums  and  trumpets.    Enter  Agrippa  and  others. 

Ayr.  Retire,  we  have  engaged  ourselves  too  far: 
Caesar  himself  has  work,  and  our  oppression 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [Exeunt. 

Alarums.     Enter  Antony,  and  Scarus  wounded. 

Scar.  O  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed! 
Had  we  done  so  at  first,  we  had  droven  them  home 
With  clouts  about  their  heads. 

Ant.  Thou  bleed'st  apace. 

Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  We'll  beat  'em  into  bench-holes :  I  have  yet 
Room  for  six  scotches  more.  10 

Enter  Eros. 

Ero.t.  They  are  beaten,  sir;  and  our  advantage  serves 
For  a  fair  victor}'. 

SHAK.    III. — 19  . 
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Scar.  Let  us  score  their  backs, 

And  snatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind : 
'Tis  sport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 

Once  for  thy  spritely  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.     Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  I'll  halt  after.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  VIII.     Under  tlie  walls  of  Alexandria.. 
Alarum.   Enter  Antony,  in  a  march;  Scarus,  with  others. 

Ant.  We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp:  run  one  before, 
And  let  the  queen  know  of  our  gests.     To-morrow, 
Before  the  sun  shall  see's,  we'll  spill  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  escaped.     I  thank  you  all ; 
For  doughty-handed  are  you,  and  have  fought 
Not  as  you  served  the  cause,  but  as't  had  been 
Each  man's  like  mine;  you  have  shown  all  Hectors. 
Enter  the  city,  clip  your  wives,  your  friends, 
Tell  them  your  feats;  whilst  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wash  the  congealment  from  your  wounds,  and  kiss         10 
The  honour'd  gashes  whole.     [To  Scarus]    Give  me  thy 
hand; 

Eater  Cleopatra,  attended. 

To  this  great  fairy  I'll  commend  thy  acts, 

Make  her  thanks  bless  thee.    [To  Cleo.]   0  thou  day  o'  the 

world, 
Chain  mine  arm'd  neck;  leap  thou,  attire  and  all, 
Through  proof  of  harness  to  my  kcart,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing! 

Cleo.  Lord  of  lords! 

O  infinite  virtue,  comest  thou  smiling  from 
The  world's  great  snare  uncaughtV 

Ant.  My  nightingale, 

We  have  beat    them  to  their  beds.     What,  girl!  though 

grey 
Do  something  mingle  with  our  younger  brown,  yet  ha'  we 
A  brain  that  nourishes  our  nerves,  and  can  21 

Get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.     Behold  this  man; ' 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand: 
Kiss  it,  my  warrior:  he  hath  fought  to-day 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Destroy'd  in  such  a  shape. 

Cleo.  I'll  give  thee,  friend, 

An  armour  all  of  gold;  it  was  a  king's. 
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Ant.  He  has  deserved  it,  were  it  carbuncled 
Like  holy  Phoebus'  car.     Give  me  thy  hand : 
Throqgh  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march;  30 

Bear  our  hack'd  targets  like  the  men  that  owe  them: 
Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 
To  camp  this  host,  we  all  would  sup  together, 

ind  drink  carouses  to  the  next  day's  fate, 

which  promises  royal  peril.     Trumpeters, 

With  brazen  din  blast  you  the  city's  ear; 

Make  mingle  with  our'rattling  tabourines; 

That  heaven  and  earth  may  strike  their  sounds  together, 

Applauding  our  approach.  [Exeunt.     39 


Scene  IX.     C&scu's  camp. 
Sentinels  at  their  post. 

First  Sold.  If  we  be  not  relieved  within  this  hour 
We  must  return  to  the  court  of  guard :  the  night 
Is  shiny;  and  they  say  we  shall  embattle 
By  thesecond  hour  i'  the  morn. 

See.  Sold.  This  last  daj  wai 

A  shrewd  one  to's. 

Enter  Enobakbus. 

Eno.  O,  bear  me  witness,  night, — 

Third  Sold.    What  man  is  this? 

Sec.  Sold.  Stand  close,  and  list  him, 

Eno.  Be  witness  to  me,  O  thou  blessed  moon, 
When  men  revolted  shall  upon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent! 

First  Sold.  Enobarbus! 

Third  Sold.  Peace!  li 

Hark  further. 

Eno.  O  sovereign  mistress  of  true  melancholy, 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  disponge  upon  me, 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will, 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me:  throw  my  heart 
Against  the  flint  and  hardness  of  my  fault ; 
Which,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
And  finish  all  foul  thoughts.     O  Antony, 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous, 

Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular;  20 

But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  register 
A  master-leaver  and  a  fugitive : 
O  Antony!  O  Antony'.  [Dies. 
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Sec.  Sold.  Let's  speak 

To  him. 

First  Sold.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  speaks 
May  concern  Caesar. 

Third  Sold.  Let's  do  so.     But  he  sleeps. 

First  Sold.  Swoons  rather;  for  so  bad  a  prayer  as  his 
Was  never  yet  for  sleep. 

Sec.  Sold.  Go  we  to  him. 

Third  Sold.  Awake,  sir,  awake ;  speak  to  us. 

Sec.  Sold.  Hear  you,  sir? 

First  Sold.  The  hand  of  death  hath  raught  him.  [Brums 
afar  off .]  Hark!  the  drums  30 

Demurely  wake  the  sleepers.  Let  us  bear  him 
To  the  court  of  guard;  he  is  of  note:  our  hour 
Is  fully  out. 

Ihird  Sold.  Come  on,  then; 
He  may  recover  yet.  [Exeunt  with  the  body. 

Scene  X.     Between  the  two  camps. 
Enter  Antony  and  Scakus,  with  their  Army. 

Ant.  Their  preparation  is  to-day  by  sea; 
We  please  them  not  by  land. 

Sear.  For  both,  my  lord. 

Ant.  I  would  they'ld  fight i'  the  fire  or  i'  the  air; 
We'ld  fight  there  too.     But  this  it  is;  our  foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  city 
Shall  stay  with  us:  order  for  sea  is  given; 
♦They  have  put  forth  the  haven : — forward,  now, 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  best  discover, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exeunt.       9 

Scene  XL     Another  part  of  tJie  same. 
Enter  Caesar,  and  his  Army. 

Cm.  But  being  charged,  we  will  be  still  by  land, 
Which,  as  I  take't,  we  shall ;  for  his  best  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  galleys.     To  the  vales, 
And  hold  our  best  advantage.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  XII.     Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  Antony  and  Scarus. 

Ant.  Yet  they  arc  not  jjoin'd;  where  yond  pine   does 
stand, 
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I  shall  discover  all-  I'll  bring  thee  word 

Straight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  [Exit. 

Swallows  have  built 
In  Cleopatra's  sails  their  nests:  the  augurers 
Say  they  know  not.  they  cannot  tell;  look  grimly, 
And  dare  not  speak  their  knowledge.     Antony 
Is  valiant,  and  dejected;  and,  by  starts, 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear, 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not. 

[Alarum  afar  off,  as  at  a  sea  fight. 

Re-enter  Axtosy. 

Ant.  All  is  lost; 

This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betrayed  me:  10 

My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe;  and  yonder 
They  cast  their  caps  up  and  carouse  together 
Like  friends  loug  lost.     Triple-turn 'd  whore!  'tis  thou 
Hast  sold  me  to  this  novice ;  and  mj-  heart 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee.     Bid  them  all  fly; 
For  when  I  am  revenged  upon  my  charm. 
I  have  done  all.     Bid  them  all  fly;  begone.      [Exit  Scams. 
O  sun,  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more: 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here;  even  here 
Do  wc  shake  hands.     Ali  come  to  this?     The  hearts         20 
That  spaniel'd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  do  discandy,  melt  their  sweets 
On  blossoming  Caesar;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd, 
That  overtopp'd  them  all.     Betray'd  I  am: 
O  this  false  soul  of  Egypt!  this  grave  charm, — 
Whose  eye  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  call'd  them  home; 
"Whose  bosom  was  my  erownet.  my  chief  end, — 
Like  a  right  gipsy,  hath,  at  fast  and  loose, 
Beguiled  me  to  the  very  heart  of  loss. 
What,  Eros,  Eros: 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ah.  thou  spell'.     Avaunt:  30 

.  "Why  is  my  lord  enraged  against  his  love? 
Aid.  Vanish,  or  I  shall  give  thee  thy  deserving, 
And  blemish  Ca?sar's  triumph.     Let  him  take  thee, 
And  hoist  thee  up  to  the  shouting  plebeians: 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greatest  spot 
Of  all  thy  sex;  most  monster-like,  be  shown 
For  poor'st  diminutives,  for  doits;  and  let 
Patient  Octavia  plough  thy  visage  up 
With  her  prepared  nails.  [Exit  Cleopatra. 

'Tis  well  thou'rt  gone, 
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If  it  be  well  to  live;  but  better  'twere  40 

Thou  fell'st  into  my  fury,  for  one  death 

Might  have  prevented  mauy.     Eros,  ho! 

The  shirt  of  Nessus  is  upon  me:  teach  me, 

Alcides,  thou  mine  ancestor,  thy  rage: 

Let  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon; 

And  with  those  hands,  that  grasp'd  the  heaviest  club, 

Subdue  my  worthiest  self.     The  witch  shall  die: 

To  the  young  Roman  boy  she  hath  sold  me,  and  I  fall 

Under  this  plot;  she  dies  for't.     Eros,  ho!  [Exit. 

Scene  XIII.     Alexandria.     Cleopatra's  palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Oleo.  Help  me,  my  women!  O,  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  shield ;  the  boar  of  Thessaly 
Was  never  so  emboss'd. 

Char.  To  the  monument! 

There  lock  yourself,  and  send  him  word  you  are  dead. 
The  sold  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting 
Than  greatness  going  off. 

Cleo.  To  the  monument! 

Mardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say,  that  the  last  I  spoke  was  "  Antony," 
And  word  it,  prithee,  piteously:  hence,  Mardian, 
And  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death    To  the  monument! 

[Exeunt.  10 

Scene  XIV.     The  same.     Another  room. 
Enter  Antony  and  Eros. 

Ant.  Eros,  thou  yet  behold'st  me? 

Eros.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant.  Sometime  we  see  a  cloud  that's  dragonish; 
A  vapour  sometime  like  a  bear  or  lion, 
A  tower'd  citadel,  a  pendent  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon  't,  that  nod  unto  the  world, 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air:  thou  hast  seen  these  signs; 
They  are  black  vesper's  pageants. 

Eros.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  That  which  is  now  a  horse,  even  with  a  thought 
The  rack  dislimns,  and  makes  it  indistinct,  10 

As  water  is  in  water. 

En>s.  It  does,  my  lord. 

Ant.  My  good  knave  Eros,  now  thy  captain  is 
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Even  such  a  body:  here  I  am  Antony; 

Yet  cannot  hold  this  visible  shape,  my  knave. 

I  made  these  wars  for  Egypt:  and  the  queen, — 

Whose  heart  I  thought  I  had,  for  she  had  mine; 

Which  whilst  it  was  mine  had  annex'd  unto't 

A  million  more,  now  lost, — she,  Eros,  has 

Pack'd  cards  with  Caesar,  and  false-play'd  my  glory 

Unto  an  enemy's  triumph.  2? 

Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros;  there  is  left  us 

Ourselves  to  end  ourselves. 

Enter  Mardia>\ 

O,  thy  vile  lady! 
She  has  robb'd  me  of  my  sword. 

Mar.  No.  Antony; 

My  mistress  loved  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  entirely. 

Ant.  Hence,  saucy  eunuch;  peace! 

She  hath  betray 'd  ne  and  shall  die  the  death. 

Mar.  Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but  once, 
And  that  she  has  discharged:  what  thou  wouldst  do 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand:  the  last  she  spake 
Was  "Antony!  most  noble  Antony!"  30 

Then  in  the  midst  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Antony;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips:  she  render'd  life, 
Thy  name  so  buried  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead,  then? 

Mar.  Dead. 

Anf.  Unarm.  Eros;  the  long  day's  task  is  done, 
And  we  must  sleep.  \To  Mar.]  That  thou  depart'st  hence 

safe, 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richlv;  go.  [Exit  Mardian. 

Off,  pluck  off: 
The  seven-fold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart.     O,  cleave,  my  sides! 
Heart,  once  be  stronger  than  thy  continent,  40 

Crack  thy  frail  case!     Apace,  Eros,  apace. 
No  more  a  soldier:  bruised  pieces,  go; 
You  have  been  nobly  borne.     From  me  awhile. 

[Exit  Eros 
I  will  o'ertake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.     So  it  must  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture:  since  the  torch  is  out. 
Lie  down,  and  stray  no  farther:  now  all  labour 
Mais  what  it  does;  yea.  very  force  entangles 
Itself  with  strength:  seal  then,  and  all  is  dot»Q, 
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Eros! — I  come,  my  queen: — Eros! — Stay  for  me:  50 

Where  souls  do  couch  on  flowers,  we'll  hand  in  hand, 
And  with  our  sprightly  port  make  the  ghosts  gaze: 
Dido  and  her  iEneas  shall  want  troops, 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours.     Come,  Eros,  Eros! 

Re-enter  Euos. 

Eros.  What  would  my  lord? 

Ant.  Since  Cleopatra  died, 

I  have  lived  in  such  dishonour,  that  the  gods 
Detest  my  baseness.     I,  that  with  my  sword 
Quarter'd  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
With  ships  made  cities,  condemn  myself  to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman;  less  noble  mind  60 

Than  she  which  by  her  death  our  Caesar  tells 
"  1  am  conqueror  of  myself."    Thou  art  sworn,  Eros, 
That,  when  the  exigent  should  come,  which  now 
Is  come  indeed,  when  I  should  see  behind  me 
The  inevitable  prosecution  of 
Disgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  command, 
Thou  then  wouldst  kill  me:  do't;  the  time  is  come: 
Thou  strikest  not  me,  'tis  Caesar  thou  defeat'st. 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Eros.  The  gods  withhold  me! 

Shall  I  do  that  which  all  the  Parthian  darts,  70 

Though  enemy,  lost  aim,  and  could  not? 

Ant.  Eros, 

Wouldst  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Pome  and  see 
Thy  master  thus  with  pleach'd  arms,  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,  his  face  subdued 
To  penetrative  shame,  whilst  the  wheel'd  seat 
Of  fortunate  Caesar,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  baseness  that  ensued? 

Eros.  I  would  not  see't. 

Ant.  Come,  then;  for  with  a  wound  I  must  be  cured. 
Draw  that  thy  honest  sword,  which  thou  hast  worn 
Most  useful  for  thy  country. 

Eros.  O,  sir,  pardon  me!  80 

Ant.  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  sworest  thou  not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee?    Do  it  at  once; 
Or  thy  precedent  services  are  all 
But  accidents  unpurposed.     Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me,  then,  that  noble  countenance, 
Wherein  the  worship  of  the  whole  world  lies. 

Ant.  Lothee!  [Turning  from  him. 

Eros.  My  sword  is  drawn, 
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Ant.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 

The  thing  why  thou  hast  drawn  it. 

Eru*.  My  dear  master, 

My  captain,  and  my  emperor,  let  me  say,  90 

Before  I  strike  this  bloody  stroke,  farewell. 

Ant.  Tis  said,  man;  and  farewell. 

Eros.  Farewell,  great  chief.     Shall  I  strike  now? 

Ant.  Now,  Eros. 

Eros.  Why,  there  then :  thus  I  do  escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's"  death.  [Kills  himself '. 

Ant.  Thrice-nobler  than  myself! 

Thou  teachest  me,  O  valiant  Eros,  what 
I  should,  and  thou  couldst  not.     My  queen  and  Eros 
Have  by  their  brave  instruction  got  upon  me 
A  nobleness  in  record:  but  I  will  be 

A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into't  100 

As  to  a  lover's  bed."    Come,  then:  and,  Eros, 
Thy  master  dies  thy  scholar:  to  do  thus 

[Falling  on  his  *word. 
I  learn'd  of  thee.     How!  not  dead?  not  dead? 
The  guard,  ho!     O,  dispatch  me! 

Enter  Dercetas  and  Guard. 

First  Guard.  What's  the  noise? 

Ant.  I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends:  O,  make  an  end 
Of  what  I  have  begun. 

See.  Guard.  The  star  is  fall'n. 

First  Guard.  And  time  is  at  his  period. 

AU.  Alas,  and  woe ! 

Ant.  Let  him  that  loves  me  strike  me  dead. 

First  Guard.  Not  I. 

Sec.  Guard.  Nor  I.  109 

Third  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  [Exeunt  Guard. 

Der.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  fly. 
This  sword  but  shown  to  Caesar,  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diomedes. 

Dio.  Where's  Antony? 

Der.  '   There,  Dionied  there. 

Dio.  Lives  he? 

Wilt  thou  not  answer,  man?  [Exit  Dercetas. 

Ant.  Art  thou  there,  Diomed?    Draw  thy  sword,   and 
give  me 
Sufficing  strokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Most  absolute  lord, 

My  mistress  Cleopatra  sent  me  to  thee. 
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Ant.  When  did  she  send  thee? 

Dio.  Now,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  she? 

Dio.  Lock'd  in  her  monument.    She  had  a  prophesying 
fear  120 

Of  what  hath  come  to  pass :  for  when  she  saw — 
Which  never  shall  be  found — you  did  suspect 
She  had  disposed  with  Caesar,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purged,  she  sent  you  word  she  was  dead; 
But,  fearing  since  how  it  might  work,  hath  sent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth;  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant.  Too  late,  good  Diomed:  call  my  guard,  I  prithee. 

Dio.  What,  ho,  the  emperor's  guard!     The  guard,  what, 
ho!  130 

Come,  your  lord  calls! 

Enter  four  or  five  of  the  Guard  of  Antony. 

Ant.  Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides; 
'Tis  the  last  service  that  I  shall  command  you. 

First  Guard.  Woe,  woe  are  we,  sir,  you  may  not  live  ro 
wear 
All  your  true  followers  out. 

All.  Most  heavy  day! 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  please  sharp  fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  sorrows:  bid  that  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punish  us,  and  we  punish  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.     Take  me  up: 
I  have  led  you  oft :  carry  me  now,  good  friends,  139 

And  have  my  thanks  for  all.  [Exeunt,  bearing  Antony. 

Scene  XV.     The  same.     A  monument. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  and  her  maids  aloft,  with  Charmian 
and  Iras. 

Cleo.  O  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 

Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  madam.  . 

Cleo.  No,  I  will  not: 

All  strange  and  terrible  events  are  welcome, 
But  comforts  we  despise;  our  size  of  sorrow, 
Proportion'd  to  our  cause,  must  be  as  great 
As  that  which  makes  it. 

Enter,  below,  Diomedes. 

How  now!  is  lie  dead? 
Dio,  His  death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 


.scLNK  xv.j  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  587 

Look  out  o'  the  other  side  your  monument; 
His  guard  have  brought  liim  thither. 

Enter,  btloir,  Antony,  borne  by  the  Guard. 

CUo.  O  sun, 

Burn  the  great  sphere  thou  moves!  in!  darkling  stand     10 
The  varying  shore  o'  the  world.     O  Antony, 
Antony,  Antony!     Help,  Charmian,  help,  Iras,  help; 
Help,  friends  below;  let's  draw  him  hither. 

A  at.  Peace! 

Xot  C'tesar's  valour  hath  o'erthrown  Antony, 
But  Antonys  hath  triumph'd  on  itself. 

C'io.  So  it  should  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony:  but  woe  'tis  so! 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egvpt,  dying;  only 
I  here  importune  death  awhile,  until 

Of  many  thousand  kisses  the  poor  last  20 

1  lay  upon  thy  lips. 

vko.  1  dare  not,  dear, — 

Dear  my  lord,  pardon,— I  dare  not, 
Lest  I  be  taken .  not  the  imperious  show 
Of  the  full-fortuned  Cesar  ever  shall 
Be  brooch'd  with  me;  if  knife,  drugs,  serpents,  have 
Edge,  sting,  or  operation,  I  am  safe. 
Your  wife  Octavia.  with  her  modest  eyes 
And  still  conclusion,  shall  acquire  no  honour 
Demurring  upon  me.     But  come,  come,  Antony, — 
Help  me,  my  women, — we  must  draw  thee  up:  30 

Assist,  good  friends. 

Ant.  O,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cli i'.  Here's  sport  indeed!     How  heavy  weighs  my  lord! 
Our  strength  is  all  gone  into  heaviness, 
That  makes  the  weight:  had  I  great  Juno's  power, 
The  strong  willed  Mercury  should  fetch  thee  up, 
And  set  thee  by  Jove's  side.     Yet  come  a  little, — 
Wishers  were  ever  fools. — O,  come,  come,  come; 

[They  hture  Antony  ab>ft  to  Cteojkitrn, 
And  welcome,  welcome!  die  where  thou  hast  lived: 
Quickened  with  kissing:  had  my  lips  that  power, 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out. 

AH.  A  heavy  sight!  40 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying: 
Give  me  some  wine,  and  let  me  speak  a  little. 

0!eo.  No.  let  me  speak:  and  let  me  rail  so  high, 
That  the  false  housewife  Fortune  break  her  wheel, 
Provoked  by  my  offence. 
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Ant.  One  word,  sweet  queen: 

Of  Caesar  seek  your  honour,  with  your  safely.     O! 

Cleo.  They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant.  Gentle,  hear  me: 

None  about  Caesar  trust  but  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  My  resolution  and  my  hands  I'll  trust; 
None  about  Csesar.  50 

Ant.  The  miserable  change  now  at  my  end 
Lament  nor  sorrow  at;  but  please  your  thoughts 
In  feeding  them  with  those  my  former  fortunes 
Wherein  I  lived,  the  greatest  prince  o'  the  world, 
The  noblest;  and  do  now  not  basely  die, 
Not  cowardly  put  off  my  helmet  to 
My  countryman, — a  Roman  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquish'd.     Now  my  spirit  is  going; 
I  can  no  more. 

Cleo.  Noblest  of  men,  woo't  die? 

Hast  thou  no  care  of  me?  shall  I  abide  60 

In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  absence  is 
No  better  than  a  sty?     O,  see,  my  women,       [Antony  dies. 
The  crown  o'  the  earth  doth  melt.     My  lord! 
O,  wither'd  is  the  garland  of  the  war, 
The  soldier's  pole  is  fall's:  young  boys  and  girls 
Are  level  now  with  men;  the  odds  is  gone, 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 
Beneath  the  visiting  moon.  [Faints. 

Char.  O,  quietness,  lady! 

Iras.  She  is  dead  too,  our  sovereign. 

Char.  Lady ! 

Ira$.  Madam! 

Char.  O  madam,  madam,  madam! 

Iras.  Royal  Egypt,  70 

Empress! 

Char.  Peace,  peace,  Iras! 

Cleo.  No  more,  but  e'en  a  woman,  and  commanded 
By  such  poor  passion  as  the  maid  that  milks 
And  does  the  meanest  chares.     It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  sceptre  at  the  injurious  gods; 
To  tell  them  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs 
Till  they  had  stol'n  our  jewel.     All's  but  naught; 
Patience  is  sottish,  and  impatience  does 
Become  a  dog  that's  mad :  then  is  it  sin  80 

To  rush  into  the  secret  house  of  death, 
Ere  death  dare  come  to  us?     How  do  you,  women? 
What,  what!  good  cheer!    Why,  how  now,  (liarmian! 
My  noble  girls!    Ah,  women,  women,  look, 
Our  lamp  is  spent,  it's  out!    Good  sirs,  take  heart: 
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We'll  bury  him;  and  then,  what's  brave,  what's  noble. 

Let's  du  it  aftei  the  high  Roman  fashion. 

And  make  death  proud  to  take  us.     Come,  away: 

This  case  of  that  huge  spirit  now  is  cold: 

Ah,  women,  women!  come;  we  have  no  friend  90 

But  resolution,  and  the  briefest  end. 

[Exeunt;  those  afore  tearing  off  Antony's  boskjf. 

ACT  V. 

Scene  I.     Alexandria.     Camr's  camp. 

Bitter  Cesar.  Agkippa,  Dolabet.i.a.  Mec.exas.  Gallfs 
Proculkius.  and  other*,  hu  couneil  of  tear. 

1  tat.  Go  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield; 
Being  so  frustrate,  tell  him  he  mocks 
The  pauses  that  he  makes. 

Do!.  Ca?sar,  I  shall.  [Exit. 

Enter  Dercetas,  with  the  sicord  o/Astony. 

Ota*.    Wherefore  is  that?  and  what  art  thou  that  darest 
Appear  thus  to  us? 

Der.  I  am  call'd  Dercetas: 

Mark  Antony  I  served,  who  best  was  worthy 
Best  to  be  served,  whilst  he  stood  up  and  spoke, 
He  was  my  master;  and  I  wore  my  life 
To  spend  upon  his  haters.     If  thou  please 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him  10 

Pll  be  to  Caesar,  if  thou  pleasest  not, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Cos  What  is't  thou  say'st? 

Der.  I  say,  O  Cesar.  Antony  is  dead. 

The  breaking  of  so  great  a  thing  should  make 
A  greater  crack    +the  round  world 
Should  have  shook  lions  into  civil  streets. 
And  citizens  to  their  dens*,  the  death  of  Antony 
Is  not  a  single  doom;  in  the  name  lav 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der.  He  is  dead,  Caesar; 

Not  by  a  public  minister  of  justice,  20 

Not  by  a  liired  knife:  but  that  self  hand, 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did, 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart.     This  is  his  sword; 
I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it;  behold  it  stain'd 
With  his  most  noble  blood. 
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Om.  Look  you  sad,  friends? 

The  gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  tidings 
To  wash  the  eyes  of  kings. 

Agr.  And  strange  it  is, 

That  nature  must  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  most  persisted  deeds. 

Mec.  His  taints  and  honours  CO 

Waged  equal  with  him. 

Agr.  A  rarer  spirit  never 

Did  steer  humanity:  but  you,  gods,  will  give  us 
Some  faults  to  make  us  men.     Caesar  is  touch'd. 

Mec.  When  such  a  spacious  mirror's  set  before  him, 
He  needs  must  see  himself. 

Ovx.  O  Antony! 

I  have  follow'd  thee  to  this;  but  we  do  lance 
Diseases  in  our  bodies :  I  must  perforce 
Have  shown  to  thee  such  a  declining  day, 
Or  look  on  thine ;  we  could  not  stall  together 
In  the  whole  world:  but  yet  let  me  lament,  40 

With  tears  as  sovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts, 
That  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
In  top  of  all  design,  my  mate  in  empire, 
Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war, 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 
Where  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle, — that  our  stars, 
Unreconciliable,  should  divide 
Our  equal ness  to  this.     Hear  me,  good  friends, — 
But  I  will  tell  you  at  some  meeter  season: 

Enter  an  Egyptian. 

The  business  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him:  50 

We'll  hear  him  what  he  says.     Whence  are  you? 

E(/np.  A  poor  Egyptian  yet.     The  queen  my  mistress, 
Confined  in  all  she  has,  her  monument, 
Of  thy  intents  desires  instruction, 
That  she  preparedly  may  frame  herself 
To  the  way  she's  forced  to. 

£$88.  Bid  her  have  good  heart: 

She  soon  shall  know  of  us,  by  some  of  ours, 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her;  for  Caesar  cannot  live 
To  be  ungentle. 

Egyp.  So  the  gods  preserve  thee !  [Exit,     GO 

C<m.  Come  hither,  Proculeius.     Go  and  say, 
We  purpose  her  no  shame :  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  passion  shall  require, 
Lest,  in  her  greatness,  by  some  mortal  stroke 
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She  do  defeat  us ;  for  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph:  go, 
And  with  your  speediest  bring  us  what  she  says, 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

Pro.  Caesar,  I  shall.  [Exit. 

Gallus,  go  you  along.  [Exit  Gallus.]  Where's  Dola 
bella, 
To  second  Proculems? 

All.  Dolabella!  70 

Gbfc  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 
How  he's  employ'd :  he  shall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent;  where  you  shall  see 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  still 
In  all  my  writings:  go  with  me,  and  see 
What  I  can  show  in  this.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     Alexandria.    A  room  in  the  monument. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmias,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  My  desolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life.     'Tis  paltry  to  be  Caesar; 
Not  being  Fortune,  he's  but  Fortune's  knave, 
A  minister  of  her  will:  and  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds; 
Which  shackles  accidents  and  bolts  up  change; 
Which  sleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the  dug, 
The  beggar's  nurse  and  Caesar's. 

Enter,  to  the  gates  of  the  monument,  Proculeius,  Gallus, 
and  Soldiers. 

Pro.  Caesar  sends  greeting  fo  the  Queen  of  Egypt ; 
And  bids  thee  study  on  what  fair  demands  10 

Thou  mean'st  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo.  What's  thy  name? 

Pro.  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

cleo.  Antony 

Did  tell  me  of  you,  bade  me  trust  you ;  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceived, 
That  have  no  use  for  trusting.     If  your  master 
Would  have  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  must  tell  him, 
That  majesty,  to  keep  decorum,  must 
No  less  beg  than  a  kingdom :  if  he  please 
To  give  me  conquer'd  Egypt  for  my  son, 
He  gives  me  so  much  of  mine  own,  as  I  30 

Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 
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Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer; 

You're  fall'n  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  nothing: 
Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  lord, 
Who  is  so  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need:  let  me  report  to  him 
Your  sweet  dependency;  and  you  shall  find 
A  conqueror  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindness, 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  tell  him 

I  am  his  fortune's  vassal,  and  I  send  him 
The  greatness  he  has  got.     I  hourly  learn  30 

A  doctrine  of  obedience;  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'  the  face. 

Pro.  This  I'll  report,  dear  lady. 

Have  comfort,  for  I  know  your  plight  is  pitied 
Of  him  that  caused  it. 

Gal.  You  see  how  easily  she  may  be  surprised: 

[Here  Procultius  and  two  of  the  Guard  ascend  the 
monument  by  a  ladder  placed  ayainstawindotc,  and, 
hating  d( -set i idnl,  tome  bthind  Cleopatra.  Some  of 
the  Guard  unbar  and  open  the  gates. 

\To  Proculeius  and  the  Guard]  Guard  her  till  Ciesar  come. 

\E.vit. 

Iras.  Royal  queen! 

Char.  O  Cleopatra!  thou  art  taken,  queen. 

Cleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands.  [Drawing  a  dagger. 

Pro.  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold: 

[Seizes  and  disarms  her. 
Do  not  yourself  such  wrong,  who  are  in  this  40 

Relieved,  but  not  betray'd. 

Cleo.  What,  of  death  too. 

That  rids  our  dogs  of  languish? 

Pro.  Cleopatra, 

Do  not  abuse  my  master's  bounty  by 
The  undoing  of  yourself:  let  the  world  see 
His  nobleness  well  acted,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou,  death? 

Come  hither,  come!  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars ! 

Pro.  O,  temperance,  lady' 

Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  I'll  not  drink,  sir; 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  necessary,  SO 

I'll  not  sleep  neither:  this  mortal  house  I'll  ruin, 
Do  Caesar  what  he  can.     Know,  sir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinion'd  at  your  master's  court; 
Nor  once  be  chastised  with  the  sober  eye 
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Of  dull  Octavia.     Shall  they  hoist  me  up 

And  show  me  to  the  shouting  varletry 

Of  censuring  Rome?     Rather  a  ditch  in  Egypt 

Be  gentle  grave  unto  me!  rather  on  Nilus'  mud 

Lav  me  stark  naked,  and  let  the  water-flies 

Blow  me  into  abhorring!  rather  make  60 

My  country's  high  pyramides  my  gibbet, 

And  hang  me  up  iu  chains! 

Pro.  You  do  extend 

These  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  shall 
Find  cause  in  Caesar. 

Enter  Dolabeli.a. 

Dol.  Proculeius, 

What  thou  hast  done  thy  master  Caesar  knows, 
And  he  hath  sent  for  thee :  for  the  queen, 
I'll  take  her  to  my  guard. 

Pro.  So,  DolabcUe, 

It  shall  content  me  best :  be  gentle  to  hoi . 
[To  Cko.]  To  Ca'sar  I  will  speak  what  }-ou  shall  please, 
If  you'll  employ  me  to  him. 

Cleo.  Say,  I  would  die.  TO 

[Exeunt  Proculeitu  and  Soldiers. 

Dol.  Most  noble  empress,  you  have  heard  of  me? 

Cleo.  I  cannot  tell. 

Dol.  Assuredly  you  know  me. 

Cleo.  No  matter,  sir,  what  I  have  heard  or  known. 
You  laugh  when  boys  or  women  tell  their  dreams; 
1st  not  your  trick? 

Dol.  I  understand  not,  madam. 

Cleo.  I  dream'd  there  was  an  Emperor  Antony: 
O,  such  another  sleep,  that  I  might  see 
But  such  another  man! 

Dol.  If  it  might  please  ye, — 

Cleo.  His  face  was  as  the  heavens;  andtherein  stock 
A  sun  and  moon,  which  kept  their  course,  and  lighted    80 
The  little  O,  the  earth. 

Dot.  Most  sovereign  creature, — 

Cleo.  His  legs  bestrid  the  ocean:  his  rear'd  arm 
Crested  the  world:  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  spheres,  and  that  to  friends; 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail  and  shake  the  orb, 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.     For  his  bounty, 
There  was  no  winter  in't;  an  autumn  'twas 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping:  his  delights 
Were  dolphin-like;  they  show'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  livedin :  in  his  livery  90 
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Walk'd  crowns  and  crownets;  realms  and  islands  were 
As  plates  dropp'd  from  his  pocket. 

Dol.  Cleopatra! 

Geo.  Think  you  there  was,  or  might  be,  such  a  man 
As  this  I  dream'd  of? 

Dol.  Gentle  madam,  no. 

Cleo.  You  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods. 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were,  one  such, 
It's  past  the  size  of  dreaming:  nature  wants  stuff 
To  vie  strange  forms  with  fancy;  yet,  to  imagine 
An  Antony,  were  nature's  piece  'gainst  fancy, 
Condemning  shadows  quite. 

Dol.  Hear  me,  good  madam.       100 

Your  loss  is  as  yourself,  great;  and  you  bear  it 
As  answering  to  the  weight :  would  I  might  never 
O'ertake  pursued  success,  but  I  do  feel, 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  smites 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Geo.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Know  you  what  Caesar  means  to  do  with  me? 

Dol.  I  am  loath  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you  knew. 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  sir, — 

Dol.  Though  he  be  honourable, — 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me,  then,  in  triumph  V 

Dol.  Madam,  he  will;  I  know't.  110 

[Flotirish,  and  shout  within,  "Make  way  there:  Cajsar!" 

Enter  Caesar,  Galltjs,  Proctjlettjs,   Mec^enas,  Selee- 
cus,  and  others  of  his  Train. 

Cm.  Which  is  the  Queen  of  Egypt? 

Dol.  It  is  the  emperor,  madam.  [Cleopatra  kneels. 

Cm.  Arise,  you  shall  not  kneel: 
I  pray  you,  rise;  rise,  Egypt. 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods 

Will  have  it  thus;  my  master  and  my  lord 
i  must  obey. 

Cm.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts: 

The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  flesh,  we  shall  remember 
As  things  but  clone  by  chance. 

Cleo.  Sole  sir  o'  the  world,        120 

I  cannot  project  mine  own  cause  so  well 
To  make  it  clear;  but  do  confess  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties  which  before 
Have  often  shamed  our  sex. 

Cflte,  Cleopatra,  know, 

We  will  extenuate  rather  than  enforce: 
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If  you  apply  yourself  to  our  intents, 

Which  towards  you  are  most  gentle,  you  shall  find 

A  benefit  in  this" change;  but  if  3-ou  seek 

To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 

Antony's  course,  you  "shall  bereave  yourself  180 

Of  my" good  purposes,  and  put  your  children 

To  that  destruction  which  I'll  guard  them  from, 

If  thereon  you  rely.     I'll  take  my  leave. 

Cleo.  And  may,  "through  all  the  world :  'tis  yours ;  and  we, 
Your  scutcheons  and  your  signs  of  conquest,  shall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  please.     Here,  my  good  lord. 

Om.  You  shall  advise  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 

Cteo.  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and  jewels, 
I  am  possess'd  of:  'tis  exactly  valued; 
Not  petty  things  admitted.     Where's  Seleucus?  140 

Set  Here,  madam. 

Cleo.  This  is  my  treasurer:  let  him  speak,  my  lord, 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  reserved 
To  myself  nothing.     Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus. 

8bL  Madam, 
I  had  rather  seal  my  lips,  than,  to  my  peril, 
Speak  that  which  is  not. 

Cho.  What  have  I  kept  back? 

Sel.  Enough  to  purchase  what  you  have  made  known. 

Oast.  Nay,  blush  not,  Cleopatra;  I  approve 
Your  wisdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  Ca?sar!  O,  behold,  150 

How  pomp  is  follow'd!  mine  will  now  be  yours; 
And,  should  we  shift  estates,  yours  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild :  O  slave,  of  no  more  trust 
Than  love  that's  hired!     What,  goest   thou    back?   thou 

shalt 
Go  back,  I  warrant  thee;  but  I'll  catch  thine  eyes, 
Though  they  had  wings:  slave,  soulless  villain,  dog! 
O  rarely  base ! 

Cm.  Good  queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 

Cleo.  O  Caesar,  what  a  wounding  shame  is  this, 
That  thou,  vouchsafing  here  to  visit  me,  160 

Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordliness 
To  one  so  meek,  that  mine  own  servant  should 
Parcel  the  sum  of  my  disgraces  by 
Addition  of  his  envy !     Say.  good  Caesar, 
That  I  some  lady  trifles  have  reserved, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  such  dignity 
As  we  greet  modern  friends  withal;  and  say, 
Some  nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 
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For  Li  via  and  Octavia,  to  induce 

Their  mediation;  must  I  be  unfolded  170 

With  one  that  I  have  bred?     The  gods!  it  smites  me 

Beneath  the  fall  I  have.  [To  Seleucus]  Prithee,  go  hence; 

Or  I  shall  show  the  cinders  of  my  spirits 

Through  the  ashes  of  my  chance;  wert  thou  a  man, 

Thou  wouldst  have  mercy  on  me. 

Cces.  Forbear,  Seleucus. 

[Exit  Selena/ s. 

Cleo.  Be  it  known,  that  we,  the  greatest,  are  misthought 
For  things  that  others  do;  and,  when  we  fall, 
We  answer  others'  merits  in  our  name, 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Cms.  Cleopatra, 

Not  what  you  have  reserved,  nor  what  acknowledged,  180 
Put  we  i'  the  roll  of  conquest:  still  be  't  yours, 
Bestow  it  at  your  pleasure ;  and  believe, 
Caesar's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  merchants  sold.     Therefore  be  cheer'd; 
Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prisons:  no,  dear  queen; 
For  we  intend  so  to  dispose  you  as 
Yourself  shall  give  us  counsel.     Feed,  and  sleep: 
Our  care  and  pity  is  so  much  upon  j-ou, 
That  we  remain  your  friend ;  and  so,  adieu. 

Cleo.  My  master,  and  my  lord! 

Cces.  Not  so.     Adieu.  190 

[Flourish.    Exeunt  Caesar  and  his  train. 

Cleo.  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  I  should 
not 
Be  noble  to  myself:  but,  hark  thee,  Charmian. 

[  Whispers  Charmian. 

Iras.  Finish,  good  lady;  the  bright  day  is  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again : 

I  have  spoke  already,  and  it  is  provided ; 
Go  put  it  to  the  haste. 

Char.  Madam,  I  will. 

He-enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  Where  is  the  queen? 

Char.  Behold,  sir.  [Exit. 

Cleo.  Dolabella! 

Dol.  Madam,  as  thereto  sworn  by  your  command, 
Which  iny  love  makes  religion  to  obev, 
I  tell  you  this:  Ctesar  through  Syria  '  gOO 

Intends  his  journey;  and  within' three  days 
You  with  your  children  will  he  send  befdr<>- 
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Make  your  best  use  of  this:  I  have  perform 'd 
Your  pleasure  and  my  promise. 

dee.  Dolabella, 

I  shall  remain  your  debtor. 

Dol.  I  your  servant. 

Adieu,  good  queen ;  I  must  attend  on  Caesar. 

Cleo.  Farewell,  and  thanks.  [Exit  DolabeUa. 

Now.  Iras,  what  think'st  thou? 
Thou,  an  Egyptian  puppet,  shalt  be  shown 
In  Rome,  as  well  as  I:  mechanic  slaves 
With  greasy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  shall  210 

Uplift  us  to  the  view:  in  their  thick  breaths. 
Rank  of  gross  diet,  shall  we  be  enclouded, 
And  forced  to  drink  their  vapour. 

Ira*.  The  gods  forbid! 

Cleo.  Nay,  'tis  most  certain,  Iras:  saucy  lictors 
Will  catch  at  us,  like  strumpets;  and  scald  rhymers 
Ballad  us  out  &'  tune:  the  quick  comedians, 
Extemporally  will  stage  us,  and  present 
Our  Alexandrian  revels;  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  shall  see 
Some  squeaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  greatness  220 

I'  the  posture  of  a  whore. 

Ira*.  O  the  good  gods ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  that's  certain. 

Ira*.  I'll  never  see't;  for,  I  am  sure,  my  nails 
Are  stronger  than  mine  eyes. 

Ck".  Why,  that's  the  way 

To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 
Their  most  absurd  intents. 

Re-enter  Charmiast. 

Now,  Charm  ian! 
Show  me,  my  women,  like  a  queen :  go  fetch 
My  best  attires:  I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 
To  meet  Mark  Antony ;  sirrah  Iras,  go. 
Now.  noble  Charmian,  we'll  dispatch  indeed;  230 

And.  when  thou  hast  done  this  chare,  I'll  give  thee  leave 
To  play  till  doomsday.     Bring  our  crown  and  all. 
Wherefore's  this  noise?  [Mat  Iras,     A  noise  within. 

Enter  a  Guardsman. 

Guard.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow 

That  "will  not  be  denied  your  highness'  presence: 
He  brings  you  figs. 

Let  him  come  in.  [Exit  Guardsman. 

What  poor  an  instrument 
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May  do  a  noble  deed !  be  brings  me  liberty. 

My"  resolution's  placed,  and  I  have  nothing 

Of  woman  in  me:  now  from  head  to  foot 

I  am  marble-constant;  now  the  fleeting  moon  240 

No  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enter  Guardsman,  with  Clown  bringing  in  a  basket. 

Guard.  This  is  the  man. 

Cleo.  Avoid,  and  leave  him.  [Exit  Guardsman. 

Hast  tbou  the  pretty  worm  of  Nilus  there, 
That  kills  and  pains  not? 

Clown.  Truly,  I  have  him:  but  I  would  not  be  the  party 
that  should  desire  you  to  touch  him,  for  his  biting  is 
immortal;  those  that  do  die  of  it  do  seldom  or  never 
recover. 

Cleo.  Rememberest  thou  any  that  have  died  on't?       249 

Clown.  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.  I  heard  of 
one  of  them  no  longer  than  yesterday :  a  very  honest  woman, 
but  something  given  to  lie;  as  a  woman  should  not  do,  but 
in  the  way  of  honesty:  how  she  died  of  the  biting  of  it, 
what  pain  she  felt:  truly,  she  makes  a  very  good  report  o' 
the  worm;  but  he  that  will  believe  all  that  'they  say,  shall 
never  be  saved  by  half  that  they  do:  but  this  is  most  falli- 
ble, the  worm's  an  odd  worm. 

Cleo.  Get  thee  hence ;  farewell.  260 

Clown.  I  wish  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 

[Setting  down  Ms  basket. 

Cleo.  Farewell. 

Clown.  You  must  think  this,  look  you,  that  the  worm 
will  do  his  kind. 

Cleo.  Ay,  ay;  farewell. 

Clown.  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  trusted  but  in 
the  keeping  of  wise  people;  for,  indeed,  there  is  no  good- 
ness in  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Take  thou  no  care ;  it  shall  be  heeded. 

Clown.  Very  good.  Give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you,  for  it  is 
not  worth  the  feeding.  271 

Cleo.  Will  it  eat  me? 

Clown.  You  must  not  think  I  am  so  simple  but  I  know 
the  devil  himself  will  not  eat  a  woman:  I  know  that  a 
woman  is  a  dish  for  the  gods,  if  the  devil  dress  her  not. 
But,  truly,  these  same  whoreson  devils  do  the  gods  great 
harm  in  their  women;  for  in  every  ten  that  they  make,  the 
devils  mar  five. 

Cleo.  Well,  get  thee  gone;  farewell.  280 

Clown,  Yes,  forsooth;  I  wish  you  joy  q'  the  worm. 

[JEctt, 
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Re-enter  Iras  irith  a  robe,  crown,  &c. 

Cleo.  Give  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  crown ;  I  have 
Immortal  longings  in  me :  now  no  more 
The  juice  of  Egypt's  grape  shall  moist  this  lip: 
Yare,  yare,  good  Iras;  quick.     Methinks  I  hear 
Antony  call;  I  see  him  rouse  himself 
To  praise  my  noble  act;  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Caesar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excuse  their  after  wrath :  husband,  I  come :  290 

Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title ! 
I  am  fire  and  air;   my  other  elements 
I  give  to  baser  life.     So;  have  you  done? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  last  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell,  kind  Charmian;  Iras,  long  farewell. 

[Kisses  them.     Iras  fails  and  diet. 
Have  I  the  aspic  in  my  lips?    Dost  fall? 
If  thou  and  nature  can  so  gently  part, 
The  stroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch, 
Which  hurts,  and  is  desired.     Dost  thou  lie  still? 
If  thus  thou  vanishest,  thou  tell'st  the  world  300 

It  is  not  worth  leave-taking. 

Chav.  Dissolve,  thick  cloud,  and  rain;  that  I  may  say, 
The  gods  themselves  do  weep ! 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  base : 

If  she  first  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
He'll  make  demand  of  her,  and  spend  that  kiss 
Which  is  my  heaven  to  have.     Come,  thou  mortal  wretch, 
[To  an  tup,  which  she  applies  to  her  breast. 
"With  thy  sharp  teeth  this  knot  intrinsicate 
Of  life  at  once  untie:  poor  venomous  fool, 
Be  angry,  and  dispatch.     O,  couldst  thou  speak, 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Caesar  ass  310 

Unpolicied! 

Char.        O  eastern  star ! 

Cleo.  Peace,  peace! 

Dost  thou  not  see  my  baby  at  my  breast, 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep? 

Char.  O,  break!  O,  break! 

Cleo.  As  sweet  as  balm,  as  soft  as  air,  as  gentle, — 
O  Antony! — Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too: 

[Applying  another  asp  to  her  arm. 
What  should  I  stay —  [Dies. 

Char.  In  this  vile  world?     So.  fare  thee  well. 
Now  boast  thee,  death,  in  thy  possession  lies 
A  lass  unparallel'd.     Downy  windows,  close; 
And  golden  Phoebus  never  DC  beheld  320 
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Of  eyes  again  so  royal!    Your  crown's  awry; 
I'll  mend  it,  and  then  play. 

Enter  the  Guard,  rushing  in. 

First  Guard.  Where  is  the  queen? 
Char.  Speak  softly,  wake  her  not 

First  Guard.  Caesar  hath  sent — 
Char.  Too  slow  a  messenger. 

[Applies  an  cusp. 
O,  come  apace,  dispatch !  I  partly  feel  thee. 

First  Guard.  Approach,  ho!     All's  not  well:  Caesar's  be- 
guiled. 
Sec.  Guard.  There's  Dolabella  sent  from  Caesar;  call  him. 
First  Guard.  What  work  is  ht  re!    Charmian,  is  this  well 

done? 
Char.  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  princess 
Descended  of  so  many  royal  kings.  330 

Ah,  soldier!  [Dies. 

Re-enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  How  goes  it  here? 

Sec.  Guard.  All  dead. 

Dol.  Caesar,  thy  thoughts 

Touch  their  effects  in  this:  thyself  art  coming 
To  see  perform'd  the  dreaded  act  which  thou 
So  sought'st  to  hinder. 

[Within  "  A  way  there,  a  way  for  Caesar!" 

Ee-enter  Caesar,  and  all  his  train,  marching. 

Dol.  O  sir,  you  are  too  sure  an  augurer; 
That  you  did  fear  is  done. 

Cces.  Bravest  at  the  last, 

She  levell'd  at  our  purposes,  and,  being  royal, 
Took  her  own  way.     The  manner  of  their  deaths?         340 
I  do  not  see  them  bleed. 

Dol.  Who  was  last  with  them? 

First  Guard.  A  simple  countryman,  that   brought   her 
figs: 
This  was  his  basket. 

Cm.  Poison'd,  then, 

First  Guard,  O  Caesar, 

This  Charmian  lived  but  now;  she  stood  and  spake: 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  mistress;  tremblingly  she  stood 
And  on  the  sudden  dropp'd. 

Cces.  O  noble  weakness! 

If  they  had  swallow'd  poison,  'twould  appear 
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By  external  swelling:  but  she  looks  like  sleep, 

A<  jhe  would  catch  another  Antony  350 

In  her  strong  toil  of  grace. 

Dol.  Here,  on  her  breast, 

There  is  a  vent  of  blood  and  something  blown: 
The  like  is  in  her  arm. 

First  Guard.  This  is  an  aspic's  trail:  and  these  fig-leaves 
Have  slime  upon  them,  such  as  the  aspic  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

Most  probable 
That  so  she  died;  for  her  physician  teUs  me 
She  hath  pursued  conclusions  infinite 
Of  easy  ways  to  die.     Take  up  her  bed; 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument'  360 

She  shall  be  buried  by  her  Antony: 
No  grave  upon  the  earth  shall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  so  famous.     High  events  as  these 
Strike  those  that  make  them;  and  their  story  is 
No  less  in  pity  than  his  glory  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.     Our  army  shall 
In  solemn  show  attend  this  funeral; 
And  then  to  Rome.     Come,  Dolabella,  see 
High  order  in  this  great  solemnity.  [Exeunt 
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Scene:  Britain;  Rome. 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I.     Britain.     The  garden  of  Cymbeline's  -palace. 
Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

First  Gent.  You  do  not  meet  a  man  but  frowns:  out 
bloods 
No  more  obey  the  heavens  than  our  courtiers 
Still  seem  as  does  the  king. 
Sec.  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter? 

First  Gent.  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of's  kingdom 
whom 
He  purposed  to  his  wife's  sole  son — a  widow 
That  late  he  married — hath  referr'd  herself 
Unto  a  poor  but  worthy  gentleman:  she's  wedded; 
Her  husband  banish'd ;  she  imprison  d,  all 
(602) 
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Is  outward  sorrow;  though  I  thiuk  the  king 
Be  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

Gent.  None  but  the  king?  10 

First  Gent.   He  that  hath  lost  her  too;  so  is  the  queen, 
That  most  desired  the  match;  but  not  a  courtier, 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the-  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  scowl  at. 

Sec.  Gent.  And  why  so? 

Vint  Gent.    He  that  hath  miss'd  the  princess  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report:  and  he  that  hath  her — 
I  mean,  that  married  her,  alack,  good  man! 
And  therefore  banish'd — is  a  creature  such 
As,  to  seek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth  20 

For  one  his  like,  There  would  be  something  failing 
In  him  that  should  compare.     I  do  not  think 
So  fair  an  outward  and  such  stuff  within 
Endows  a  man  but  he. 

>'•  ■.  Gent.  You  speak  him  far. 

First  Gent.  I  do  extend  him,  sir,  within  himself, 
Crush  him  together  rather  than  unfold 
His  measure  duly. 

Sec.  Gent.  What's  his  name  and  birth"? 

First  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root :  his  father 
Was  call'd  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honour 
Against  the  Romans  with  Cassibelan,  30 

But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius  whom 
He  served  with  glory  and  admired  success, 
So  gain'd  the  sur-addition  Leonatus; 
And  had,  besides  this  gentleman  in  question, 
Two  other  sons,  who  in  the  wars  o'  the  time 
Died  with  their  swords  in  hand ;  for  which  their  father, 
Then  old  and  fond  of  issue,  took  such  sorrow 
That  he  quit  being,  and  his  gentle  lady, 
Big  of  this  gentleman  our  theme,  deceased 
As  he  was  born.     The  king  he  takes  the  babe  40 

To  his  protection,  calls  him  Posthumus  Leonatus, 
Breeds  him  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber, 
Puts  to  him  all  the  learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of;  which  he  took, 
As  we  do  air,  fast  as  'twas  minister'd, 
And  in's  spring  became  a  harvest,  lived  in  court— 
Which  rare  it  is  to  do — most  praised,  most  loved, 
A  sample  to  the  youngest,  to  the  more  mature 
A  glass  that  feated  them,  and  to  the  graver 
A  child  that  guided  dotards;  to  his  mistress,  50 

For  whom  he  now  is  banish'd,  her  own  price 
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Proclaims  how  she  esteem'd  him  and  his  virtue; 
By  her  election  may  be  truly  read 
What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

Sec.  Gent.  I  honour  him 

Even  out  of  your  report.     But,  pray  you,  tell  me, 
Is  she  sole  child  to  the  king? 

First  Gent.  His  only  child. 

He  had  two  sons:  if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it:  the  eldest  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
f  the  swathing-clothes  the  other,  from  their  nursery 
Were  stol'n,  and  to  this  hour  no  guess  in  knowledge        GO 
Which  way  they  went. 

Sec.  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago? 

First  Gent.  Some  twenty  years. 

Sec.  Gent.  That  a  king's  children  should  be  so  convey 'd, 
So  Blackly  guarded,  and  the  search  so  slow, 
That  could  not  trace  them ! 

First  Gent.  Howsoe'er  'tis  strange, 

Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at, 
Yet  is  it  true,  sir. 

Sec.  Gent.  I  do  well  believe  you. 

First  Gent.  We  must  forbear:  here  comes  the  gentleman. 
The  queen,  and  princess.  [Knmd.     69 

Enter  the  Queen,  Posthumus,  and  Imogen. 

Queen.  No,  be  assured  you  shall  not  find  me,  daughter, 
After  the  slander  of  most  stepmothers, 
Evil-eyed  unto  you:  you're  my  prisoner,  but 
Your  gaoler  shall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  restraint.     For  you,  Posthumus, 
So  soon  as  I  can  win  the  offended  king, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate:  marry,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him,  and  'twere  good 
You  lean'd  unto  his  sentence  with  what  patience 
Your  wisdom  may  inform  you. 

Post.  Please  your  highness, 

I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

Queen.  You  know  the  peril  80 

I'll  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affections,  though  the  king 
Hath  charged  you  should  not  speak  together.  [E.v<i. 

Imo.  O 

Dissembling  courtesy!     How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  she  wounds!     My  dearest  husband, 
I  something  fear  my  father's  wrath;  but  nothing— 
Always  reserved  my  holy  duty— what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me:  you  must  be  gone; 
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And  I  shall  here  abide  the  hourly  shot 
Of  angry  eyes,  not  comforted  to  live.  90 

But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world 
That  I  may  see  again. 
Post.  My  queen]  my  mistress! 

0  lady,  weep  no  more,  lest  I  give  cause 
To  be  suspected  of  more  tenderness 
Than  doth  become  a  man.     I  will  remain 
The  loyal'st  husband  that  did  e'er  plight  troth- 
My  residence  in  Rome  at  one  Philario's, 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter:  thither  write,  my  queen. 

And  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  send,  100 

Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Re-enter  Queen. 

Queen.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you: 

If  the  king  come,  I  shall  incur  I  know  not" 

1  low  mucli  of  his  displeasure.     [y4#*dtf]  Yet  I'll  move  him 
To  walk  this  way :  I  never  do  him  wroug. 

But  he  does  bin*  my  injuries,  to  be  friends; 

Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  [Bint. 

Post.  Should  we  be  taking  leave 

As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live. 
The  loathuess  to  depart  would  grow.     Adieu! 

Into.   Nay.  stay  a  little: 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourself,  110 

Such  parting  were  too  petty.     Look  here,  love; 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's :  take  it,  heart ; 
But  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

P<>nt.  How,  how!  another? 

You  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have, 
And  sear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With   bonds  of  death!     [Putting  on   the  ring.]   Remain, 

remain  thou  here 
While  sense  can  keep  it  on.     And,  sweetest,  fairest, 
As  I  my  poor  self  did  exchange  for  you, 
To  your  so  infinite  loss,  so  in  our  trifles  120 

I  still  win  of  you:  for  my  sake  wear  this; 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love;  I'll  place  it 
Upon  this  fairest  prisoner. 

i Putting  a  bracelet  upon  her  arm. 
>  the  gods! 
When  shall  we  see  again': 

Enter  Cymbelixe  and  Lords. 
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Post.  Alack,  the  king! 

Cym.  Thou  basest  thing,  avoid!   hence,  from  my  sight! 
If  after  this  command  thou  fraught  the  court 
With  thy  unworthiness,  thou  diest:  away! 
Thou'rt  poison  to  my  blood. 

Post.  The  gods  protect  you ! 

And  bless  the  good  remainders  of  the  court  1 
I  am  gone.  [Exit. 

Imo.       There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death  130 

More  sharp  than  this  is. 

Cym.  O  disloyal  thing, 

That  shouldst  repair  my  youth,  thou  heap'st 
A  year's  age  on  me. 

Imo.  I  beseech  you,  sir, 

Harm  not  yourself  with  your  vexation : 
I  am  senseless  of  your  wrath ;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym.  Past  grace?  obedience? 

Imo.  Past  hope,  and  in  despair;  that  way,  past  grace. 

Cym.  That  mightst  have  had  the  sole  son  of  my  queen ! 

Imo.  O  blest,  that  I  might  not!    I  chose  an  eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock.  140 

Cym.  Thou  took'st  a  beggar;  wouldst  have  made  my 
throne 
A  seat  for  baseness. 

Imo.  No;  I  rather  added 

A  lustre  to  it. 

Cym.  O  thou  vile  one  I 

Imo.  Bif, 

It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  loved  Postnumus: 
You  bred  him  as  my  playfellow,  and  he  is 
A  man  worth  any  woman,  overbuys  me 
Almost  the  sum  he  pays. 

Cym.  What,  art  thou  mad? 

Imo.  Almost,  sir:  heaven  restore  me!    Would  I  were 
A  neat-herd's  daughter,  and  my  Leonatus 
Our  neighbour  shepherd's  son ! 

Cym.  Thou  foolish  thing!         150 

Re-enter  Queen. 

They  were  again  together:  you  have  done 
Not  after  our  command.  Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen.  Beseech  your  patience.     Peace, 

Dear  lady  daughter,  peace!     Sweet  sovereign, 
Leave  us  to  ourselves;  and  make  yourself  some  comfort 
Out  of  your  best  advice. 
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Cym.  Nay,  let  her  languish 

A  drop  of  blood  a  day ;  ana,  being  aged, 
Die  of  this  foil}'!  [Exeunt  Cymbeline  and  Lords. 

Queen.  Fie!  you  must  give  way. 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Here  is  your  servant.     How  now,  sir!    What  news? 

Pis.  My  lord  your  son  drew  on  my  master. 

Queue'  Ha!  160 

No  harm,  I  trust,  is  done? 

Pis.  There  might  have  been. 

But  that  my  master  rather  play'd  than  fought 
And  had  no  help  of  anger:  the}'  were  parted 
By  gentleman  at  hand. 

Queen.  I  am  very  glad  on't. 

Irno.  Your  son's  my  father's  friend ;  he  takes  his  part. 
To  draw  upon  an  exile!     O  brave  sir! 
I  would  they  were  in  Afric  both  together; 
Myself  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 
The  goer-back.     Why  came  you  from  your  master? 

Pis.  On  his  command:  he  would  not  suffer  me  170 

To  bring  him  to  the  haven;  left  these  notes 
Of  what  commands  I  should  be  subject  to, 
When't  pleased  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen.  This  hath  been 

Your  faithful  servant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour 
He  will  remain  so. 

Pis.  I  humbly  thank  your  highness. 

Queen.  Pray,  walk  awhile. 

Imo.  About  some  half-hour  hence, 

I  pray  you,  speak  with  me :  you  shall  at  least 
Go  see  my  lord  abroad:  for  this  time  leave  me.      [Exeunt. 

Scene  II.     The  same.    A  public  place. 
Enter  Cloten  and  tico  Lords. 

First  Lord.  Sir,  I  would  advise  you  to  shift  a  shirt ;  the 
violence  of  action  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  sacrifice:  where 
air  comes  out,  air  comes  in:  there's  none  abroad  so  whole- 
some as  that  you  vent. 

Clo.  If  my  shirt  were  bloody,  then  to  shift  it. 
Have  I  hurt  him? 

Sec.  Lord.  [Aside]  No,  'faith ;  not  so  much  as  his  patience. 

First  Lord.  Hurt  him!  his  body's  a  passable  carcass,  if 
he  be  not  hurt:  it  is  a  throughfare  for  steel,  if  it  be  not  hurt. 
Lord.   [Aside]  His  steel  was  in  debt;  it  went  o'  the 
backside  the  town. 
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Clo.  The  villain  would  not  stand  me. 

Sec.  Lord.  [Aside]  No ;  but  he  lied  forward  still,  toward 
your  face. 

First  Lord.  Stand  you!  You  have  land  enough  of  your 
own:  but  he  added  to  your  having;  gave  you  some  ground. 

Sec.  Lord.  [Aside]  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans. 
Puppies!  21 

Clo.  I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

Sec.  Lord.  [Aside]  So  would  I,  till  you  had  measured  how 
long  a  fool  you  were  upon  the  ground. 

Clo.  And  that  she  should  love  this  fellow  and  refuse  me.' 

Sec.  Lord.  [Aside]  If  it  be  a  sin  to  make  a  true  election, 
she  is  damned.  30 

First  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and 
her  brain  go  not  together:  she's  a  good  sign,  but  I  have 
seen  small  reflection  of  her  wit. 

See.  Lord.  [Aside]  She  shines  not  upon  fools,  lest  the 
reflection  should  hurt  her. 

Clo.  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber.  Would  tliero  had  been 
some  hurt  done! 

Sec.  Lord.  [Aside]  I  wish  not  so ;  unless  it  had  been  the 
fall  of  an  ass,  which  is  no  great  hurt. 

Clo.  You'll  go  with  us?  40 

First  Ljjrd.  I'll  attend  your  lordship. 

Clo.  Nay,  come,  let's  go  together. 

Sec.  Lord.  Well,  my  lord.  [Exevnt. 

Scene  III.     A  room  in  Cymbeline's  palace. 
Enter  Imogen  and  Pisanio. 

lino.  I  would  thou  grew'st  unto  the  shores  o'  the  haven. 
And  question'dst  every  sail:  if  he  should  write, 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  lost, 
As  offer'd  mercy  is.     What  was  the  last 
That  he  spake  to  thee? 

Pis.  It  was  his  queen,  his  queen.' 

Lino.  Then  waved  his  handkerchief? 

Pix.  And  kiss'd  it,  madam. 

lmo.  Senseless  linen!  happier  therein  than  It 
And  that  was  all? 

Pis.  No,  madam ;  for  so  long 

As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye  or  ear 
Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep  10 

The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief, 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of 'a  mind 
Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sail'd  on, 
How  swift  his  ship. 
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Lii'i.  Thou  shouldst  have  made  him 

As  little  as  a  crow,  or  less,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Madam,  so  I  did. 

Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-strings;  crack'd  them, 
but 
To  look  upon  him,  till  the  diminution 
Of  space  had  pointed  him  sharp  as  my  needle, 
Nay,  follow'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from  20 

The  smallness  of  a  gnat  to  air,  and  then 
Have  turu'd  mine  eye  and  wept.     But,  good  Pisanio, 
When  shall  we  hear  from  him? 

Pi*.  Be  assured,  madam, 

AVitb  his  next  vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Most  pretty  things  to  say :  ere  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  on  him  at  certain  hours 
Such  thoughts  and  such,  or  I  could  make  him  swear 
The  shes  of  Italy  should  not  betray 

Mine  interest  and  his  honour,  or  have  charged  him,         30 
At  the  sixth  hour  of  morn,  at  noon,  at  midnight, 
To  encounter  me  with  orisons,  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him ;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss  which  I  had  set 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father 
And  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  The  queen,  madam, 

Desires  your  highness'  company. 

Imo.  Those  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  dispatch'd. 
I  will  attend  the  queen. 

Pis.  Madam,  I  shall.  [Exeunt.     40 

Scenk  IV.     Home.    PhiUirio's  hou*\ 

Enter  Philario,  Iachimo.  «  Frenchman,  a  Dutchman,  and 
a  Spaniard. 

Inch.  Believe  it,  sir,  I  have  seen  him  in  Britain:  he  was 
then  of  a  crescent  note,  expected  to  prove  so  worthy  u 
since  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name  of;  but  I  could  then 
have  looked  on  him  without  the  help  of  admiration,  though 
the  catalogue  of  his  endowments  had  been  tabled  by  In- 
side and  I  to  peruse  him  by  items. 

Phi.  You  speak  of  him  wheu  he  was  less  furnished  than 

6HAK.    III.—  20- 
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now  lie  is  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without  and 
within.  10 

French.  I  have  seen  him  in  France:  we  had  very  many 
there  could  behold  the  sun  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

lack.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's  daughter, 
wherein  he  must  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value  than  his 
own,  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the  matter. 

French.  And  then  his  banishment. 

lack.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  those  that  weep  this 
lamentable  divorce  under  her  colours  are  wonderfully  to 
extend  him;  be  it  but  to  fortify  her  judgement,  which  else 
an  easy  battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  beggar  without 
less  quality.  But  how  comes  it  he  is  to  sojourn  with  you? 
How  creeps  acquaintance? 

Phi.  His  father  and  I  were  soldiers  together;  to  whom  I 
have  been  often  bound  for  no  less  than  my  life.  Here 
comes  the  Briton :  let  him  be  so  entertained  amongst  you 
as  suits,  with  gentlemen  of  your  knowing,  to  a  stranger  of 
Ins  quality.  30 

Enter  Posthumus. 

I  beseech  you  all,  be  better  known  to  this  gentleman; 
whom  I  commend  to  you  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine  how 
worthy  he  is  I  will  leave  to  appear  hereafter,  rather  than 
story  him  in  his  own  hearing. 

French.  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Oilcans. 

Post.  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  for  cour- 
tesies, which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay  and  yet  pay  still.         40 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kindness:  1  was  glad 
I  did  atone  my  countryman  and  you ;  it  had  been  pity  you 
should  have  been  put  together  with  so  mortal  a  purpose  as 
then  each  bore,  upon  importance  of  so  slight  and  trivial  a 
nature. 

Post.  By  your  pardon,  sir,  I  was  then  a  young  traveller; 
rather  shunned  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard  than  in  my 
every  action  to  be  guided  by  others'  experiences:  but  upon 
my  mended  judgement — if  I  offend  not  to  say  it  is  mended 
— my  quarrel  was  not  altogether  slight.  51 

French.  'Faith,  yes,  to  lie  put  to  the  arbitrament  of 
swords,  and  by  such  two  that  would  by  all  likelihood  have 
confounded  one  the  other,  or  have  fallen  both. 

lack.  Can  we,  with  manners,  ask  what  was  the  differ- 
ence? 

French.  Safely,  I  think:  'twas  a  contention  in  public, 
which  may,  without  contradiction,  suffer  the  report.  It 
was  much  like  an  argument  that  fell  out  last  night,  where 
each  of  us  fell  in  praise  of  our  country  mistresses;  this  geu- 
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tleman  tit  that  time  vouching — and  upon  warrant  of  bloody 
affirmation — his  to  be  more  fair,  virtuous,  wise,  chaste, 
constant-qualified  and  less  attemptable  than  any  the  rarest 
of  our  ladies  in  France. 

tack.  That  lady  is  not  now  living,  or  this  gentleman's 
opinion  by  this  worn  out. 

Post.  She  holds  her  virtue  still  and  I  my  mind. 

loch.  You  must  not  so  far  prefer  her  'fore  ours  of  Italy. 

Post.  Being  so  far  provoked  as  I  was  in  France,  I  would 
abate  her  nofhing,  though  I  profess  myself  her  adorer,  not 
her  friend. 

lack.  As  fair  and  as  good — a  kind  of  hand-in-hand  com- 
parison— had  been  something  too  fair  and  too  good  for  any 
lady  in  Britain.  If  she  went  before  others  I  have  seen,  as 
that  diamond  of  yours  outlustres  many  I  have  beheld,  I 
could  not  but  believe  she  excelled  many:  but  I  have  not 
seen  the  most  precious  diamond  that  is,  nor  you  the  lady. 

Pmt  I  praised  her  as  I  rated  her:  so  do  I  my  stone. 

Inch.  What  do  you  esteem  it  at? 

Post.  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

Iach.  Either  your  unparagoned  mistress  is  dead,  or  she's 
outprized  by  a  trifle. 

Po.*t.  You  are  mistaken :  the  one  may  be  sold,  or  given, 
if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchase,  or  merit  for 
the  gift:  the  other  is  not  a  thing  for  sale,  and  only  the  gift 
of  the  gods. 

Inch..  Which  the  gods  have  given  you? 

Post.  Which,  by  their  graces,  I  will  keep. 

Loth.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours:  but,  you  know, 
strange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds.  Your  ring 
may  be  stolen  too:  so  your  brace  of  unprizable  estimations; 
the  one  is  but  frail  aud  the  other  casual ;  a  cunning  thief, 
or  a  that  way  accomplished  courtier,  would  hazard  the 
winning  both  of  first  and  last. 

Post.  Your  Italy  contains  none  so  accomplished  a  cour- 
tier to  convince  the  honour  of  my  mistress,  if,  in  the  hold- 
ing or  loss  of  that,  you  term  her  frail.  I  do  nothing  doubt 
you  have  store  of  thieves;  notwithstanding,  I  fear  not  my 
ring. 

Phi.  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen.  109 

Post.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  siguior,  I 
thank  him,  makes  no  stranger  of  me;  we  are!  familiar  at 
first. 

Iach.  With  five  times  so  much  conversation,  I  should  get 
ground  of  your  fair  mistress,  make  her  go  back,  even  to 
the  yielding,  had  I  admittance  aud  opportunity  to  friend 

Post.  No,  no. 
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Iach.  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  estate  to 
your  ring;  which,  in  my  opinion,  o'ervalues  it  something: 
but  I  make  my  wager  rather  against  your  confidence  than 
her  reputation :  and,  to  bar  your  offence  herein  too,  I  durst 
attempt  it  against  any  lady  in  the  world. 

Post.  You  are  a  great  deal  abused  in  too  bold  a  persua- 
sion ;  and  I  doubt  not  you  sustain  what  you're  worthy  of 
by  your  attempt. 

Inch,  "What's  that? 

Post.  A  repulse:  though  your  attempt,  as  you  call  it, 
deserve  more;  a  punishment  too.  129 

Phi.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this:  it  came  in  too  sud- 
denly ;  let  it  die  as  it  was  born,  and,  I  pray  you,  be  better 
acquainted. 

lack.  Would  I  had  put  my  estate  and  my  neighbour's  on 
the  approbation  of  what  I  have  spoke! 

J'ost.  What  lady  would  you  choose  to  assail? 

Iach.  Yours;  whom  in  constancy  you  think  stands  so 
safe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thousand  ducats  to  your  ring, 
that,  commend  me  to  the  court  where  your  lady  is,  with  no 
more  advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  second  confer- 
ence, and  I  will  bring  from  thence  that  honour  of  hers 
which  you  imagine  so  reserved. 

Post.  I  will  wage  against  your  gold,  gold  to  it:  my  ring 
I  hold  dear  as  my  finger ;  'tis  part  of  it. 

Inch.  You  are  afraid,  and  therein  the  wiser.  If  you  buy 
ladies'  flesh  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  preserve  it 
from  tainting:  but  I  see  you  have  some  religion  in  you, 
that  you  fear.  149 

Post.  This  is  but  a  custom  in  your  tongue ;  you  bear  a 
graver  purpose,  I  hope. 

Tack.  I  am  the  master  of  my  speeches,  and  would 
undergo  what's  spoken,  I  swear. 

Post.  Will  you?  I  shall  but  lend  my  diamond  till  your 
return:  let  there  be  covenants  drawn  between  's:  my  mis- 
tress exceeds  in  goodness  the  hugeness  of  your  unworthy 
thinking:  I  dare  you  to  this  match:  here's  my  ring. 

Phi.  I  will  have  it  no  lay.  159 

Iach.  By  the  gods,  it  is  one.  If  I  bring  you  no  sufficient 
testimony  that  1  have  enjoyed  the  dearest  bodily  part  of 
your  mistress,  my  ten  thousand  ducats  are  yours;  so  is 
your  diamond  too:  if  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in  such 
honour  as  you  have  trust  in,  she  your  jewel,  this  your 
jewel,  and  my  gold  are  yours:  provided  I  have  your  com- 
mendation for  my  more  free  entertainment. 

Post.  I  embrace  these  conditions;  let  us  have  articles 
betwixt  us.    Only,  thus  far  you  shall  answer:  if  you  make 
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your  voyage  upon  her  and  give  me  directly  to  understand 
you  have  prevailed,  I  am  no  further  your  enemy;  she  is 
not  worth  our  debate :  if  she  remain  unseduced,  you  not 
making  it  appear  otherwise,  for  your  ill  opinion  and  the 
assault  you  have  made  to  her  chasthy  you  shall  answer  me 
with  your  sword. 

Lush.  Your  hand;  a  covenant:  we  will  have  these  things 
set  down  by  lawful  counsel,  and  straight  away  for  Britain, 
k-st  the  bargain  should  catch  cold  and  starve:  I  will  fetch 
my  gold  and  have  our  two  wagers  recorded.  181 

Post.  Agreed.  'it  Posthumus  and  Iackkno. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you? 

Phi.  Signior  Iachimo  will  not  from  it.  Pray,  let  us  fol- 
low 'em.  [Exeunt. 

Scene Y.     Britain.     A  room  in  Cymbdine's palace. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius. 

■>.  Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on  ground,  gather  those 
flowers; 
Make  haste:  who  has  the  note  of  them? 

First  Lady.  I,  madam. 

Qn<een.  Dispatch.  [E.itunt  Ladies. 

Now,  master  doctor,  have  you  brought  those  drugs? 

Cor.  Pleaseth  your  highness,  ay :  here  the)'  are,  madam : 

[Presenting  a  small  box. 
B'U  I  beseech  your  grace,  without  offence, — 
My  conscience  bids  me  ask — wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  these  most  poisonous  compounds, 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languishing  death; 
But  though  slow,  deadly? 

Q"'  I  wonder,  doctor,  10 

Thou  ask'st  me  such  a  cmestion.     Have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long?     Hast  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes?  distil?  preserve?  yea,  so 
That  our  great  king  himself  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confections?     Having  thus  far  proceeded, — 
Unless  thou  think'st  me  devilish — is't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgement  in 
Other  conclusions?     I  will 'try  the  forces 
Of  these  thy  compounds  on  such  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging,  but  none  humaa  20 

To  try  the  vigour  of  them  and  apply 
Allayments  to  their  act.  and  by  them  gather 
Their  several  virtues  and  effects. 

Cor.  Your  highness 

Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart : 


I 
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Besides,  the  seeing  these  effects  will  he 
Both  noisome  and  infectious. 

Queen.  O,  content  thee. 

Enter  Pisanio. 

[vlfl&fe]  Here  comes  a  flattering  rascal ;  upon  him 

Will  I  first  work:  he's  for  his  master, 

And  enemy  to  my  son.     How  now,  Pisanio! 

Doctor,  your  service  for  this  time  is  ended ;  30 

Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  [Aside]  I  do  suspect  you,  madam; 

But  you  shall  do  no  harm. 

Queen.         [To  Pisanio]  Hark  thee,  a  word. 

Cor.  [Aside]  I  do  not  like  her.     She  doth  think  she  has 
Strange  lingering  poisons:  I  do  know  her  spirit, 
And  will  not  trust  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  such  damn'd  nature.     Those  she  has 
Will  stupify  and  dull  the  sense  awhile; 
Which  first,  perchance,  she'll  prove  on  cats  and  dogs, 
Then  afterward  up  higher:  but  there  is 
No  danger  in  what  show  of  death  it  makes,  40 

More  than  the  locking-up  the  spirits  a  time, 
To  be  more  fresh,  reviving.     She  is  fool'd 
With  a  most  false  effect;  and  I  the  truer, 
So  to  be  false  with  her. 

Queen.  No  further  service,  doctor, 

Until  I  send  for  thee. 

Cor.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

Queen.  Weeps  she  still,  say'st  thou?    Dost  thou  think 
in  time 
She  will  not  quench  and  let  instructions  enter 
Where  folly  now  possesses?    Do  thou  work: 
When  thou  shalt  bring  me  word  she  loves  my  son, 
I'll  tell  thee  on  the  instant  thou  art  then  50 

As  great  as  is  thy  master,  greater,  for 
His  fortunes  all  lie  speechless  and  his  name 
Is  at  last  gasp :  return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is:  to  shift  his  being 
Is  to  exchange  one  misery  with  another, 
And  every  day  that  comes  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him.     What  shalt  thou  expect, 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans, 
Who  cannot  be  new  built,  nor  has  no  friends,  59 

So  much  as  but  to  prop  him?     [The  Queen  drops  the  bo<: 

Pisanio  takes  it  up.]  Thou  takest  up 

Thou  know'stnot  what;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour; 
It  is  a  thing  I  made,  which  hath  the  king 
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Five  times  redeem'd  from  death:  I  do  not  know 

What  is  more  cordial.     Nay,  I  prithee,  take  it; 

It  is  an  earnest  of  a  further  good 

That  I  mean  to  thee.     Tell  thy  mistress  how 

The  case  stands  with  her;  do't  as  from  thyself. 

Think  what  a  chance  thou  changest  on,  but  think 

Thou  hast  thy  mistress  still,  to  boot,  my  son, 

Who  shall  take  notice  of  thee :  I'll  move  the  king  70 

To  any  shape  of  thy  preferment  such 

As  thoiflt  desire;  and  then  myself,  I  chiefly, 

That  set  thee  on  to  this  desert,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  merit  richly.     Call  my  women : 

Think  on  my  words.  [Exit  Pisanio. 

A  sly  and  constant  knave, 
Xot  to  be  shaked;  the  agent  for  his  master 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her  to  hold 
The  hand-fast  to  her  lord.     I  have  given  him  that 
Which,  if  he  take,  shall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  liegers  for  her  sweet,  and  which  she  after,  80 

Except  she  bend  her  humour,  shall  be  assured 
To  taste  of  too. 

He-enter  Pisanio  and  Ladies. 
So,  so:  well  done,  well  done: 
The  violets,  cowslips,  and  the  primroses. 
Bear  to  my  closet.     Fare  thee  well,  Pisanio; 
Think  on  my  words.  [Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladies. 

Fix.  And  shall  do: 

But  when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 
111  choke  myself:  there's  all  I'll  do  for  you.  [Mat. 

Scene  YI.     The  same.     Another  room  in  the  palace. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Tin".  A  father  cruel,  and  a  step-dame  false; 
A  foolish  suitor  to  a  wedded  lady, 
That  hath  her  husband  banish'd ; — O,  that  husband'. 
My  supreme  crown  of  grief!  and  those  repeated 
Vexations  of  it!     Had  I  been  thief-stol'n. 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy!  but  most  miserable 
Is  the  desire  that's  glorious:  blest  be  those. 
How  mean  soe'er,  that  have  their  honest  wills. 
Which  .-easous  comfort.     Who  may  this  be?     Fie! 
Enter  Pisanio  and  Iaciiimo. 

rtft  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome,  10 

Comes  from  my  lord  with  letters. 
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Inch.  Change  you,  madam  ? 

The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  safety 
And  greets  your  highness  dearly.  [Presents  a  letter. 

I/no.  Thanks,  good  sir : 

You're  kindly  welcome. 

Inch.  [Aside]  All  of  her  that  is  out  of  door  most  rich: 
If  she  be  furnish'd  with  a  mind  so  rare, 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird,  and  I 
Have  lost  the  wager.     Boldness  be  my  friend! 
Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  foot! 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  shall  flying  fight;  £0 

Rather,  directly  fly. 

Imo.  [Reads]  "  He  is  one  of  the  noblest  note,  to  whose 
kindnesses  I  am  most  infinitely  tied.  Reflect  upon  him 
accordingly,  as  you  value  your  trust —  Leonatus." 

So  far  I  read  aloud: 
But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 
Is  warm'd  by  the  rest,  and  takes  it  thankfully. 
You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  sir,  as  I 

Have  words  to  bid  you,  and  shall  find  it  so  30 

In  a!J  that  I  can  do. 

lack.  i    Thanks,  fairest  lady. 

What,  are  men  mad?    Hath  nature  given  them  eyes 
To  see  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  sea  and  land,  which  can  distinguish  'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above  and  the  twinn'd  stones 
Upon  the  number'd  beach?  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  spectacles  so  precious 
'Twixt  fair  and  foul? 

Imo.  What  makes  your  admiration? 

Iaeh.  It  cannot  be  i'  the  eye,  for  apes  and  monkeys 
'Twixt  two  such  shes  would  chatter  this  way  and  40 

Contemn  with  mows  the  other;  nor  i'  the  judgement, 
For  idiots  in  this  case  of  favour  would 
Be  wisely  definite;  nor  i'  the  appetite; 
Sluttery  to  such  neat  excellence  opposed 
Should  make  desire  vomit  emptiness, 
Not  so  allured  to  feed. 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter,  trow? 

Inch.  The  cloyed  will, 

That  satiate  yet  unsatisfied  desire,  that  tub 
Both  fill'd  and  running,  ravening  first  the  lamb 
Longs  after  for  the  garbage. 

Imo.  What,  dear  sir,  50 

Thus  raps  you?    Are  you  well? 

Inch.  Thanks,  madam;  well.    [ToPisanto]  Beseech  you, 
sir,  desir« 
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My  man's  abode  where  I  did  leave  him :  he 
Is  strange  and  peevish. 

Pi*.  I  was  going,  sir, 

To  give  him  welcome.  [Exit. 

lui".  Continues    well    my  lord?       His    health,   beseech 
you '? 

Inch.  Well,  madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  disposed  to  mirth?  I  hope  he  is. 

I'i<-h.  Exceeding  pleasaut;  none  a  stranger  there 
So  merry  and  so  gamesome:  he  is  call'd  6C 

The  Briton  reveller. 

Imo.  When  he  was  here, 

He  did  incline  to  sadness,  and  oft-times 
Xot  knowing  why. 

Lii'h.  I  never  saw  him  sad. 

There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one 
An  eminent  monsieur,  that,  it  seems,  much  loves 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home;  he  furnaces 
The  thick  sighs  from  him,  whiles  the  jolly  Briton — 
Your  lord,  I  mean — laughs  from's  free  lungs,  cries  "  O, 
Can  my  sides  hold,  to  think  that  man,  who  knows 
By  history,  report,  or  his  own  proof,  70 

"What  woman  is.  yea,  what  she  cannot  choose 
But  must  be.  will  his  free  hours  languish  for 
Assured  bondage?" 

Imo.  Will  my  lord  say  so? 

Ln'h.  Ay.  madam,  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laughter: 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by 

And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman.     But,  heavens  know, 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 

Inch.    Not  he:  but  yet  heaven's  bounty  towards  him 
might 
Be  used  more  thankfully.     In  himself,  'tis  much; 
In  you,  which  I  account  his  beyond  all  talents,  80 

Whilst  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo.  What  do  you  pity,  sir? 

Inch.  Two  creatures  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one,  sir? 

You  look  on  me :  what  wreck  discern  you  in  me 
Deserves  your  pity? 

Inch.  Lamentable!    What, 

To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  sun  and  solace 
F  the  dungeon  by  a  snuff? 

Imo.  I  pray  you,  sir, 

Peliver  with  more  openness  your  answers 
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To  my  demands.     "Why  do  you  pitv  me? 

lack.  That  others  do—  90 

I  was  about  to  say — enjoy  your But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  it, 
Not  mine  to  speak  on't. 

Imo.  You  do  seem  to  know 

Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me:  pray  you, — 
Since  douhting  things  go  ill  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  sure  they  do ;  for  certainties 
Either  are  past  remedies,  or,  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  born — discover  to  me 
What  both  you  spur  and  stop. 

Iaeli.  Had  I  this  cheek 

To  bathe  my  lips  upon;  this  hand,  whose  touch,  100 

Whose  every  touch,  would  force  the  feeler's  soul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty;  this  object,  which 
Takes  prisoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye, 
Fixing  it  only  here;  should  I,  damn'd  then, 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  stairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol;  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falsehood — falsehood,  as 
"With  labour;  then  by-peeping  in  an  eye 
Base  and  unlustrous  as  the  smoky  light 
That's  fed  with  stinking  tallow;  it  were  fit  110 

That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  should  at  one  time 
Encounter  such  revolt. 

Imo.  My  lord,  I  fear, 

Has  forgot  Britain. 

Iacli.  And  himself.     Not  I, 

Inclined  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change;  but  'tis  your  graces 
That  from  my  mutest  conscience  to  my  tongue 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

lack.  O  dearest  soul!  your  cause  doth  strike  my  heart 
With  pity,  that  doth  make  me  sick.     A  lady 
So  fair,  and  fasten'd  to  an  empery,  120 

"Would  make  the  great'st  king  double,— to  be  partner'd 
"With  tomboys  hired  with  that  self-exhibition 
"Which  your  own  coffers  yield!  with  diseased  ventures 
That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold 
Wrhich  rottenness  can  lend  nature!  such  boil'd  stuff 
As  well  might  poison  poison!     Be  revenged; 
Or  she  thafbore  you  was  no  queen,  and  you 
Recoil  from  your  great  stock. 

Imo.  Revenged ! 

How  should  I  be  revenged?    If  this  be  true,— 
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Ah  I  have  such  a  heart  that  both  miue  ears  130 

Must  not  in  haste  abuse — if  it  be  true, 
How  should  I  be  revenged? 

Inch.  Should  he  make  me 

Live,  like  Diana's  priest,  betwixt  cold  sheets, 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps. 
In  your  despite,  upon  your  purse?     Revenge  it. 
I  dedicate  myself  to  your  sweet  pleasure, 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed, 
And  will  continue  fast  to  your  affection, 
Still  close  as  sure. 

Iiu'i.  "What,  ho,  Pisanio! 

Iach.  Let  me  my  service  tender  ou  your  lips.  140 

Imo.  Away!     I  "do  condemn  mine  ears  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee.     If  thou  wert  honourable, 
Thou  wouldst  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 
For  such  an  end  thou  seek'st, — as  base  as  strange. 
Thou  wrong'st  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report  as  thou  from  honour,  and 
Solicit'st  here  a  lady  that  disdains 
Thee  and  the  devil  'alike.     What  ho,  Pisanio! 
The  king  my  father  shall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  assault:  if  he  shall  think  it  fit,  1GQ 

A  saucy  stranger  in  his  court  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romish  stew  and  to  expound 
His  beastly  mind  to  us,  he  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for  aud  a  daughter  who 
He  not  respects  at  all.    What,  ho,  Pisanio! 

Inch.  O  happy  Leonatus!  I  may  say: 
The  credit  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee 
Deserves  thy  trust,  and  thy  most  perfect  goodness 
Her  assured"  credit.     Blessed  live  you  loug! 
A  lady  to  the  worthiest  sir  that  ever  160 

Country  call'd  his!  and  you  his  mistress,  only 
For  the  most  worthiest  fit:     Give  me  your  pardon. 
I  have  spoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted :  aud  shall  make  your  lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er:  and  he  is  one  i 

The  truest  manner'd;  such  a  holy  witch 
That  he  enchants  societies  into  him; 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 

Imo.  You  make  amends. 

lack.  He  sits   mongst  men  like  a  descended  god: 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  sets  him  off,  170 

More  than  a  mortal  seeming.     Be  not  angry, 
Most  mighty  princess,  that  1  have  adventured 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  false  report;  which  hath 
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Ilonour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgement 
In  the  election  of  a  sir  so  rare, 
Which  you  know  cannot  err:  the  love  I  hear  him 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus,  hut  the  gods  made  you, 
Unlike  all  others,  chadless.     Pray,  your  pardon. 

Imo.  All's  well,  sir:  take  my  power  i'  the  court  for  yours. 

Inch.  My  humble  thanks.     I  had  almost  forgot  180 

To  entreat  your  grace  but  in  a  small  request, 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  lord;  myself  and  other  noble  friends 
Are  partners  in  the  business. 

Imo.  Pray,  what  is't? 

Itch.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us  and  your  lord — 
The  best  feather  of  our  wing — have  mingled  sums 
To  buy  a  preseut  for  the  emperor; 
Which  I,  the  factor  for  the  rest,  have  done 
In  France:  'tis  plate  of  rare  device,  and  jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquisite  form;  their  values  great;  190 

And  I  am  something  curious,  being  strange, 
To  have  them  in  safe  stowage:  may  it  please  you 
To  take  them  in  protection? 

Imo.  Willingly; 

And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  safety:  since 
My  lord  hath  interest  in  them,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bedchamber. 

lack.  They  are  in  a  trunk, 

Attended  by  my  men:  1  will  make  bold 
To  send  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night; 
I  must  aboard  to-morrow. 

Imo.  O,  no,  no. 

Inch.  Yes,  I  beseech;  or  I  shall  short  my  word  200 

By  lengthening  my  return.     From  Gallia 
I  cross  d  the  seas  on  purpose  and  on  promise 
To  see  your  grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains: 

But  not  away  to-morrow ! 

lack.  O,  I  must,  madam: 

Therefore  I  shall  beseech  you,  if  you  please 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do't  to-night: 
I  have  outstood  my  time ;  which  is  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  present. 

Imo.  I  will  write. 

Send  your  trunk  to  me ;  it  shall  safe  be  kept,  209 

And  truly  yielded  you.     You're  very  welcome.      [Exeunt. 
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ACT  II. 

Scene  I.     Britain.     Before  Cymbeline's  palace. 
Enter  Cloten  and  tiro  Lords. 

Clo.  Was  there  ever  man  had  such  luck!  when  I  kissed 
the  jack,  upon  an  up-cast  to  be  hit  away!  I  Inula  hundred 
pound  on't:  and  then  a  whoreson  jackanapes  must  take 
me  up  for  swearing;  as  if  I  borrowed  mine  oaths  of  him 
and  might  not  spend  them  at  my  pleasure. 

First  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that?  You  have  broke  his 
pate  with  your  bowl. 

S-'c.  Lord.  [Aside]  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that 
broke  it,  it  would  have  run  all  out.  10 

Clo.  When  a  gentleman  is  disposed  to  swear,  it  is  not  for 
any  standers-by  to  curtail  his  oaths,  ha? 

fee.  fjord.  No,  my  lord;  [.Amide]  nor  crop  the  ears  of 
them. 

Clo,  Whoreson  dog!  I  give  him  satisfaction?  Would  he 
had  been  one  of  my  rank ! 

See.  L/jrd.  [Aside]  To  have  smelt  like  a  fool. 

Clo.  I  am  not  vexed  more  at  anything  in  the  earth:  a  pox 
on't!  I  had  rather  not  be  so  noble  as  I  am;  they  dare  not 
fight  with  me,  because  of  the  queen  my  motlier:  every 
Jack-slave  hath  his' bellyful  of  fighting,  and  I  must  go  up 
and  down  like  a  cock  that  nobody  can  match. 

Sac.  L>rd.  [Aside]  You  are  cock  and  capon  too;  and  you 
crow,  cock,  with  your  comb  ou. 

Clo.  Sayest  thou? 

Sec.  Lord.  It  is  not  fit  your  lordship  should  undertake 
svery  companion  that  you  give  offence  to.  30 

Clo.  No,  I  know  that:  but  it  is  fit  I  should  commit  of- 
fence to  my  inferiors. 

8  e.  I/>rd.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordship  only. 

do.   Why,  so  I  say. 

First  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  stranger  that's  come  to 
court  to-night? 

C'k   A.  stranger,  and  I  not  know  on't! 

S-r.  hml.  [Aside]  He's  a  strange  fellow  himself,  and 
knows  it  not. 

First  Lord,  There's  an  Italian  come;  and,  'tis  thought, 
one  of  Leonatus'  friends.  41 

Clo.  Leonatus!  a  banished  rascal;  and  he's  another, 
whatsoever  he  be.     Who  told  you  of  this  stranger? 

First  Lord.  One  of  your  lordship's  pages. 

Clo.  Is  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him?  is  there  no  der*. 
gatiou  iu'i? 
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Sec.  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord. 

Glo.  Not  easily,  I  think.  49 

Sec.  Lord.  [Aside]  You  are  a  fool  granted;  therefore  yoor 
issues,  being  foolish,  do  not  derogate. 

Ob.  Come,  I'll  go  see  this  Italian :  what  I  have  lost  to-day 
at  bowls  I'll  win  to-night  of  him.     Come,  go. 

Sec.  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  lordship. 

[Exeunt  Cloten  and  First  Lord. 
That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  is  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass!  a  woman  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain;  and  this  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty,  for  his  heart,  60 

And  leave  eighteen.     Alas,  poor  princess, 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endurest, 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  step-dame  govern 'd, 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots,  a  wooer 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband,  than  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divorce  he'ld  make!     The  heavens'hold  firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour,  keep  unshaked 
That  temple,  thy  fair  mind,  that  thou  mayst  stand, 
To  enjoy  thy  bi'rished  lord  and  this  great  land!     [Exit.  '70 

Scene  II.     Lmogen's  bedcluimber  in  Cymbeline's  palace:  a 
trunk  in  one  corner  of  it. 

Imogen  in  bed,  reading;  a  Lady  attending. 

Lmo.  Who's  there  ?  my  woman  Helen  ? 

Lady.  Please  you,  madam. 

Lmo.  What  hour  is  it? 

LAidy.  Almost  midnight,  madam. 

Lmo.  I  have  read  three  hours  then:  "mine  eyes  are  weak: 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left:  to  bed: 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning; 
And  if  thou  canst  awake  by  four  o'  the  clock, 
I  prithee,  call  me.     Sleep  hath  seized  me  wholly. 

[Exit  Lady. 
To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  gods. 
From  fairies  and  the  tempters  of  the  night 
Guard  me,  beseech  ye.  10 

[Sleeps.     Taehimo  comes  from  the  trunk. 

Lack.  The  crickets  sing,  and  man's  o'er-labour'd  sense 
Repairs  itself  by  rest.     Our  Tarquin  thus 
Did  softly  press  the  rushes,  ere  he  waken'd 
The  chastity  he  wounded.     Cytherea, 
How  bravely  thou  becomest  thy  bed,  fresh  lily, 
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And  whiter  than  the  sheets!     That  I  might  touch! 

But  kiss:  one  kiss!     Ruhies  unparagon'd, 

How  dearly  they  dot!     Tis  her  breathing  that 

Perfumes  the  chamber  thus:  the  flame  o'  the  taper 

Bows  toward  her,  and  would  under-peep  her  lids,  20 

To  see  the  enclosed  lights,  now  canopied 

Under  these  windows,  white  and  azure  laced 

With  blue  of  heaven's  own  tinct.     But  my  design, 

To  note  the  chamber:  I  will  write  all  down: 

Such  and  such  pictures;  there  the  window;  such 

The  adornment  of  her  bed;  the  arras;  figures, 

Why,  such  and  such;  and  the  contents  o'  the  story. 

Ah,  but  some  natural  notes  about  her  body, 

Above  ten  thousand  meaner  moveables 

Would  testify,  to  enrich  mine  inventory.  30 

O  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her! 

And  be  her  sense  but  as  a  monument, 

Thus  in  a  chapel  lying!     Come  off,  come  off: 

[Taking  off  her  bracelet. 
As  slippery  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard! 
"Ha  mine:  and  this  will  witness  outwardly, 
As  strongly  as  the  conscience  does  within, 
To  the  madding  of  her  lord.     On  her  left  breast 
A  mole  cinque-spotted,  like  the  crimson  drops 
I'  the  bottom  of  a  cowslip:  here's  a  voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make:  this  secret  40 

Will  force  him  think  I  have  pick'd  the  lock  and  ta'en 
The  treasure  of  her  honour.     No  more.     To  what  end? 
Why  should  I  write  this  down,  that's  riveted, 
Screw'd  to  my  memory?     She  hath  been  reading  late 
The  tale  of  Tereus;  here  the  leaf's  turu'd  down 
Where  Philomel  gave  up.     I  have  enough: 
To  the  trunk  again,  and  shut  the  spring  of  it. 
Swift,  swift,  you  dragons  of  the  night,  that  dawning 
May  bear  the  raven's  eye!     I  lodgein  fear; 
Though  this  a  heavenly  angel,  hell  is  here.      [Clock  strikes. 
One,  two.  three:  time,  time!  51 

[Goes  into  the  trunk.     The  scene  closes. 

Scene  III.     An  ante-chamber  adjoining  Imogen's  apart- 
ments. 

Muter  Clotex  and  Lords. 

First  Ijord.  Your  lordship  is  the  most  patient  man  in 
loss,  the  most  coldest  that  ever  turned  up  ace. 
Clo.  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lose. 
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First  Lard.  But  not  every  man  patient  after  the  noble 
temper  of  your  lordship.  You  are  most  hot  and  furious 
when  you  win. 

Clo.  Winning  will  put  any  man  into  courage.  If  I  could 
get  this  foolish  Imogen,  I  should  have  gold  enough.  It's 
almost  morning,  is't  not?  10 

First  Lord.  Day,  my  lord. 

Clo.  I  would  this  music  would  come-  lam  advised  to 
give  her  music  o'  mornings;  they  say  it  will  penetrate. 

Enter  Musicians. 

Come  on;  tune:  if  you  can  penetrate  her  with  your  finger- 
ing, so;  we'll  try  with  tongue  too:  if  none  will  do,  let  her 
remain;  but  I'll  never  give  o'er.  First,  a  very  excellent 
good-conceited  thing;  after,  a  wonderful  sweet  air,  with 
admirable  rich  words  to  it :  and  then  let  her  consider.      20 

Song. 

Hark,  hark!  the  lark  at  heaven's  gate  sings, 

And  Phoebus  'gins  arise, 
His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 

On  chaliced  flowers  that  lies; 
And  winking  Mary -buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes: 
With  everything  that  pretty  is, 

My  lady  sweet,  arise: 
Arise,  arise.  30 

Clo.  So,  get  you  gone.  If  this  penetrate,  I  will  consider 
your  music  the  better:  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears, 
which  horse-hairs  and  calves'-guts,  nor  the  voice  of  unpaved 
eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend.  [Exeunt  Musicians. 

Sec.  Lord.  Here  comes  the  king. 

Clo.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  so  late ;  for  that's  the  reason  I 
was  up  so  early :  he  cannot  choose  but  takes  this  service  I 
have  done  fatherly.  40 

Enter  Cymbeline  and  Queen. 

Good  morrow  to  your  majesty  and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

Gym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  stern  daughter? 
Wil'l  she  not  forth? 

Clo.  I  have  assailed  her  with  music,  but  she  vouchsafes 
no  notice. 

Cym.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new; 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him:  some  more  time 
Must  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out, 
And  then  she's  yours. 
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Queen.  You  are  most  bound  to  the  king, 

Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages  that  may  50 

Prefer  you  to  his  daughter.     Frame  yourself 
To  orderly  soliciting,  and  be  friended 
With  aptness  of  the  season;  make  denials 
Increase  your  services;  so  seem  as  if 
You  were  inspired  to  do  those  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her;  that  you  in  all  obey  her, 
Save  when  command  to  jour  dismission  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  senseless. 

Clo.  Senseless!  not  so. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  So  like  you,  sir,  ambassadors  from  Rome; 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius. 

Cym.  A  worthy  fellow,  60 

Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpose  now; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his:  we  must  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  sender; 
And  towards  himself,  his  goodness  forespent  on  us, 
We  must  extend  our  notice.     Our  dear  son, 
When  you  have  given  good  morning  to  your  mistress, 
Attend  the  queen  and  us;  we  shall  have  need 
To  employ  you  towards  this  Roman.     Come,  our  queen. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Cloten. 

Clo.  If  she  be  up,  I'll  speak  with  her;  if  not, 
Let  her  lie  still  and  dream.  [Knocks]  By  your  leave,  ho!  70 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her:  what 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands'?     'Tis  gold 
Which  buys  admittance;  oft  it  doth;  yea,  and  makes 
Diana's  rangers  false  themselves,  yield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  stand  o'  the  stealer;  and  'tis  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd  and  saves  the  thief; 
Nay,  sometime  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man:  what 
Can  it  not  do  and  undo?    I  will  make 
One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me,  for 
I  yet  not  understand  the  case  myself.  80 

[Knocks]  By  your  leave. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  Who's  there  that  knocks? 

Clo.  A  gentleman. 

Lady.^  .  No  more? 

Clo.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  son. 

Lady.  ■  That's  more 

Than  some,  whose  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 
Can  justly  boast  of.     What's  your  lordship's  pleasure? 
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Clo.  Your  lady's  person :  is  she  ready  ? 

Lady.  Ay, 

To  keep  her  chamber. 

Clo.  There  is  gold  for  you ; 

Sell  me  your  good  report. 

Ijxdy.  How !  my  good  name?  or  to  report  of  you 
What  I  shall  think  is  good? — The  princess!  90 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clo.  Good  morrow,  fairest :  sister,  your  sweet  hand. 

[Kfit  Lady. 

Lmo.  Good  morrow,  sir.     You  lay  out  too  much  pains 
For  purchasing  but  trouble:  the  thanks  I  give 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks 
And  scarce  can  spare  them. 

Clo.  Still,  I  swear  I  love  you. 

Lmo.  If  you  but  said  so,  'twere  as  deep  with  me: 
If  you  swear  still,  your  recompense  is  still 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Clo.  This  is  no  answer. 

Lmo.  But  that  you  shall  not  say  I  yield  being  silent, 
I  would  not  speak.     I  pray  you,  spare  me:  'faith,  100 

I  shall  unfold  ecpaal  discourtesy 
To  your  best  kindness:  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clo.  To  leave  you  in  your  madness,  'twere  my  sin: 
I  will  not. 

Lmo.  Fools  are  not  mad  folks. 

Clo.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? 

Lmo.  As  I  am  mad,  I  do: 
If  you'll  be  patient,  I'll  no  more  be  mad; 
That  cures  us  both.     I  am  much  sorry,  sir, 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners,  110 

By  being  so  verbal:  and  learn  now,  for  all, 
That  I,  which  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce, 
By  the  very  truth  of  it,  1  care  not  for  you, 
And  am  so  near  the  lack  of  charity — 
To  accuse  myself — I  hate  you;  which  I  had  rather 
You  felt  than  make't  my  boast. 

Clo.  You  sin  against 

Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father.     For 
The  contract  you  pretend  with  that  base  wretch, 
One  bred  of  alms  and  foster'd  with  cold  dishes, 
With  scraps  o'  the  court,  it  is  no  contract,  none: 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  parties —  121 

Yet  who  than  lie  more  mean? — to  knit  their  souls, 
On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 


, 
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But  brats  and  beggary,  in  self-figured  knot; 
Yet  you  are  curbed  from  that  enlargement  by 
The  "consequence  o'  the  crown,  and  must  not  soil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  base  slave, 
A  hilding  for  livery,  a  squire's  cloth, 
A  pantler,  not  so  eminent. 

Imo.  Profane  fellow '. 

Wert  thou  the  son  of  Jupiter  and  no  more  130 

But  what  thou  art  besides,  thou  wert  too  base 
To  be  his  groom:  thou  wert  dignified  enough, 
Even  to  the  point  of  envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues,  to  be  styled 
The  under-hangman  of  his  kingdom,  and  hated 
For  being  preferr'd  so  well. 

Clo.  The  south-fog  rot  him! 

Imo.  He  never  can  meet  more  mischance  than  come 
To  be  but  named  of  thee.     His  meanest  garment, 
That  ever  hath  but  clipp'd  his  body,  is  dearer 
In  my  respect  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee,  140 

Were  they  all  made  such  men.     How  now,  Pisanio! 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Clo.   "His  garment!"     Now  the  devil — 

Imo.  To  Dorothy  my  woman  hie  thee  presently — 

Clo.   "  His  garment!" 

Imo.  I  am  sprited  with  a  fool, 

Frighted,  and  anger'd  worse :  go  bid  my  woman 
Search  for  a  jewel  that  too  casually 
Hath  left  mine  arm:  it  was  thy  master's:  'shrew  me, 
If  I  would  lose  it  for  a  revenue 
Of  any  king's  in  Europe.     I  do  think 
I  saw't  this  morning :  confident  I  am  150 

Last  night  'twas  on  mine  arm;  I  kiss'd  it: 
I  hope  it  be  not  gone  to  tell  my  lord 
That  I  kiss  aught  but  he. 

Pis.  'Twill  not  be  lost. 

Imo.  I  hope  so :  go  and  search.  [Exit  Pisanio. 

Clo.  You  have  abused  me: 

"  His  meanest  garment!" 

Imo.  Ay,  I  said  so,  sir: 

If  you  will  make't  an  action,  call  witness  to't. 

Clo.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Inw.  Your  mother  too : 

She's  my  good  lady,  and  will  conceive,  I  hope, 
But  the  worst  of  me.     So,  I  leave  you,  sir, 
To  the  worst  of  discontent.  [Exit. 

Clo.  I'll  be  revenged:  160 

"His  meanest  garment!"    Well.  [Exit, 
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Scene  IV.    Rome.    Philario's  house. 
Enter  Posthtjmus  and  Philario. 

Post.  Fear  it  not,  sir:  I  would  I  were  so  sure 
To  win  the  king  as  I  am  bold  her  honour 
WiH  remain  hers. 

Phi.  What  means  do  you  make  to  him? 

Post.  Not  any,  but  abide  the  change  of  time, 
Quake  in  the  present  winter's  state  and  wish 
That  warmer  days  would  come :  in  these  sear'd  hopes, 
I  barely  gratify  your  love ;  they  failing, 
I  must  die  much  your  debtor. 

Phi.  Your  very  goodness  and  your  company 
O'erpays  all  I  can  do.     By  this,  your  king  10 

Hath  heard  of  great  Augustus:  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do's  commission  thoroughly:  and  I  think 
He'll  grant  the  tribute,  send  the  arrearages, 
Or  look  upon  our  Romans,  whose  remembrance 
Is  yet  fresh  in  their  grief. 

Post.  I  do  believe, 

Statist  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be, 
That  this  will  prove  a  war;  and  you  shall  hear 
The  legions  now  in  Gallia  sooner  landed 
In  our  not-fearing  Britain  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.     Our  countrymen  20 

Are  men  more  order'd  than  when  Julius  Caesar 
Smiled  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at:  their  discipline, 
Now  mingled  with  their  courages,  will  make  known  . 
To  their  approvers  they  are  people  such 
That  mend  upon  the  world. 

Enter  Iachimo. 

Phi.  See!  Iachimo! 

Post.  The  swiftest  harts  have  posted  you  by  land; 
And  winds  of  all  the  corners  kiss'd  jour  sails, 
To  make  your  vessel  nimble. 

Phi.  Welcome,  sir. 

Post.  I  hope  the  briefness  of  your  answer  made  30 

The  speediness  of  your  return. 

Inch.  Your  lady 

Is  one  of  the  fairest  that  I  have  look'd  upon. 

Post.  And  therewithal  the  best;  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  casement  to  allure  false  hearts 
And  be  false  with  them. 

tack.  Here  arc  letters  for  you. 
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Post.  Their  tenour  good,  I  trust. 

lack.  Tis  very  like. 

Phi.  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court 
When  you  were  there? 

Inch.  He  was  expected  then, 

But  not  approach'd. 

Post.  All  is  well  yet. 

Sparkles  this  stone  as  it  was  wont?  or  is't  not  40 

Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing? 

In,-],.  If  I  had  lost  it, 

I  should  have  lost  the  worth  of  it  in  gold. 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  to  enjoy 
A  second  night  of  such  sweet  shortness  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain,  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Post.  The  stone's  too  hard  to  come  by ! 

lath .  Not  a  whit, 

Your  lady  being  so  easy. 

Post.  Make  not,  sir, 

Tour  loss  your  sport :  I  hope  you  know  that  we 
Must  not  continue  friends. 

Lvh.  Good  sir,  we  must, 

If  you  keep  covenant.     Had  I  not  brought  50 

The  knowledge  of  your  mistress  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  question  further:  but  I  now 
Profess  myself  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  your  ring;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Post.  If  you  can  make't  apparent 

That  you  have  tasted  her  in  bed,  my  hand 
And  ring  is  yours;  if  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  her  pure  honour  gains  or  loses 
Your  sword  or  mine,  or  masterless  leaves  both  60 

To  who  shall  find  them. 

lack.  Sir.  my  circumstances, 

Being  so  near  the  truth  as  I  will  make  them, 
Must  first  induce  you  to  believe :  whose  strength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath;  which,  I  doubt  not, 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  spare,  when  you  shall  find 
You  need  it  not. 
P""t.  Proceed. 

Inch,  First,  her  bedchamber, — 

Where,  I  confess,  I  slept  not,  but  profess 
Had  that  was  well  worth  watching— it  was  hang'd 
With  tapestry  of  silk  and  silver;  the  story 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  she  met  her  Roman,  70 

And  Cvdnus  swejl'd  above  the  banks,  or  for 
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The  press  of  boats  or  pride:  a  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  so  rich,  that  it  did  strive 
In  workmanship  and  value;  which  I  wonder'<} 
Could  be  so  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 
Since  the  true  life  on't  was — 

Post.  This  is  true; 

And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me. 
Or  by  some  other. 

lack.  More  particulars 

Must  justify  my  knowledge. 

Post.  So  they  must, 

Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

Iach.  The  chimney  80 

Is  south  the  chamber,  and  the  chimney-piece 
Chaste  Dian  bathing:  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themselves :  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb;  outwent  her, 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Post.  This  is  a  thing 

Which  you  might  from  relation  likewise  reap, 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  of. 

Iach.  The  roof  o'  the  chamber 

With  golden  cherubins  is  fretted:  her  andirons — 
I  had  forgot  them — were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  silver,  each  on  one  foot  standing,  nicely  90 

Depending  on  their  brands. 

Post.  This  is  her  honour! 

Let  it  be  granted  you  have  seen  all  this — and  praise 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance — the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber  nothing  saves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

Iach.  Then,  if  you  can,  [Showing  the  bracelet- 

He  pale :  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel ;  see ! 
And  now  'tis  up  again :  it  must  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond;  I'll  keep  them. 

Post.  Jove ! 

Once  more  let  me  behold  it:  is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her? 

Iach.  Sir — I  thank  her — that:  100 

She  stripp'd  it  from  her  arm;  I  see  her  yet; 
Her  pretty  action  did  outsell  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too :  she  gave  it  me,  and  said 
She  prized  it  once. 

Post.  May  be  she  pluck'd  it  off 

To  send  it  me. 

Iach.  She  writes  so  to  you,  doth  she? 

Post.  O,  no,  no,  no!  'tis  true.     Here,  take  this  too; 

[&ives  the  ring. 
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It  is  a  basilisk  unto  mine  eye, 

Kills  me  to  look  on't.     Let  there  be  no  honour 

Where  there  is  beauty;  truth,  where  semblance;  love, 

Where  there's  another  man:  the  vows  of  women  110 

Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made, 

Than  they  are  to  their  virtues;  which  is  nothing. 

O,  above  measure  false ! 

Phi.  Have  patience,  sir, 

And  take  your  ring  again;  :tis  not  yet  won: 
It  may  be  probable  she  lost  it ;  or 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted, 
Hath  stol'n  it  from  her? 

Pod.  Very  true; 

And  so,  I  hope,  he  came  by't.     Back  my  ring: 
Render  to  me  some  corporal  sign  about  her, 
More  evident  than  this;  for  this  was  stolen.  120 

Itii'h.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

P"*f.  Hark  you,  he  swears;  by  Jupiter  he  swears. 
Tis  true: — nay,  keep  the  ring — 'tis  true  :  I  am  sure 
She  would  not  lose  it:  her  attendants  are 
All  sworn  and  honourable: — they  induced  to  steal  it! 
And  by  a  stranger! — No,  he  hath  enjoy'd  her: 
The  cognizance  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this:  she  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly. 
There,  take  thy  hire;  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themselves  between  you! 

Phi.  Sir,  be  patient:  130 

This  is  not  strong  enough  to  be  believed 
Of  one  persuaded  well  of — 

P>4.  Never  talk  on't; 

She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

Inch .  If  you  seek 

For  further  satisfying,  under  her  breast — 
Worth}'  the  pressing — lies  a  mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  most  delicate  lodging:  by  my  life, 
I  kiss'd  it;  and  it  gave  me  present  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.     You  do  remember 
This  stain  upon  her? 

/V".  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 

Another  stain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold,  140 

Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

lack.  Will  you  hear  more? 

Post.  Spare  your  arithmetic:  never  count  the  turns; 
Once,  and  a  million ! 

lack.  I'll  be  sworn — 

Post,  No  swearing 

If  you  will  swear  you  have  not  done't,  you  lie, 
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And  I  will  kill  thee,  if  thou  dost  deny 
Thou'st  made  me  cuckold. 

Jack.  I'll  deny  nothing. 

Post.  0,  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limb-meal! 
I  will  go  there  and  do't,  i'  the  court,  before 
Her  father.     I'll  do  something —  [Exit. 

Phi.  Quite  besides 

The  government  of  patience!     You  have  won:  150 

Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  present  wrath 
He  hath  against  himself. 

lack.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  V.     AnotJier  room  in  Philario's  house. 
Enter  Posthumtjs. 

Post.  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be  but  women 
Must  be  half-workers?     We  are  all  bastards; 
And  that  most  venerable  man  which  I 
Did  call  my  father,  was  I  know  not  where 
When  I  was  stamp'd;  some  coiner  with  his  tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit:  yet  my  mother  seem'd 
The  Dian  of  that  time:  so  doth  my  wife 
The  nonpareil  of  this.     O,  vengeance,  vengeance! 
Me  of  my  lawful  pleasure  she  restrain'd 
And  pray'd  me  oft  forbearance;  did  it  with  1C 

A  prudeucy  so  rosy  the  sweet  view  on't 
Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn;  that  I  thought  her 
As  chaste  as  uusunn'd  snow.     O,  all  the  devils! 
This  yellow  Iachimo,  in  an  hour, — was't  not? — 
Or  less,— at  first? — perchance  he  spoke  not,  but, 
Like  a  full-acorn'd  boar,  a  German  one, 
Cried  "O!"  and  mounted;  found  no  opposition 
But  what  he  look'd  for  should  oppose  and  she 
Should  from  encounter  guard.     Could  I  find  out 
The  woman's  part  in  me!     For  there's  no  motion  20 

That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 
It  is  the  woman's  part:  be  it  lying,  note  it, 
The  woman's;  flattering,  hers;  deceiving,  hers; 
Lust  and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hers;  revenges,  hers; 
Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  disdain, 
Nice  longing,  slanders,  mutability, 
All  faults  that  may  be  named,  nay,  that  hell  knows, 
Why,  hers,  in  part  or  all;  but  rather,  all; 
For  even  to  vice 

They  are  not  constant,  but  are  changing  still  30 

One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 
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Not  half  so  old  as  that     I'll  write  against  them, 

Detest  them,  curse  them:  yet  'tis  greater  skill 

In  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  bare  their  will: 

The  very  devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  [Exit. 

ACT  III. 

Scene  I.     Britain.     A  hall  in  Cymbeliru'*  palace.         ; 

Kiitcr  in  ?t,if> .  (  ymceline.  Queen.  Cloten.  u  nd  Lords  at 
one  d<><>r,  mud  at  inudher,  Caius  Lucius  and  Attendants. 

Cym.  Now  say,  what  would  Augustus  Caesar  with  us? 

L"c.  When  Julius  Caesar,  whose  remembrance  yet 
Lives  in  men's  eyes  and  will  to  ears  and  tongues 
Be  theme  and  hearing  ever,  was  in  this  Britain 
And  couquer'd  it,  Cassibelan,  thine  uncle, — 
Famous  in  Caesar's  praises,  no  whit  less 
Than  in  his  feats  deserving  it — for  him 
And  his  succession  granted  Rome  a  tribute, 
Yearly  three  thousand  pounds,  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

Qm  And,  to  kill  the  marvel,  10 

Shall  be  so  ever. 

Clo.  There  be  many  Caesars, 

Ere  such  another  Julius.     Britain  is 
A  world  by  itself;  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  noses. 

Q><  That  opportunity 

"Which  then  they  had  to  take  from's,  to  resume 
We  have  again. "  Remember,  sir,  my  liege. 
The  kings  your  ancestors,  together  with 
The  natural  bravery  of  your  isle,  which  stands 
As  Neptune's  park,  ribbed  and  paled  in 
With  rocks  unscaleable  and  roaring  waters,  20 

With  sands  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies'  boats, 
But  suck  them  up  to  the  topmast.     A  kind  of  conquest 
Caesar  made  here;  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of  "Came"  and  "  saw"  and  "overcame:"  with  shame — 
The  first  that  ever  touch'd  him — he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coast,  twice  beaten;  and  his  shipping — 
Poor  ignorant  baubles! — on  our  terrible  seas, 
Like  egg-shells  moved  upon  their  surges,  crack'd 
As  easily  'gainst  our  rocks :  for  joy  whereof 
The  famed  Cassibelan,  who  was  once  at  point —  30 

O  giglot  fortune  !-^to  master  Caesar's  sword, 
Made  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright 
And  Britons  strut  with  courage, 
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Clo.  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid :  our  king 
dom  is  stronger  than  it  was  at  that  time;  and,  as  I  said, 
there  is  no  inoe  such  Caesars:  other  of  them  may  have 
crook'd  noses,  but  to  owe  such  straight  arms,  none. 

Cym.  Son,  let  j^our  mother  end.  39 

Clo.  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as  hard  as 
Cassibclan:  I  do  not  say  I  am  one;  but  I  have  a  hand. 
Why  tribute?  why  should  we  pay  tribute?  If  Caesar  can 
hide  the  sun  from  us  with  a  blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in 
his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him  tribute  for  light;  else,  sir,  no 
more  tribute,  pray  you  now. 

Cym.  You  must  know, 
Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free:  Caesar's  ambition, 
Which  swell'd  so  much  that  it  did  almost  stretch  50 

The  sides  o'  the  world,  against  all  colour  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon's;  which  to  shake  off 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 
Ourselves  to  be. 

Ch.  and  Lords.  We  do. 

Cym.  Say,  then,  to  Caesar, 

Our  ancestor  was  that  Mulmutius  which 
Ordain'd  our  laws,  whose  use  the  sword  of  Caesar 
Hath  too  much  mangled ;  whose  repair  and  franchise 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed. 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry:    Muln.utius  made  our 

laws, 
Who  was  the  first  of  Britain  which  did  put  60 

His  brows  within  a  golden  crown  t*nd  call'd 
Himself  a  king. 

Lite.  I  am  sorry,  Cymbeluie, 

That  I  am  to  pronounce  Augustus  Caesar — 
Caesar,  that  hath  more  kings  his  servants  than 
Thyself  domestic  officers — thine  enemy: 
Receive  it  from  me,  then:  war  and  confusion 
In  Caesar's  name  pronounce  I  'gainst  thee:  look 
For  fury  not  to  be  resisted.     Thus  defied, 
I  thank  thee  for  myself. 

Cym.  Thou  art  welcome,  Caiua 

Thy  Caesar  knighted  me;  my  youth  I  spent  70 

Much  under  him;  of  him  I  gather'd  honour; 
Which  he  to  seek  of  me  again,  perforce, 
Behoves  me  keep  at  utterance.     I  am  perfect 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians  for 
Their  liberties  are  now  in  arms;  a  precedent 
Which  not  to  read  wouM  show  the  Britons  cold 
So  Ccesar  shall  not  find  them. 
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Luc.  Let  proof  speak. 

Clo.  His  majesty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  pastime  with 
us  a  day  or  two.  or  longer:  if  you  seek  us  afterwards  In 
other  terms,  you  shall  rTnd  us  "in  our  salt-water  girdle:  if 
vou  beat  us  oat  of  it,  it  is  yours;  if  you  fall  in  the  adven- 
ture, our  crows  shall  fare  the  better  for  you;  and  there's 
an  end. 

Luc.  So,  sir. 

Cum.  I  know  your  master's  pleasure  and  he  mine: 

All  the  remain  is    '  Welcome!  "  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     Another  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Pisanio,  trith  n  letter. 

Pin.  How!  of  adultery?     Wherefore  write  you  not 
What  mouster's  her  accuser";     Leonatus! 

0  master!  what  a  strange  infection 

Is  fall'n  into  thy  car!     What  false  Italian, 

As  poisonous-tongued  as  handed,  hath  prevail'd 

On  thy  too  ready  hearing?     Disloyal!     No: 

She"s  punish'd  for  her  truth,  and  undergoes, 

More  goddess-like  than  wife-like,  such  assaults 

As  would  take  in  some  virtue.     O  my  master! 

Thv  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low  as  were  10 

Thy  fortunes.     How!  that  I  should  murder  her? 

Upon  the  love  and  truth  and  vows  which  I 

Have  made  to  thy  command?     I,  her?  her  blood? 

If  it  be  so  to  do  good  service,  never 

Let  me  be  counted  serviceable.     How  look  I, 

That  I  should  seem  to  lack  humanity 

So  much  as  this  fact  comes  to?  [Reading]  "  Do't:  the  letter 

That  I  have  sent  her,  by  her  own  command 

Shall  give  thee  opportunity.''     O  damn'd  paper! 

Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee!     Senseless  bauble,  20 

Art  thou  a  feodary  for  this  act,  and  look'st 

So  virgin-like  without?     Lo,  here  she  comes. 

1  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Tmo.  How  now,  Pisanio? 

Pis.  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 

Tmo.  Who?  thy  lord?  that  is  my  lord,  Leonatus! 
O,  learn'd  indeed  were  that  astronomer 
That  knew  the  stars  as  I  his  characters; 
Held  lay  the  future  open.     You  good  gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contain'd  relish  of  love,  30 
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Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content,  yet  not 

That  we  two  are  asunder;  let  that  grieve  him: 

Some  griefs  are  med'cinable;  that  is  one  of  them, 

For  it  doth  physic  love :  of  his  content, 

All  but  in  that!     Good  wax,  thy  leave.     Blest  be 

You  bees  that  make  these  locks  of  counsel!    Lovers 

And  men  in  dangerous  bonds  pray  not  alike: 

Though  forfeiters  you  cast  in  prison,  yet 

You  clasp  young  Cupid's  tables.     Good  news,  gods! 

[Reacts]  "Justice,  and  your  father's  wrath,  should  he 
take  me  in  his  dominion,  could  not  be  so  cruel  to  me,  as 
you,  O  the  dearest  of  creatures,  would  even  renew  me  with 
your  eyes.  Take  notice  that  I  am  in  Cambria,  at  Milford- 
Haven:  what  your  own  love  will  out  of  this  advise  you, 
follow.  So  he  wishes  you  all  happiness,  that  remains  loyal 
to  his  vow,  and  your,  increasing  in  love, 

Leonatus  Posthumis." 
O,  for  a  horse  with  wings!     Hear'st  thou,  Pisanio?  50 

He  is  at  Milford-Haven :  read,  and  tell  me 
How  far  'tis  thither.     If  one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  in  a  day?     Then,  true  Pisanio, — 
Who  long'st,  like  me,  to  see  thy  lord ;  who  long'st, — 
O,  let  me  bate, — but  not  like  me — yet  long'st, 
But  in  a  fainter  kind  : — O,  not  like  me; 
For  mine's  beyond  beyond — say,  and  speak  thick; 
Love's  counsellor  should  fill  the  bores  of  hearing, 
To  the  smothering  of  the  sense — how  far  it  is  60 

To  this  same  blessed  Milford:  and  by  the  way 
Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  so  happy  as 
To  inherit  such  a  haven:  but  first  of  all, 
How  we  may  steal  from  hence,  and  for  the  gap 
That  we  shall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-going 
And  our  return,  to  excuse:  but  first,  how  get  hence: 
Why  should  excuse  be  born  or  e'er  begot? 
We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.     Prithee,  speak, 
How  many  score  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
'Twixt  hour  and  hour? 

Pis.  One  score  'twixt  sun  and  sun,       70 

Madam,  's  enough  for  you :  [Aside]  and  too  much  too. 

Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to's  execution,  man, 
Could  never  go  so  slow:  I  have  heard  of  riding  wagers, 
Where  horses  have  been  nimbler  than  the  sands 
That  run  i'  the  clock's  behalf.     But  this  is  foolery 
Go  bid  my  woman  feign  a  sickness;  say 
She'll  home  to  her  father;  and  provide  me  presently 


scene  iii.]  CYMBELIXE.  63) 

A  riding-suit,  no  costlier  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's  housewife. 

iY.v.  Madam,  you're  best  consider. 

lino.  I  see  before  me,  man:  nor  here,  nor  here,  80 

Xor  what  ensues,  but  have  a  fog  in  them, 
That  I  cannot  look  through.     Away,  I  prithee; 
Do  as  I  bid  thee:  there's  no  more  to  say; 
Accessible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  {Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     Wales:  a  mountainous  country  with  a  cave. 

Enter,  from  Vie  cave,  Belarius;  Gtjiderius,  and  Arvira- 
gvs  following. 

Bel.  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  house,  with  such 
Whose  roof's  as  low  as  ours!     Stoop,  boys;  this  gate 
Instructs  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens  and  bows  you 
To  a  morning's  holy  office:  the  gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch'd  so  high  that  giants  may  jet  through 
And  keep  their  impious  turbans  on,  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  sun.     Hail,  thou  fair  heaven! 
"We  house  i'  the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  so  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Oui.  Hail,  heaven! 

Art.  Hail,  heaven! 

Bel.  Now  for  our  mountain  sport:  up  to  yond  hill;       10 
Your  legs  are  young;  I'll  tread  these  flats.     Consider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
That  it  is  place  which  lessens  and  sets  off: 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  told  you 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war: 
This  service  is  not  service,  so  being  done, 
But  being  so  allow'd:  to  apprehend  thus, 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  see; 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  shall  we  find 
The  sharde  1  beetle  in  a  safer  hold  20 

Than  is  the  full-wing'd  eagle.     O,  this  life 
Is  nobler  than  attending  for  a  check, 
Richer  than  doing  nothing  for  a  bauble, 
Prouder  than  rustling  in  unpaid-for  silk: 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him  that  makes  'em  fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncross'd:  no  life  to  ours. 

Oui.  Out  of  your  proof  you  speak:  we,  poor  unfledged, 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'  the  nest,  nor  know  not 
What  air's  from  home.     Haply  this  life  is  best, 
If  quiet  life  be  best;  sweeter  to  you  30 

That  have  a  sharper  known;  well  corresponding 
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With  your  stiff  age :  but  unto  us  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignorance ;  travelling  abed ; 
A  prison  for  a  debtor,  that  not  dares 
To  stride  a  limit. 

Arv.  What  should  we  speak  of 

When  we  are  old  as  you?  when  we  shall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how, 
In  this  our  pinching  cave,  shall  we  discourse 
The  freezing  hours  away?     We  have  seen  nothing; 
We  are  beastly,  subtle  as  the  fox  for  prey.  40 

Like  warlike  as  the  wolf  for  what  we  eat ; 
Our  valour  is  to  chase  what  flies;  our  cage 
We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prison'd  bird, 
And  sing  our  bondage  freely. 

Bel.  How  you  speak! 

Did  you  but  know  the  city's  usuries 
And  felt  them  knowingly;  the  art  o'  the  court, 
As  hard  to  leave  as  keep ;  whose  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  so  slippery  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling;  the  toil  o1  the  war, 
A  pain  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger  50 

F  the  name  of  fame  and  honour;  which  dies  i'  the  search, 
And  hath  as  oft  a  slanderous  epitaph 
As  record  of  fair  act;  nay,  many  times, 
Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well ;  what's  worse, 
Must  court'sy  at  the  censure; — O  boys,  this  story 
The  world  may  read  in  me:  my  body's  mark'd 
With  Roman  swords,  and  my  report  was  once 
First  with  the  best  of  note;  Cymbeline  loved  me, 
And  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off;  then  was  I  as  a  tree  60 

Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit;  but  in  one  night, 
A  storm  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Qui.  Uncertain  favour! 

Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing — as  I  have  told  you  eft — 
But  that  two  villains,  whose  false  oaths  preyail'd 
Before  my  perfect  honour,  swore  to  Cymbeline 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans;  so 
Follow'd  my  banishment,  and  this  twenty  years 
This  rock  and  these  demesnes  have  been  my  world;         TO 
Where  I  have  lived  at  honest  freedom,  paid 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time.     But  up  to  the  mountains! 
This  is  not  hunters'  language:  he  that  strikes 
The  venison  first  shall  be  the  lord  o'  the  feast; 
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To  him  the  other  two  shall  minister; 

And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  which  attends 

In  place  of  greater  state.     I'll  meet  you  in  the  valleys. 

[Exeunt  Quiderius  and  Arviragus. 
How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  sparks  of  nature! 
These  boys  know  little  they  are  sons  to  the  king;  80 

Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think  they  are  mine;   and  though  train'd  up  thus 

meanly 
P  the  cave  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  do  hit 
The  roofs  of  palaces,  and  nature  prompts  them 
In  simple  and  low  things  to  prince  it  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  others.     This  Polydore, 
The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  who 
The  king  his  father  call'd  Guiderius, — Jove! 
When  on  my  three-foot  stool  I  sit  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,  his  spirits  fly  out  90 

Into  my  story:  say  "  Thus  mine  enemy  fell, 
And  thus  I  set  my  foot  on's  neck ;"  even  then 
The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  sweats, 
Strains  his  young  nerves  and  puts  himself  in  posture 
That  acts  my  words.     The  younger  brother,  Cadwal, 
Once  Arviragus,  in  as  like  a  figure, 
Strikes  life  into  my  speech  and  shows  much  more 
His  own  conceiving. — Hark,  the  game  is  roused! — 
O  Cymbeline!  heaven  and  my  conscience  knows 
Thou  didst  unjustly  banish  me:  whereon,  ■    100 

At  three  and  two  years  old,  I  stole  these  babes; 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  succession,  as 
Thou  reft'st  me  of  my  lands.     Euriphile, 
Thou  wast  their  nurse ;  they  took  thee  for  their  mother, 
And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  grave: 
Myself,  Belarius,  that  am  Morgan  call'd, 
They  take  for  natural  father.     The  game  is  up.  [Exit. 


Scene  IV.     Country  near  Milford-Haven. 
Enter  Pisanio  and  Imogen. 

Imo.  Thou  told'st  me,  when  we  came  from  horse,  the 
place 
"Was  near  at  hand :  ne'er  long'd  my  mother  so 
To  see  me  first,  as  I  have  now.     Pisanio!  man! 
Where  is  Posthumus?     What  is  in  thy  mind, 
That  makes  thee  stare  thus?    Wherefore  breaks  that  sigh 
From  the  inward  of  thee?     One,  but  painted  thus, 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
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Beyond  self-explication:  put  thyself 

Into  a  haviour  of  less  fear,  ere  wildness 

Vanquish  my  staider  senses.     What's  the  matter?  10 

Why  tender'st  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 

A  look  untender?     If  t  be  summer  news. 

Smile  to't  before;  if  winterly,  thou  need'st 

But  keep  that  countenance  still.     My  husband's  hand ! 

That  drug-damn'd  Italy  hath  out-craftied  him, 

And  he's  at  some  hard  point.     Speak,  man :  thy  tongue 

May  take  off  some  extremity,  which  to  read 

Would  be  even  mortal  to  me. 

Pis.  Please  you,  read; 

And  you  shall  find  me,  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  most  disdain'd  of  fortune.  20 

Imo.  [Beads]  "Thy  mistress,  Pisanio,  hath  played  the 
strumpet  in  my  bed;  the  testimonies  whereof  lie  bleeding 
in  me.  I  speak  not  out  of  weak  surmises,  but  from  proof 
as  strong  as  my  grief  and  ascertain  as  I  expect  my  revenge. 
That  part  thou,  Pisanio,  must  act  for  me,  if  thy  faith  be 
not  tainted  with  the  breach  of  hers.  Let  thine  own  hands 
take  away  her  life:  I  shall  give  thee  opportunity  at  Mil 
ford-Haven.  She  hath  my  letter  for  the  purpose:  where, 
if  thou  fear  to  strike  and  to  make  me  certain  it  is  done, 
thou  art  the  pandar  to  her  dishonour  and  equally  to  me  dis- 
loyal." 

Pis.  What  shall  I  need  to  draw  my  sword?  the  paper 
Hath  cut  her  throat  already.     No,  'tis  slander, 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  sword,  whose  tongue 
Outvenoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile,  whose  breath 
Rides  on  the  posting  winds  and  doth  belie 
All  corners  of  the  world:  kings,  queens  and  states, 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave  40 

This  viperous  slander  enters.     What  cheer,  madam? 

Imo.  False  to  his  bed!     What  is  it  to  be  false? 
To  lie  in  watch  there  and  to  think  on  him? 
To  weep  'twixt  clock  and  clock?  if  sleep  charge  nature, 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him 
And  cry  myself  awake?  that's  false  to's  bed,  is  it? 

Pit.  Alas,  good  lady! 

Imo.  I  false!     Thy  conscience  witness,  Iachimo, 
Thou  didst  accuse  him  of  incontinency; 
Thou  then  look'dst  like  a  villain;  now  methinks  50 

Thy  favour's  good  enough.     Some  jay  of  Italy 
fWhose  mother  was  her  painting,  hath  betray 'd  him: 
Poor  I  am  stale,  a  garment  out  of  fashion; 
And,  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  the  walls, 
I  must  be  ripp'd: — to  uieees  with  me! — O, 
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Hen's  vows  are  women's  traitors!     All  good  seeming, 
By  thy  revolt.  0  husband,  shall  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villain-;  not  born  where't  grows, 
But  worn  a  bait  for  ladles. 

Fix.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Into.  True  honest  men  being  heard,  like  false  ^Eneas,  60 
Were  in  his  time  thought  false,  and  Sinon's  weeping 
Did  scandal  many  a  holy  tear,  took  pity 
From  most  true  wretchedness:  so  thou,  Posthumus, 
Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  pioper  men; 
Goodly  and  gallant  shall  be  false  and  perjured 
From  thy  great  fail.     Come,  fellow,  be  thou  honest : 
Do  thou  thy  master's  bidding:  when  thou  see'st  him, 
A  little  witness  my  obedience:  look! 
I  draw  the  sword  myself:  take  it,  and  hit 
The  innocent  mansion  of  my  love,  my  heart:  70 

Fear  not;  'tis  empty  of  all  things  but  grief: 
Thy  master  is  not  there,  who  was  indeed 
The  riches  of  it:  do  his  bidding;  strike 
Thou  mayst  be  valiant  in  a  better  cause; 
But  now  thou  seem'st  a  coward. 

Pi*.  Hence,  vile  instrument! 

Thou  shalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  must  die; 

And  if  1  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  servant  of  thy  master's.     Against  self-slaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine 

That  cravens  my  weak  hand.     Come,  here's  my  heart.     80 
Something's  afore't.     Soft,  soft!  we'll  no  defence; 
Obedient  as  the  scabbard.     What  is  here? 
The  scriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 
All  turn'd  to  heresy?     Away,  away, 
Corrupters  of  my  faith !  you  shall  no  more 
Be  stomachers  to  my  heart.     Thus  may  poor  fools 
Believe  false  teachers:  though  those  that  are  betray'd 
Do  feel  the  treason  sharply,  yet  the  traitor 
Stands  in  worse  case  of  woe. 

And  thou,  Posthumus,  thou  that  didst  set  up  90 

My  disobedience  'gainst  the  king  my  father 
And  make  me  put  into  contempt  the  suits 
Of  princely  fellows,  shalt  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  act  of  common  passage,  but 
A  strain  of  rareness:  and  I  grieve  myself 
To  think,  when  thou  shalt  be  disedged  by  her 
That  now  thou  tirest  on :  how  thy  memory 
Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me.     Prithee,  dispatch: 
8HAK.  m.— 21 


642  CYMBELINE.  [act  lit. 

The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher:  where's  thy  knife? 

Thou  art  too  slow  to  do  thy  master's  bidding,  100 

When  I  desire  it  too. 

Pis.  O  gracious  hfdy, 

Since  I  received  command  to  do  this  business 
I  have  not  slept  one  wink. 

Imo.  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 

Pis.  I'll  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  first. 

Imo.  Wherefore  then 

Didst  undertake  it?    Why  hast  thou  abused 
So  many  miles  with  a  pretence?  this  place? 
Mine  action  and  thine  own?  our  horses'  labour 
The  time  inviting  thee?  the  perturb'd  court, 
For  my  being  absent?  whereunto  I  never 
Purpose  return.     Why  hast  thou  gone  so  far,  110 

To  be  unbent  when  thou  hast  ta'en  thy  stand, 
The  elected  deer  before  thee? 

Pis.  But  to  win  time 

To  lose  so  bad  employment;  in  the  which 
I  have  consider'd  of  a  course.  Good  lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

fun).  Talk  thy  tongue  weary;  speak: 

I  have  heard  I  am  a  strumpet;  and  mine  ear, 
Therein  false  struck,  can  take  no  greater  wound, 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.     But  speak. 

Pis.  Then,  madam, 

I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.  Most  like; 

Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pis.  Not  so,  neither:  120 

But  if  I  were  as  wise  as  honest,  then 
My  purpose  would  prove  well.     It  cannot  be 
But  that  my  master  is  abused  : 
Some  villain,  ay,  and  singular  in  his  art, 
Hath  done  you  both  this  cursed  injury. 

Imo.  Some  Boman  courtezan. 

Pis.  No,  on  my  life. 

I'll  give  but  notice  you  are  dead  and  send  him 
Some  bloody  sign  of  it;  for  'tis  commanded 
I  should  do  so:  you  shall  be  miss'd  at  court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo.  Why,  good  fellow,  130 

What  shall  I  do  the  while?  where  bide?  how  live? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband? 

Pis.  If  you'll  back  to  the  court — 

Imo.  No  court,  no  father;  nor  no  more  ado 
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{With  that  harsh,  noble,  simple,  nothing,  Cloten — 
That  Cloten,  whose  love-suit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  siege. 

Pis.  If  not  at  court, 

Then  not  in  Britain  must  you  bide. 

Inio.  Where  then? 

Hath  Britain  all  the  .sun  that  shines?    Day,  night, 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain?     I'  the  world's  volume      140 
Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in't; 
In  a  great  pool  a  swan's  nest:  prithee,  think 
There's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pis.  I  am  most  glad 

You  think  of  other  place.     The  ambassador, 
Lucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow:  now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is,  and  but  disguise 
That  which,  to  appear  itself,  must  not  yet  be 
But  by  self-danger,  you  should  tread  a  course 
f  Pretty  aud  full  of  view ;  yea,  haply,  near  150 

The  residence  of  Posthumus;  so  nigh  at  least 
That  though  his  actions  were  not  visible,  yet 
Report  should  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Lao.  O,  for  such  means'. 

Though  peril  to  my  modesty,  not  death  on't, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pis.  Well,  then,  here's  the  point: 

You  must  forget  to  be  a  woman;  change 
Command  into  obedience:  fear  and  niceness — 
The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly, 
Woman  its  pretty  self — into  a  waggish  courage:  160 

Ready  in  gibes,  quick-answer'd,  saucy  and 
As  quarrelous  as  the  weasel ;  nay,  you  must 
Forget  that  rarest  treasure  of  your  cheek, 
Exposing  it — but,  O,  the  harder  heart! 
Alack,  no  remedy! — to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  common-kissing  Titan,  and  forget 
Y'our  laboursome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 

I  see  into  thy  end,  and  am  almost 
A  man  already. 

Pis.  First,  make  yourself  but  like  one.  170 

Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit — 
'Tis  in  my  cloak-bag — doublet,  hat,  hose,  all 
That  answer  to  them:  would  you  in  their  serving, 
And  with  what  imitation  vou  cau  borrow 
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From  youth  of  such  a  season,  'fore  noble  Lucius 

Present  yourself,  desire  his  service,  tell  him 

Wherein  you're  happy, — which  you'll  make  him  know, 

If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  music, — doubtless 

With  joy  he  will  embrace  you,  for  he's  honourable 

And  doubling  that,  most  holy.     Your  means  abroad,     180 

You  have  me,  rich ;  and  I  will  never  fail 

Beginning  nor  supplyment. 

Imo.  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 

The  gods  will  diet  me  with.     Prithee,  away: 
There's  more  to  be  consider'd;  but  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us:  this  attempt 
I  am  soldier  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  prince's  courage.     Away,  I  prithee. 

Pis.  Well,  madam,  we  must  take  a  short  farewell, 
Lest,  being  miss'd,  I  be  suspected  of 

Your  carriage  from  the  court.     My  noble  mistress,        190 
Here  is  a  box ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen : 
What's  in't  is  precious;  if  you  are  sick  at  sea, 
Or  stomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  distemper.     To  some  shade, 
And  fit  you  to  your  manhood.     May  the  gods 
Direct  you  to  the  best! 

Imo.  Amen:  I  thank  thee.  [Exeunt,  severally. 


Scene  V.    A  room  in  Cymbeline's  palace. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius,  Lords,  and 
Attendants. 

Cym.  Thus  far,  and  so  farewell. 

Luc.  Th'anks,  royal  sir. 

My  emperor  hath  wrote,  I  must  from  hence; 
And  am  right  sorry  that  I  must  report  ye 
My  master's  enemy. 

Cym.  Our  subjects,  sir, 

Will  not  endure  his  yoke;  and  for  ourself 
To  show  less  sovereignty  than  they,  must  needs 
Appear  unkinglike. 

Luc.  So,  sir:  I  desire  of  you 

A  conduct  over-land  to  Milford-Haven. 
Madam,  all  joy  befal  your  grace! 

Queen.  And  you ! 

Cym.  My  lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office -,        10 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit. 
So  farewell,  noble  Lucius. 

Luc,  Your  hand,  my  lord, 
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Clo.  Receive  it  friendly ;  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc.  Sir,  the  event 

Is  yet  to  name  the  'winner:  fare  you  •well. 

Cym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  lords, 
Till  he  have  cross'd  the  Severn.     Happiness! 

[Exeunt  Lucius  and  Lords. 

Queen.  He  goes  hence  frowning :  but  it  honours  us 
That  we  have  eiven  him  cause. 

Clo.  'Tis  all  the  better; 

Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wishes  in  it.  20 

Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 
How  it  goes  here.     It  fits  us  therefore  ripely 
Our  chariots  and  our  horsemen  be  in  readiness: 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
"Will  soon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  war  for  Britain. 

Queen.  'Tis  not  sleepy  business; 

But  must  be  look'd  to  speedily  and  strongly. 

Cym.  Our  expectation  that  it  would  be  thus 
Hath  made  us  forward.     But,  my  gentle  queen, 
"Where  is  our  daughter?     She  hath  not  appealed  30 

Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day:  she  looks  us  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice  than  of  duty: 
We  have  noted  it.     Call  her  before  us;  for 
We  have  been  too  slight  in  sufferance.   [Erit  an  Attendant. 

Qv:  Royal  sir, 

Since  the  exile  of  Posthumus,  most  retired 
Hath  her  life  been;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
'Tis  time  must  do.     Beseech  your  majesty. 
Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her:  she's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes  that  words  are  strokes  4Q 

And  strokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  Attendant. 

Cym.  "Where  is  she,  sir?    How 

Can  her  contempt  be  answer'd? 

Atten.  Please  you,  sir, 

Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd;  and  there's  no  answei 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loudest  noise  we  make. 

Queen.  My  lord,  when  last  I  went  to  visit  her, 
She  pray'd  me  to  excuse  her  keeping  close, 
Whereto  constrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  should  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you, 
Which  daily  she  was  bound  to  proffer":  this 
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She  wish'd  me  to  make  known;  but  our  great  court        50 
Made  me  to  blame  in  memory. 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd? 

Not  seen  of  late?     Grant,  heavens,  that  which  I  fear 
Prove  false !  [Beit. 

(/Keen.       Son,  I  say,  follow  the  king. 

Clo.  That  man  of  hers,  Pisanio,  her  old  servant, 
I  have  not  seen  these  two  days. 

Queen.  Go,  look  after.    [Exit  Cloten. 

Pisanio,  thou  that  stand's!  so  for  Posthumus! 
lie  hath  a  drug  of  mine;  I  pray  his  absence 
Proceed  by  swallowing  that,  for  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  most  precious.     But  for  her, 
Where  is  she  gone?     Haply,  despair  hath  seized  her,       60 
Or,  wing'd  with  fervour  of  her  love,  she's  flown 
To  her  desired  Posthumus:  gone  she  is 
To  death  or  to  dishonour;  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  use  of  either:  she  being  down, 
I  have  the  placing  of  the  British  crown. 

Re-enter  Cloten. 

How  now,  my  son ! 

Clo.  'Tis  certain  she  is  fled. 

Go  in  and  cheer  the  king:  he  rages;  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  [Aside]  All  the  better:  may 

This  night  forestall  him  of  the  coming  day!  [Exit. 

Clo.  I  love  and  hate  her:  for  she's  fair  and  royal,         70 
And  that  she  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquisite 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman ;  from  every  one 
The  best  she  hath,  and  she,  of  all  compounded, 
Outsells  them  all;  1  love  her  therefore:  but 
Disdaining  me  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Posthumus  slanders  so  her  judgement 
That  what's  else  rare  is  choked;  and  in  that  point 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed, 
To  be  revenged  upon  her.    For  when  fools 
Shall— 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Who  is  here?     What,  are  you  packing,  sirrah?    80 
Come  hither:  ah,  you  precious  pandar!    Villain, 
Where  is  thy  lady?    In  a  word;  or  else 
Thou  art  straightway  with  the  fiends. 

Pis.  O,  good  my  lord ! 

Clo.  Where  is  thy  lady?  or.  by  Jupiter,— 
I  will  not  ask  again.     Close  villain, 
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I'll  have  this  secret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.     Is  she  with  Posthumus? 
From  whose  so  many  weights  of  baseness  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  he  drawn. 

Pix.  Alas,  my  lord, 

How  can  she  be  with  him?     When  was  she  miss'd?         90 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Clo.  Where  is  she,  sir?     Come  nearer; 

No  further  halting:  satisfy  me  home 
What  is  become  of  her. 

Pi*.  O,  my  all- worthy  lord ! 

Clo.  All-worthy  villain! 

Discover  where  thy  mistress  is  at  once, 
At  the  next  word:  no  more  of  "worthy  lord!" 
Speak,  or  thy  silence  on  the  instant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Pis.  Then,  sir, 

This  paper  is  the  history  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight.  [Presenting  a  letter.  100 

Clo.  Let's  see't.     I  will  pursue  her 

Even  to  Augustus'  throne. 

Pis.  [Aside]  Or  this,  or  perish. 

She's  far  enough;  and  what  he  learns  by  this 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  dauser. 

Clo.  Hum! 

Pis.  [A*uJe~\  I'll  write  to  my  lord  she's  dead.    O  Imogen, 
mayst  thou  wander,  safe  return  again! 
sirrah,  is  this  letter  true? 

Pi.*.   Sir.  as  I  think. 

Ufa.  It  is  Posthu'iius'  hand;  I  know't.  Sirrah,  if  thou 
wouldst  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  service,  undergo 
those  employments  wherein  I  should  have  cause  to  use 
thee  with  a  serious  industry,  that  is,  what  villany  soe'er  I 
bid  thee  do,  to  perform  it  directly  and  truly.  I  would  think 
thee  an  honest  man:  thou  shouldst  neither  want  my  means 
for  thy  relief  nor  my  voice  for  thy  preferment. 

Pis.  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Clo.  Wilt  thou  serve  me?  for  since  patiently  and  con- 
stantly thou  hast  stuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that  beggar 
Posthumus,  thou  canst  not,  in  the  course  of  gratitude,  but 
be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine:  wilt  thou  serve  me? 

Pis.   Sir,  I  will. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand;  here's  my  purse.  Hast  any  of 
thy  late  master's  garments  in  thy  possession? 

Pis.  I  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  same  suit  lie 
wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  aud  mistress.  129 
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Clo.  The  first  service  thou  dost  me,  fetch  that  suit  hither : 
let  it  be  thy  -first  service ;  go. 

Pis.  I  shall,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Clo.  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven ! — I  forgot  to  ask  him 
one  tiling;  I'll  remember't  anon:— even  there,  thou  villain 
Posthumus,  will  I  kill  thee.  I  would  these  garments  were 
come.  She  said  upon  a  time — the  bitterness  of  it  I  now 
belch  from  my  heart— that  she  held  the  very  garment  of 
Posthumus  in  more  respect  than  my  noble  and  natural  per- 
son, together  with  the  adornment  of  my  qualities.  Willi 
that  suit  upon  my  back,  will  1  ravish  her:  first  kill  bin;. 
and  in  her  eyes;  there  shall  she  see  my  valour,  which  will 
then  be  a  torment  to  her  contempt.  He  on  the  ground,  my 
speech  of  insultment  ended  on  his  dead  body,  and  when 
my  lust  hath  dined, — which,  as  I  say,  to  vex  her  I  will 
execute  in  the  clothes  that  she  so  praised, — to  the  court  I'll 
knock  her  back,  foot  her  home  again.  She  hath  despised 
me  rejoicingly,  and  I'll  be  merry  in  my  revenge.  150 

He-enter  Pisanio,  with  the  clothes. 

Be  those  the  garments? 

Pis.  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 

Clo.  How  long  is't  since  she  went  to  Milford-Haven? 

Pis.  She  can  scarce  be  there  yet. 

Clo.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber;  that  is  the  sec- 
ond thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee:  the  third  is,  that 
thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  mute  to  my  design.  Be  but 
duteous,  and  true  preferment  shall  tender  itself  to  thee. 
My  revenge  is  now  at  Milford:  would  I  had  wings  to  fol- 
low it!     Come,  and  be  true.  [Exit. 

Pis.  Thou  bidst  me  to  my  loss :  for  true  to  thee 
Were  to  prove  false,  which  I  will  never  be, 
To  him  that  is  most  true.     To  Milford  go, 
And  find  not  her  whom  thou  pursuest.     Flow,  flow, 
You  heavenly  blessings,  on  her!     This  fool's  speed 
Be  cross'd  with  slowness;  labour  be  his  meed!  [Exit. 

Scene  VI.     Wales.    Before  t/ie  cave  of  Belarius. 
Enter  Imogen,  in  boy's  doilies. 

Imo.  I  see  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one: 
I  have  tired  myself,  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.     I  should  be  sick, 
But  that  my  resolution  helps  me.     Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain-top  Pisanio  show'd  thee, 
Thou  Mast  within  a  ken:  O  Jove!  I  think 
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Foundations  fly  the  wretched:  such,  I  mean, 

Where  they  should  be  relieved.     Two  beggars  told  me 

I  could  not  miss  my  way:  will  poor  folks  lie, 

That  have  afflictions  on  them,  knowing  'tis  18 

A  punishment  or  trial?     Yes;  no  wonder, 

When  rich  ones  scarce  tell  true.     To  lapse  in  fulness 

Is  sorer  than  to  lie  for  need,  and  falsehood 

Is  worse  in  kings  than  beggars.     My  dear  lord ! 

Thou  art  one  of  the  false Vnes.     Now  I  think  on  thee, 

My  hunger's  gone;  but  even  before,  I  was 

At  point  to  sink  for  food.     But  what  is  this? 

Here  is  a  path  to't:  tis  some  savage  hold: 

I  were  best  not  call;  I  dare  not  call:  yet  famine, 

Ere  clean  it  o'erthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant.  20 

Plenty  and  peace  breeds  cowards:  hardness  ever 

Of  hardiness  is  mother.     Ho!  who's  here? 

If  any  thing  that's  civil,  speak;  if  savage, 

Take  or  lend.     Ho!     No  answer?     Then  I'll  enter. 

Best  draw  my  sword;  and  if  mine  enemy 

But  fear  the  sword  like  me,  he'll  scarcely  look  on't. 

Such  a  foe,  good  heavens!  [Exit,  to  the  care. 

Enter  Bei.arius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Be!.  You,  Polydore,  have  proved  best  woodman  and 
Are  master  of  the  feast:  Cadwal  and  I 
"Will  play  the  cook  and  servant;  'tis  our  match:  30 

The  sweat  of  industry  would  dry  and  die, 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.     Come;  our  stomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely  savoury:  weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard.     Now  peace  be  here, 
Poor  house,  that  keep'st  thyself! 

G<ii.  I  am  thoroughly  weary. 

Art.  I  am  weak  with  toil,  yet  strong  in  appetite. 

Gui.  There  is  cold  meat  i'  the  cave;  we'll  browse  on  that, 
Whilst  what  we  have  kill'd  be  cook'd. 

Bet.   [Looking  into  the  cave]  Stay;  come  not  in.  40 

But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  should  think 
Here  was  a  fairy. 

Gui.  What's  the  matter,  sir? 

Bel.  By  Jupiter,  an  angel !  or,  if  not, 
An  earthly  paragon!     Behold  divineness 
No  older  than  a  boy ! 

Re-enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  Good  masters,  harm  me  not: 
Before  I  enter'd  here,  I  call'd;  and  thought 
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To  have  begg'd  or  bought  what  I  have  took:  good  troth, 
I  have  stol'n  nought,  nor  would  not,  though  I  had  found 
Gold  strew'd  i'  the  floor.     Here's  money  for  my  meat :    50 . 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board  so  soon 
As  I  had  made  my  meal,  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

Gui.  Money,  youth? 

Arv.  All  gold  and  silver  rather  turn  to  dirt! 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  those 
Who  worship  dirty  gods. 

Imo.  I  see  you're  angry: 

Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  should 
Have  died  had  I  not  made  it. 

Bel.  Whither  bound? 

Imo.  To  Milford  Haven. 

]>(>'.  What's  your  name?  60 

Imo.  Fidele,  sir,     I  have  a  kinsman  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy ;  he  embark'd  at  Milford ; 
To  whom  being  going,  almost  spent  with  hunger, 
I  am  fall'n  in  this  offence. 

Bel.  Prithee,  fair  youth, 

Think  us  no  churls,  nor  measure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.     Well  encounter'd! 
'Tis  almost  night;  you  shall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart;  and  thanks  to  stay  and  eat  it. 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Gui.  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 

I  should  woo  hard  but  be  your  groom.     In  honesty,        70 
I  bid  for  you  as  I'ld  buy. 

Arv.  I'll  make't  my  comfort 

He  is  a  man;  I'll  love  him  as  my  brother: 
And  such  a  welcome  as  Il'd  give  to  him 
After  long  absence,  such  is  yours:  most  welcome! 
Be  sprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongst  friends. 

Imo.  'Mongst  friends, 

If  brothers.     [Aside]  Would  it  had  been  so,  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  sons!  then  had  my  prize 
Been  less,  and  so  more  equal  ballasting 
To  thee,  Posthumus. 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  some  distress. 

Gui.  Would  I  could  free't! 

Arv.  Or  I,  whate'er  it  be,  80 

What  pain  it  cost,  what  danger.     Gods! 

Bel.  Hark,  boys. 

[Wh 

Imo.  Great  men, 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave, 
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Tli.it  did  attend  themselves  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  conscience  seal'd  them — laying  by 
Thai  nothing-gift  of  differing  multitudes — 
Could  not  out-peer  these  twain.     Pardon  me,  gods! 
I'ld  change  my  sex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatus's  false. 

Bd.  It  shall  be  so. 

we'll  go  dress  our  hunt.     Fair  youth,  come  in .      90 
Discourse  is  heavy,  fasting:  when  we  have  supp'd, 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  story, 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  speak  it. 

Gut.  Pray,  draw  near. 

An.  The  night  to  the  owl  and  morn  to  the  lark  less  wel 
come. 

I. no.  Thanks,  sir. 

An.   I  pray,  draw  near.  [Exeunt. 

Sceke  VII.    Rome.     A  public  place. 
Enter  hco  Senators  and  Tribunes. 

First  Sen.  This  is  the  tenour  of  the  emperor's  writ: 
That  since  the  common  men  are  now  in  action 
'Gainst  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians, 
And  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  wars  against 
The  fall'n-off  Britons,  that  we  do  incite 
The  gentry  to  this  business.     He  creates 
Lucius  proconsul-  and  to  you  the  tribunes, 
For  this  immediate  levy,  he  commends 
His  absolute  commission.     Long  live  Caesar!  10 

First  Tri.  Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces? 

8  ft  S  Ay. 

First  Tri.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia? 

Firs-  -  With  those  legions 

Which  I  have  spoke  of,  whereunto  your  levy 
Must  be  supply aat:  the  words  of  your  commission 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers  and  the  time 
Of  their  dispatch. 

First  Tri.  We  will  discharge  our  duty.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.      Wide*;  near  the  cate  of  Belarius. 

Enter  Ci.otex. 
Clo.  I  am  near  to  the  place  where  they  should  meet,  if 
Pisanio  have  mapped  it  truly.     How  St  his  garments  serve 
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me!  Why  .should  his  mistress,  who  was  made  by  him 
that  made  the  tailor,  not  he  tit  too?  the  rather — saving 
reverence  of  the  word — for  'tis  said  a  woman's  fitness 
comes  by  fits.  Therein  I  must  play  the  workman.  I  dare 
speak  it  to  myself — for  it  is  not  vain-glory  for  a  man  and 
his  glass  to  confer  in  his  own  chamber — 1  mean,  the 
lines  of  my  body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his;  no  less  young, 
more  strong,  not  beneath  him  in  fortunes,  beyond  him  in 
the  advantage  of  the  time,  above  him  in  birth,  alike  con- 
versant in  general  services,  and  more  remarkable  in  single 
oppositions,  yet  this  imperceiverant  thing  loves  him  in  my 
despite.  What  mortality  is!  Posthumus,  thy  head,  which 
now  is  growing  upon  thy  shoulders,  shall  within  this  hour 
be  off;  thy  mistress  enforced;  thy  garments  cut  to  pieces 
before  thy  face:  and  all  this  done,  spurn  her  home  to  her 
father;  who  may  haply  be  a  little  angry  for  my  so  rough 
usage;  but  my  mother,  having  power  of  his  testiness,  shall 
turn  all  into  my  commendations.  My  horse  is  tied  up 
safe:  out,  sword,  and  to  a  sore  purpose!  Fortune,  put 
them  into  my  hand!  This  is  (he  very  description  of  their 
meeting- place;  and  the  fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  [Mat. 

Scene  II.     Before  the  cave  of  Belarius. 

Enter,  from  the  cave,  Belarius,  Guideritjs,  Arviragus, 
and  Imogen. 

Bel.  [To  Imogen']  You  are  not  well:  remain  here  in  the 
cave; 
We'll  come  to  you  after  hunting. 

Arv.  [To  Imogen]      Brother,  stay  here: 

Are  we  not  brothers? 

Imo.  So  man  and  man  should  be; 

But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity, 
Whose  dust  is  both  alike.     I  am  very  sick. 

Qui.  Go  you  to  hunting;  I'll  abide  with  him. 

Imo.  So  sick  I  am  not,  yet  I  am  not  well; 
But  not  so  citizen  a  wanton  as 
To  seem  to  die  ere  sick-  so  please  you,  leave  me; 
Stick  to  your  journal  course:  the  breach  of  custom  10 

Is  breach  of  all.     I  am  ill,  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me;  society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  sociable :  I  am  not  very  sick, 
Since  I  can  reason  of  it.     Pray  you,  trust  me  here: 
I'll  rob  none  but  myself;  and  let  me  die, 
Stealing  so  poorly. 

Qui.  I  love  thee;  I  have  spoke  it: 
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How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
A-  I  do  love  my  father. 

Bel.  What!  how!  how! 

An.  If  it  he  sin  to  say  so,  sir,  I  yoke  me 
In  my  good  orother's  fault :  I  know  not  why  20 

I  love  this  youth;  and  I  have  heard  you  say, 
Love's  reason's  without  reason:  the  hierat  door, 
And  a  demaud  who  is't  shall  die,  I'ld  say 
"My  father,  not  this  youth." 

Bel.  \Ari§B\  O  noble  strain! 

0  worthiness  of  nature!  breed  of  greatness! 
Cowards  father  cowards  and  base  things  sire  base: 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran,  contempt  and  grace. 
I'm  not  their  father;  yet  who  this  should  be, 
Doth  miracle  itself,  loved  before  me. 

'  lis  the  ninth  hour  o'  the  morn. 

An.  Brother,  farewell.  30 

Imo.  I  wish  ye  sport. 

An.  Your  health.     So  please  you,  sir. 

lino.  [A*ide]  These  are  kind  creatures.     Gods,  what  lies 
I  have  heard! 
Our  courtiers  say  all's  savage  but  at  court: 
Experience,  O,  thou  disprovest  report! 
The  imperious  seas  breed  monsters,  for  the  dish 
Poor  tributary  rivers  as  sweet  fish. 

1  am  sick  stilf;  heart-sick.     Pisanio, 

I'll  now  taste  of  thy  drug.  [Sirallom  some. 

O'/i.  I  could  not  stir  him: 

He  said  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate; 
Dishonestly  afflicted,  but  yet  honest.  40 

An.  Thus  did  he  answer  me:  yet  said,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  the  field,  to  the  field! 

We'll  leave  you  for  this  time:  go  in  and  rest. 

An.   We'll  not  be  long  away" 

Bel.  Pray,  be  not  sick, 

For  vou  must  be  our  housewife. 

/»<"'.  Well,  or  ill, 

I  am  bound  to  }-ou. 

Bel.  And  shalt  be  ever. 

[Exit  Imogen  to  the  core 
Tills  youth,  howe'er  distress'd,  appears  he  hath  had 
Good  ancestors. 

An.  How  angel  like  he  sings! 

&&.   But  his  neat  cookery!  he  cut  our  roots 
In  characters, 
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And  sauced  our  broths,  as  Juno  had  been  sick  50 

And  he  her  dieter. 

Am.  Nobly  he  yokes 

A  smiling  with  a  sigh,  as  if  the  sigh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  such  a  smile; 
The  smile  mocking  the  sigh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  so  divine  a  temple,  to  commix 
With  winds  that  sailors  rail  at. 

Qui.  I  do  note 

That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  both, 
Mingle  their  spurs  together. 

Are.  Grow,  patience! 

And  let  the  stinking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  perishing  root  with  the  increasing  vine!  60 

Bel.  It  is  great  morning.     Come,  away ! — 
Who's  there? 

Enter  Cloten. 

Clo.  I  cannot  find  those  runagates;  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me.     I  am  faint. 

Bel.  "  Those  runagates!" 

Means  he  not  us?     I  partly  know  him-  'tis 
Cloten,  the  son  o'  the  queen.     I  fear  some  ambush. 
I  saw  him  not  these  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he.     We  are  held  as  outlaws-  hence! 

Qui.  He  is  but  one.  you  and  my  brother  search 
What  companies  are  near,  pray  you,  away; 
Let  me  alone  with  him. 

[Ktrunt  Belarius  and  Amiragus. 

Oh.  Soft!    What  are  you  70 

That  fly  me  thus?  some  villain  mountaineers? 
I  have  heard  of  such.     What  slave  art  thou? 

(inl.  A  thing 

More  slavish  did  I  ne'er  than  answering 
A  slave  without  a  knock. 

Clo.  Thou  art  a  robber, 

A  law-breaker,  a  villain:  yield  thee,  thief. 

Gm.  To  who?  to  thee?     What  art  thou?    Have  not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine?  a  heart  as  big? 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger,  fori  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.     Say  what  thou  art, 
Why  I  should  yield  to  thee? 

Clo.  Thou  villain  base,  80 

Know'st  me  not  by  my  clothes? 

Gui.  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rascal, 

Who  is  thy  grandfather:  he  made  those  clothes, 
Which,  as  it  seems,  make  thee. 
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Clo.  Thou  precious  varlet, 

My  tailor  made  them  not. 

(jui.  Hence,  then,  and  thank 

The  man  that  gave  them  thee.     Thou  art  some  fool; 
I  am  loath  to  beat  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  injurious  thief. 

Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

ij'ii.  What's  thy  name? 

Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Qui.  Cloten,  thou  double  villain,  be  thy  name. 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it:  were  it  Toad,  or  Adder,  Spider,  90 
'T  would  move  me  sooner. 

Clo.  To  thy  further  fear, 

Nay,  to  thy  mere  confusion,  thou  shalt  know 
I  am  son  to  the  queen. 

<j"i.  I  am  sorry  for't;  not  seeming 

So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clo.  Art  not  afeard? 

(rui.  Those  that  I  reverence  those  I  fear,  the  wise: 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clo.  Die  the  death : 

When  I  have  slain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I'll  follow  those  that  even  now  fled  hence, 
And  on  the  gates  of  Lud's-town  set  your  heads : 
Yield,  rustic  mountaineer.  [Exeunt,  fighting.  100 

Re-enter  Belarius  and  Arviragus. 

Btl.  Xo  companies  abroad  ? 

An    Xone  in  the  world :  you  did  mistake  him,  sure. 

Bel.  I  cannot  tell:  long  is  it  since  I  saw  him, 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  those  lines  of  favour 
Which  then  he  wore;  the  snatches  in  his  voice, 
And  burst  of  speaking,  were  as  his :  I  am  absolute 
'Twas  very  Cloten. 

An.  In  this  place  we  left  them: 

I  wish  ray  brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
You  say  he  is  so  fell. 

Bd.  Being  scarce  made  up, 

I  mean,  to  man,  he  had  not  apprehension  110 

Of  roaring  terrors;  for  the  effect  of  judgement 
Is  oft  the  cause  of  fear.     But,  see,  thy  brother. 

Re-enter  Guideriis,  bM  Ci.oten's  head. 

G'ti.  This  Cloten  was  a  fool,  an  empty  purse; 
There  was  no  money  in't:  not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none: 
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Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  head  as  I  do  his. 

Bel.  What  hast  thou  done? 

Gui.  I  am  perfect  what:  cut  off  one  Cloten's  head, 
Son  to  the  queen,  after  his  own  report; 
Who  call'd  me  traitor,  mountaineer,  and  swore  120 

With  his  own  single  hand  he'ld  take  us  in, 
Displace  our  heads  where — thank  the  gods! — they  grow, 
And  set  them  on  Lud's-town. 

Bil.  We  are  all  undone. 

Gui.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lose, 
But  that  he  swore  to  take,  our  lives?    The  law 
Protects  not  us:  then  why  should  we  be  tender 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  flesh  threat  us, 
Play  judge  and  executions  all  himself, 
For  we  do  fear  the  law?     What  company 
Discover  you  abroad? 

Bel.  No  single  soul  130 

Can  we  set  eye  on ;  but  in  all  safe  reason 
lie  must  have  some  attendants.     Though  his  humour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation,  ay,  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worse;  not  frenzy,  not 
Absolute  madness  could  so  far  have  raved 
To  bring  him  here  alone:  although  perhaps 
It  may  be  heard  at  court  that  such  as  we 
Cave  here,  hunt  here,  are  outlaws,  and  in  time 
May  make  sflme  stronger  head;  the  which  he  hearing — 
As  it  is  like  him — might  break  out,  and  swear  140 

He'ld  fetch  us  in;  yet  is't  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  either  he  so  undertaking, 
Or  they  so  suffering:  then  on  good  ground  we  fear, 
If  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 
More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arc.  Let  ordinance 

Come  as  the  gods  foresay  it:  howsoe'er, 
My  brother  hath  done  well. 

Bel.  I  had  no  mind 

To  hunt  this  day:  the  boy  Fidcle's  sickness 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Gui.  With  his  own  sword, 

Which  he  did  wave  against  my  throat,  I  have  ta'en        150 
His  head  from  him :  I'll  throw't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock;  and  let  it  to  the  sea, 
And  tell  the  fishes  he's  the  queen's  son,  Cloten: 
That's  all  I  reck.  [Exit 

Bel.  I  fear  'twill  be  revenged: 
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"Would,  Polydore,  thou  hadst  not  done't!  though  valour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Art.  Would  I  had  done't, 

So  the  revenge  alone  pursued  me!     Polydore, 
I  love  thee  brotherly,  but  envy  much 
Thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  this  deed :  I  would  revenges. 
That  possible  strength  might  meet,  would  seek  us  through 
And  put  us  to  our  answer. 

B.l  Well,  'tis  done:  161 

We'll  hunt  no  more  to-day.  nor  seek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.     I  prithee,  to  our  rock; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks:  I'll  stay 
Till  hasty  Polydore  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  presently. 

An.  Poor  sick  Fidele! 

I'll  willingly  to  him:  to  gain  his  colour 
I'ld  let  a  parish  of  such  Cloten's  blood, 
And  praise  myself  for  charity.  [Exit. 

Bel.  O  thou  goddess, 

Thou  divine  Nature,  how  thyself  thou  blazon'st  170 

In  these  two  princely  boys!     They  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs  blowing  below  the  violet, 
Not  wagging  his  sweet  head;  and  yet  as  rough, 
Their  royal  blood  enchafed.  as  the  rudest  wind, 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 
And  make  him  stoop  to  the  vale.     'Tis  wonder 
That  an  invisible  instinct  should  frame  them 
To  royalty  unlearn'd,  honour  untaught, 
Civility  not  seen  from  other,  valour 

That  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop  180 

As  if  it  had  been  sow'd.     Yet  still  it's  strange 
What  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends, 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  GuiDERirs. 

Gui.  Where's  my  brother? 

I  have  sent  Cloten's  clotpoll  down  the  stream. 
In  embassy  to  his  mother:  his  body's  hostage 
For  his  return.  [Solemn  music. 

Bel.  My  ingenuous  instrument- 

Hark,  Polydore,  it  sounds!    But  what  occasion 
Hath  Cadwal  now  to  give  it  motion?    Hark! 

Gui.  Is  he  at  home  1 

Bel.  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Gui.  What  does  he  mean?   since  death  of  my  dear'st 
mother  190 

It  did  not  speak  before.     All  solemn  thiHgs 


658  CYMBELINE.  [act.  iv. 

Should  answer  solemn  accidents.     The  matter? 
Triumphs  for  nothing  and  lamenting  toys 
Is  jollity  for  apes  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwal  mad? 

Bel.  Look,  here  he  comes, 

And  brings  the  dire  occasion  in  his  arms 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for. 

Re-enter  Arviragus,  with  Imogen,  as  dead,  bearing  her  in 
his  arms. 

Arv.  The  bird  is  dead 

That  we  have  made  so  much  on.     I  had  rather 
Have  skipp'd  from  sixteen  years  of  age  to  sixty, 
To  have  turned  my  leaping  time  into  a  crutch,  200 

Than  have  seen  this. 

Qui.  O  sweetest,  fairest  lily! 

My  brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  so  well 
As  when  thou  grew'st  thyself. 

Bel.  O  melancholy! 

"Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom?  find 
The  ooze,  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  crare 
Might  easiliest  harbour  in?    Thou  blessed  thing! 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  mightst  have  made;  but  I, 
Thou  diedst,  a  most  rare  boy,  of  melancholy. 
How  found  you  him? 

Arv.  Stark,  as  you  see: 

Thus  smiling,  as  some  fly  had  tickled  slumber,  210 

Not  as  death's  dart,  being  laugh 'd  at;  his  right  cheek 
Reposing  on  a  cushion. 

Gui.  Where? 

Arv.  O'  the  floor; 

His  arms  thus  leagued:  I  thought  he  slept,  and  put 
My  clouted  brogues  from  off  my  feet,  whose  rudeness 
Answer'd  my  steps  too  loud. 

Gui.  Why,  he  but  sleeps: 

If  he  be  gone,  he'll  make  his  grave  a  bed; 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Arc.  With  fairest  flowers 

Whilst  summer  lasts  and  I  live  here,  Fidele, 
I'll  sweeten  thy  sad  grave:  thou  shalt  not  lack  220 

The  flower  that's  like  thy  face,  pale  primrose,  nor 
The  azured  harebell,  like  thy  veins,  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  slander, 
Out-sweeten'd  not  thy  breath:  the  ruddock  would, 
With  charitable  bill, — O  bill,  sore-shaming 
Those  rich-left  heirs  that  let  their  fathers  lie 
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Without  a  monument! — bring  thee  all  this; 

Yea,  and  furr'd  moss  besides,  when  flowers  are  none, 

To  winter  ground  thy  corse. 

Qui.  Prithee,  have  done; 

And  do  not  play  in  wench  like  words  with  that  230 

Which  is  so  serious.  Let  us  bury  him, 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt.     To  the  grave ! 

Arr.  Say,  where  shall's  lay  him? 

Gui.  Bv  good  Euriphile,  our  mother. 

Arr.  Be't  so: 

And  let  us,  Polydore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannish  crack,  sing  him  to  the  ground, 
As  once  our  mother;  use  like  note  and  words, 
Save  that  Euriphile  must  be  Fidele. 

Gui.  Cadwal, 
I  cannot  sing:  I'll  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee;  240 

For  notes  of  sorrow  out  of  tune  are  worse 
Than  priests  and  fanes  that  lie. 

Art.  We'll  speak  it,  then. 

Bel.  Great  griefs,  I  see,  medicine  the  less;  for  Cloten 
Is  quite  forgot.     He  was  a  queen's  son,  boys ; 
And  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember 
He  was  paid  for  that:  though  mean  and  mighty,  rotting 
Together,  have  one  dust,  yet  reverence, 
That  angel  of  the  world,  doth  make  distinction 
Of  place  'tween  high  and  low.     Our  foe  was  princely; 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe, 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince.  250 

Qui.  '  Pray  you,  fetch  him  hither. 

Thersites'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax', 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arr.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him. 

We'll  say  our  song  the  whilst.    Brother,  begin. 

[Exit  Belarius. 

Gui.  Nay,  Cadwal,  we  must  lay  his  head  to  the  east; 
My  father  hath  a  reason  for't. 

Art.  Tis  true. 

Gui.   Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 

Art.  So.     Begin. 

Song. 

Gui.    Fear  no  more  the  heat  o'  the  sun, 
Xor  the  furious  winter's  rages; 
Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done,  260 

Home  art  gone,  and  ta'en  thy  wages: 
Golden  lads  and  girls  all  must, 
As  chimney-sweepers,  come  to  dust. 
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Arv.    Fear  no  more  the  frown  o'  the  great; 

Thou  art  past  the  tyrant's  stroke; 
Care  no  more  to  clothe  and  eat ; 

To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak: 
The  sceptre,  learning,  physic,  must 
All  follow  this,  and  come  to  dust. 

Gui.    Fear  no  more  the  lightning-flash,  270 

Arv.        Nor  the  all-dreaded  thunder-stone; 
Gui.    Fear  not  slander,  censure  rash ; 
Arv.        Thou  hast  finish'd  joy  and  moan: 
Both.  All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  must 
Consign  to  thee,  and  come  to  dust. 

Gui.    No  exorciser  harm  thee ! 
Arv.    Nor  no  witchcraft  charm  thee! 
Gui.    Ghost  unlaid  forbear  thee! 
Arv.    Nothing  ill  come  near  thee! 

Both.  Quiet  consummation  have;  280 

And  renowned  be  thy  grave! 

Re-enter  Belarius,  with  the  body  of  Cloten. 

Gui.  We  have  done  our  obsequies:  come,  lay  him  down. 

Bel.  Here's  a  few  flowers;  but  'bout  midnight,  more: 
The  herbs  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'  the  night 
Are  strewings  fitt'st  for  graves.     Upon  their  faces. 
You  were  as  flowers,  now  wither'd :  even  so 
These  herblets  shall,  which  we  upon  you  strew. 
Come  on,  away:  apart  upon  our  knees. 
The  ground  that  gave  them  first  has  them  again : 
Their  pleasures  here  are  past,  so  is  their  pain.  £'90 

[Exeunt  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragv*. 

Into.    [Awaking]  Yes,  sir,  to  Milford-Haven ;  which  is 
the  way? — 
I  thank  you. — By  yond  bush? — Pray,  how  far  thither? 
'Ods  pittikins!  can  it  be  six  mile  yet? — 
I  have  gone  all  night.     'Faith,  I'll  lie  down  and  sleep. 
But,  soft!  no  bedfellow! — O  gods  and  goddesses! 

[Seeing  the  body  of  Cloten. 
These  flowers  are  like  the  pleasures  of  the  world ; 
This  bloody  man,  the  care  on't.     I  hope  I  dream; 
For  so  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper, 
And  cook  to  honest  creatures:  but  'tis  not  so; 
'Twas  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  shot  at  nothing,  300 

Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes:  our  very  eyes 
Are  sometimes  like  our  judgements,  blind.     Good  faith. 
I  tremble  still  with  fear:  but  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heaven  as  small  a  drop  of  pity 


, 
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As  a  wren's  eye,  fear'd  gods,  a  part  of  it ! 
The  dream's  here  still    even  when  I  wake,  it  is 
"Without  me.  as  within  me:  not  imagined,  felt. 
A  headless  man!     The  garments  of  Posthumus! 
I  know  the  shape  of's  leg:  this  is  his  hand; 
His  foot  Mercurial;  his  Martial  thigh;  310 

The  brawns  of  Hercules:  but  his  Jovial  face- 
Murder  in  heaven  ?— How !— 'Tis  gone.     Pisanio, 
All  curses  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee!    Thou, 
Conspired  with  that  irregulous  devil,  Cloten, 
Hast  here  cut  off  my  lord.     To  write  and  read 
Be  henceforth  treacherous!     Damn'd  Pisanio 
Hath  with  his  forged  letters, — damn'd  Pisanio — 
From  this  most  bravest  vessel  of  the  world 
Struck  the  main-top!     O  Posthumus!  alas,  320 

Where  is  thy  head?  where's  that?     Ay  me!  where's  that? 
Pisanio  might  have  killVl  thee  at  the  heart, 
And  left  this  head  on.     How  should  this  be?     Pisanio? 
'Tis  he  and  Cloten :  malice  and  lucre  in  them 
Have  laid  this  woe  here.     O,  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant! 
The  drug  he  gave  me,  which  he  said  was  precious 
And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murderous  to  the  senses?     That  confirms  it  home: 
This  is  Pisanio's  deed,  and  Cloten's:     O! 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood,  330 

That  we  the  horrlder  may  seem  to  those 
Which  chance  to  find  us:     O,  my  lord,  my  lord! 

[Fall*  on  the  body. 

Enter  Lucius,  a  Captain  and  other  Officers,  and  a  Sooth- 
sayer. 

Cap.  To  them  the  legions  garrison'd  in  Gallia, 
After  vour  will,  have  cross'd  the  sea,  attending 
You  here  at  Milford-Haven  with  your  ships: 
They  are  in  readiness. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Rome? 

Cap.  The  senate  hath  stirr'd  up  the  confiners 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy,  most  willing  spirits, 
That  promise  noble  service :  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  Iachimo,  340 

S»venna's  brother. 
:  Luc.  When  expect  you  them? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o'  the  wind. 

{ jf ,.  This  forwardness 

Makes  our  hopes  fair.     Command  our  present  numbers 
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Be  muster'd;  bid  the  captains  look  to't.     Now,  sir, 
What  have  you  dream'd  of  late  of  this  war's  purpose? 

Sooth.  Last  night  the  very  gods  show'd  me  a  vision — 
I  fast  and  pray'd  for  their  intelligence — thus: 
I  saw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing'd 
From  the  spongy  south  to  this  part  of  the  west, 
There  vanish 'd  in  the  sunbeams:  which  portends — 
Unless  my  sins  abuse  my  divination — 
Success  to  the  Roman  host. 

Luc.  Dream  often  so, 

And  never  false.     Soft,  ho!  what  trunk  is  here 
Without  his  top?     The  ruin  speaks  that  sometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building.     How !  a  page ! 
Or  dead,  or  sleeping  on  him?     But  dead  rather; 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  sleep  upon  the  dead. 
Let's  see  the  boy's  face. 

Cap.  He's  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc.  He'll  then  instruct  us  of  this  body.    Young  one,  360 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes,  for  it  seems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded.    Who  is  this 
Thou  makest  thy  bloody  pillow?     Or  who  was  he 
That,  otherwise  than  noble  nature  did, 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  picture?    What's  thy  interest 
In  this  sad  wreck?    How  came  it?    Who  is  it? 
What  art  thou? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing:  or  if  not, 

Nothing  to  be  were  better.     This  was  my  master, 
A  very  valiant  Briton  and  a  good, 

That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  slain.     Alas!  370 

There  is  no  more  such  masters:  I  may  wander 
From  east  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  service, 
Try  many,  all  good,  serve  truly,  never 
Find  such  another  master. 

Luc.  'Lack,  good  youth! 

Thou  movest  no  less  with  thy  complaining  than 
Thy  master  in  bleeding:  say  bis  name,  good  friend. 

Imo.  Richard  du  Champ.     [Aside]  If  I  do  lie  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear,  I  hope 
They'll  pardon  it. — Say  you,  sir? 

Luc.  Thy  name? 

Lmo.  Fidele,  sir. 

Luc.  Thou  dost  approve  thyself  the  very  same: 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith,  thy  faith  thy  name. 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me?    I  will  not  say 
Thou  shalt  be  so  well  master'd,  but,  be  sure, 
No  less  beloved.    The  Roman  emperor's  letters, 
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Sent  by  a  consul  to  me,  should  not  sooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee:  go  with  me. 

Imo.  I'll  follow,  sir.     But  first,  an't  please  the  gods, 
I'll  hide  my  master  from  the  flies,  as  deep 
As  these  poor  pickaxes  can  dig;  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  ha'  strew'd  his  grave, 
And  on  it  said  a  century  of  prayers,  391 

Such  as  I  can,  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep  and  sigh ; 
And  leaving  so  his  service,  follow  you, 
So  please  you  entertain  me. 

Lm:  Ay,  good  youth; 

And  rather  father  thee  than  master  thee. 
My  friends, 

The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties:  let  us 
Find  out  the  prettiest  daisied  plot  we  can, 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partisans 
A  grave :  come,  arm  him.     Boy,  he  is  preferr'd  400 

By  thee  to  us,  and  he  shall  be  interr'd 
As  soldiers  can.     Be  cheerful;  wipe  thine  eyes: 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arise.  Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     A  room  in  Cymbeline's  palace. 
Enter  Cymbelixe,  Lords,  Pisanio,  and  Attendants. 

Cym.  Again ;  and  bring  me  word  how  'tis  with  her. 

[Exit  an  Attendant. 
A  fever  with  the  absence  of  her  son, 
A  madness,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger.     Heavens, 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me!     Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone;  my  queen 
Upon  a  desperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me;  her  son  gone, 
So  needful  for  this  present :  it  strikes  me,  past 
The  hope  of  comfort.     But  for  thee,  fellow, 
Who  needs  must  know  of  her  departure  and  10 

Dost  seem  so  ignorant,  we'll  enforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  sharp  torture. 

Pk.  Sir,  my  life  is  yours ; 

I  humbly  set  it  at  your  will ;  but,  for  my  mistress, 
I  nothing  know  where  she  remains,  why  gone, 
Nor  when  she  purposes  return.     Beseech  your  highness, 
Hold  me  your  loyal  servant. 

Fir*t  Lord.  Good  my  liege. 

The  day  that  she  was  missing  he  was  here: 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true  and  shall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  subjection  loyally.     For  Cloten, 
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There  wants  no  diligence  in  seeking  him,  20 

And  will,  no  doubt,  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time  is  troublesome. 

tTo  Pisanio]  We'll  slip  you  for  a  season;  but  our  jealousy 
>oes  yet  depend. 

First  Lord.        So  please  your  majesty, 
The  Roman  legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  coast,  with  a  supply 
Of  Roman  gentlemen,  by  the  senate  sent. 

Cym.  Now  for  the  counsel  of  my  son  and  queen! 
I  am  amazed  with  matter. 

First  Lard.  Good  my  liege, 

Your  preparation  can  affront  no  less 
Than  what  you  hear  of:   come  more,  for  more  you're 
ready :  30 

The  want  is  but  to  put  those  powers  in  motion 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym.  I  thank  you.     Let's  withdraw ; 

And  meet  the  time  as  it  seeks  us.     We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us;  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here.     Away! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Pisanio. 

Pis.  1  heard  no  letter  from  my  master  since 
I  wrote  him  Imogen  was  slain:  'tis  strange: 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  mistress,  who  did  promise 
To  yield  me  often  tidings;  neither  know  I 
What  is  betid  to  Cloten ;  but  remain  40 

Perplex'd  in  all.     The  heavens  still  must  work. 
Wherein  I  am  false  I  am  honest;  not  true,  to  be  true. 
These  present  wars  shall  find  I  love  my  country, 
Even  to  the  note  o'  the  king,  or  I'll  fall  in  them. 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd: 
Fortune  brings  in  some  boats  that  are  not  steer'd.       [Exit. 

Scene  IV.     Wales  :  before  the  cave  of  Belarius. 
Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Gui.  The  noise  is  round  about  us. 

Pel.  Let  us  from  it. 

Arv.  What  pleasure,  sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  action  and  adventure? 

Gui.  Nay,  what  hope 

Have  we  in  hiding  us?    This  way,  the  Romans 
Must  or  for  Britons  slay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts 
During  their  use,  and  slay  us  after, 
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Bel.  Sons, 

We'll  higher  to  the  mountains;  there  secure  us. 
To  the  king's  party  there's  no  going:  newness 
Of  Cloten's  death — we  being  not  known,  not  muster'd 
Among  the  bands — may  drive  us  to  a  render  11 

Where  we  have  lived,  and  so  extort  from's  that 
Which  we  have  done,  whose  answer  would  be  death 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

G>ii.  This  k,  sir,  a  doubt 

In  such  a  time  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  satisfying  us. 

Arr.  It  is  not  likely 

That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horses  neigh, 
Behold  their  quarter'd  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  so  cloyed  importantly  as  now, 
That  they  will  waste  their  time  upon  our  note,  30 

To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

Bel.  O,  I  am  known 

Of  many  in  the  army :  many  years, 
Though  Cloten  then  but  3*oung,  you  see,  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance.     And,  besides,  the  king 
Hath  not  deserved  my  service  nor  your  loves; 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding, 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life ;  aye  hopeless 
To  have  the  courtesy  your  cradle  promised, 
But  to  be  still  hot  summer's  tanlings  and 
The  shrinking  slaves  of  winter. 

Gui.  Than  be  so  30 

Better  to  cease  to  be.     Pray,  sir,  to  the  army: 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known;  yourself 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  so  o'ergrown, 
Cannot  be  question'd. 

Arv.  By  this  sun  that  shines, 

I'll  thither:  what  thing  is  it  that  I  never 
Did  see  man  die!  scarce  ever  look'd  on  blood, 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venison! 
Never  bestrid  a  horse,  save  one  that  had 
A  rider  like  myself ,  who  ne'er  wore  rowel 
Xor  iron  on  his  heel !     I  am  ashamed  40 

To  look  upon  the  holy  sun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  blest  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Gui.  By  heavens,  I'll  go: 

If  you  will  bless  me,  sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
I'll  take  the  better  care,  but  if  you  will  not, 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me  bv 
The  hands  of  Romans! 
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Arv.  So  say  I :  amen. 

Bel.  No  reason  I,  since  of  your  lives  you  set 
So  slight  a  valuation,  should  reserve 

My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.     Have  with  you,  boys!      50 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die, 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  I'll  lie: 
Lead,  lead.  [Aside]    The  time  seems  long;    their  blood 

thinks  scorn, 
Till  it  fly  out  and  show  them  princes  born.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

Scene  I.     Britain.     The  Roman  camp. 
Enter  Posthumus,  with  a  bloody  handkerchief. 

Post.  Yea,  bloody  cloth,  I'll  keep  thee,  for  I  wish'd 
Thou  shouldst  be  colour'd  thus.     You  married  ones, 
If  each  of  you  should  take  this  course,  how  many 
Must  murder  wives  much  better  than  themselves 
For  wrying  but  a  little!     O  Pisanio! 
Every  good  servant  does  not  all  commands: 
No  bond  but  to  do  just  ones.     Gods!  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 
Had  lived  to  put  on  this:  so  had  you  saved 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent,  and  struck  10 

Me,  wretch  more  worth  your  vengeance.     But,  alack, 
You  snatch  some  hence  for  little  faults;  that's  love, 
To  have  them  fall  no  more:  you  some  permit 
f  To  second  ills  with  ills,  each  elder  worse. 
And  make  them  dread  it,  to  the  doers'  thrift. 
But  Imogen  is  your  own :  do  your  best  wills. 
And  make  me  blest  to  obey!     I  am  brought  hither 
Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 
Against  my  lady's  kingdom:  'tis  enough 
That,  Britain,  I  have  kill'd  thy  mistress;  peace!  20 

I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee.     Therefore,  good  heavens, 
Hear  patiently  my  purpose:  I'll  disrobe  me 
Of  these  Italian  weeds  and  suit  myself 
As  does  a  Briton  peasant:  so  I'll  fight 
Against  the  part  I  come  with:  so  I'll  die 
For  thee,  O  Imogen,  even  for  whom  my  life 
Is  every  breath  a  death ;  and  thus,  unknown, 
Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 
Myself  I'll  dedicate.     L<  t  me  make  men  know 
More  valour  in  me  than  my  habits  show,  80 

Gods,  put  the  strength  o'  the  Leonati  in  me! 
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To  shame  the  guise  o'  the  world,  I  will  begin 

The  fashion,  less  without  and  more  within.  [Exit. 

Scene  II.     Field  of  battle  betireen  the  British  and  Roman 
camps. 

Enter,  from  one  side,  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  the  Roman 
Army ;  from  the  other  side,  the  British  Army :  Leonatus 
P0OTHUXV8  fyUoviafff  like  a  poor  soldier.  They  tmarch 
over  and  go  out.  Then  enter  again,  in  skirmish,  Iachimo 
and  PosTHUXCa:  he  vanquisheth  and  disarmeth  Iachimo, 
and  then  leaces  him. 

Iach.  The  heaviness  and  guilt  within  my  bosom 
Takes  off  my  manhood :  I  have  belied  a  lad}', 
The  princess  of  this  country,  and  the  air  on't 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me;  or  could  this  carl, 
A  very  drudge  of  nature's,  have  subdued  me 
In  my  profession?    Knighthoods  and  honours,  borne 
As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  scorn. 
If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 
This  lout  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds 
Is  that  we  scarce  are  men  and  you  are  gods.  [Exit.     10 

The  brittle  continues;  the  Britons  fly;  Cymbeline  it  taken: 
the 'i  enter,  to  his  rescue,  Belarius,  Gliderius,  and 
Aryirages. 

Bd.  Stand,     stand!    We  have    the  advantage    of  the 
ground; 
The  lane  is  guarded :  nothing  routs  us  but 
The  villany  of  our  fears. 

Qui.  1 


Arc.  j" 


Stand,  stand,  and  fight! 


Re-enter  Posthemus,  and  seconds  the  Britons:  they  rescue 
Cymbeline,  and  exeunt.  Then  re-enter  Lucius,  and 
Iachlmo,  with  Imogen. 

Luc.  Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  save  thyself; 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  disorder's  such 
As  war  were  hoodwink'd. 

Iach.  Tis  their  fresh'  supplies. 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  strangely:  or  betimes 
Let's  reinforce,  or  fly.  [Exeunt 
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Scene  III.     Another  part  of  the  field. 
Enter  Posthumus  and  a  British  Lord. 

Lord.  Camest  thou  from  where  they  made  the  stand? 

Post.  I  did: 

Though  you,  it  seems,  come  from  the  fliers. 

Lord.  I  did. 

Post.  No  blame  be  to  you,  sir;  for  all  was  lost, 
But  that  the  heavens  fought,  the  king  himself 
Of  his  wings  destitute,  the  army  broken, 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  seen,  all  flying 
Through  a  strait  lane;  the  enemy  full-hearted, 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  slaughtering,  having  work 
More  plentiful  than  tools  to  do't,  struck  down 
Some  mortally,  some  slightly  touch'd,  some  falling  10 

Merely  through  fear;  that  the  strait  pass  was  damm'd 
With  dead  men  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living 
To  die  with  lengthen'd  shame. 

Lord.  Where  was  this  lane? 

Post.  Close  by  the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with  turf; 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  soldier, 
An  honest  one,  I  warrant;  who  deserved 
So  long  a  breeding  as  his  white  beard  came  to, 
In  doing  this  for's  country:  athwart  the  lane, 
He,  with  two  striplings — lads  more  like  to  run 
The  country  base  than  to  commit  such  slaughter;  20 

With  faces  fit  for  masks,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  those  for  preservation  cased,  or  shame, — 
Made  good  the  passage;  cried  to  those  that  fled, 
"  Our  Britain's  harts  die  flying,  not  our  men: 
To  darkness  fleet  souls  that  fly  backwards.     Stand; 
Or  we  are  Romans  and  will  give  you  that 
Like  beasts  which  you  shun  beastly,  and  may  save, 
But  to  look  back  in  frown:  stand,  stand."     These  three, 
Three  thousand  confident,  in  act  as  many — 
For  three  performers  are  the  file  when  all  30 

The  rest  do  nothing — with  this  word  "  Stand,  stand," 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming 
With  their  own  nobleness,  which  could  have  turn'd 
A  distaff  to  a  lance,  gilded  pale  looks, 
Part  shame,  part  spirit  renew'd;  that  some,  turn'd  coward 
But  by  example — O,  a  sin  in  war, 
Damn'd  in  the  first  beginners! — gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  lions 
Upon  the  pikes  o'  the  hunters.     Then  began 
A  stop  i'  the  chaser,  a  retire,  anon  40 
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A  rout,  confusion  thick;  forthwith  they  fly 

Chickens,  the  way  which  they  stoop'd  eagles;  slaves, 

The  strides  they  victors  made:  and  now  our  cowards, 

Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages,  became 

The  life  o'  the  need:  having  found  the  back-door  open 

Of  the  unguarded  hearts,  heavens,  how  they  wound! 

Some  slain  before;  some  dying;  some  their  friends 

O'er  borne  i'  the  former  wave:  ten,  chased  by  one, 

Are  now  each  one  the  slaughter-man  of  twenty : 

Those  that  would  die  or  ere  resist  are  grown  50 

The  mortal  bugs  o'  the  field. 

Lord.  This  was  strange  chance : 

A  narrow  lane,  an  old  man,  and  two  boys. 

Post.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it :  you  are  made 
Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear 
Than  to  work  any.     Will  you  rhyme  upon't, 
And  vent  it  for  a  mockery?     Here  is  one: 
••  Two  boys,  an  old  man  twice  a  boy,  a  lane, 
Preserved  the  Britons,  was  the  Romans'  bane." 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  sir. 

7W.  'Lack,  to  what  end? 

Who  dares  not  stand  his  foe,  I'll  be  his  friend ;  60 

For  if  he'll  do  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  know  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendship  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhyme. 

Lord.  Farewell;  you're  angrv. 

Post.  Still  going?    [Exit  Lord.]    This  is  a  lord!    O  noble 
misery, 
To  be  i'  the  field,  and  ask  "  what  news?",  of  me! 
To-day  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To  have  saved  their  carcases!  took  heel  to  do't, 
And  yet  died  too!    I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 
Could  not  find  death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan, 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  struck:  being  an  ugly  monster,    70 
'Tis  strange  he  hides  him  in  fresh  cups,  soft  beds, 
Sweet  words;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
That  draw  his  knives  i'  the  war.     Well,  I  will  find  him: 
For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Briton, 
No  more  a  Briton,  I  have  resumed  again 
The  part  I  came  in:  fight  I  will  no  more. 
But  yield  me  to  the  veriest  hind  that  shall 
Once  touch  my  shoulder.     Great  the  slaughter  is 
Here  made  by  the  Roman;  great  the  answer  be 
Britons  must  take.     For  me,  my  ransom's  death;  80 

On  either  side  I  come  to  spend  my  breath; 
Which  neither  here  I'll  keep  nor  bear  again, 
But  end  it  by  some  means  for  Imogen. 
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Enter  two  British  Captains  and  Soldiers. 

First  Cap.  Great  Jupiter  be  praised!     Lucius  is  taken. 
'Tis  thought  the  old  man  and  his  sons  were  angels. 

Sec.  Cap.  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  silly  habit, 
That  gave  the  affront  with  them. 

First  Cap.  So  'tis  reported: 

But  none  of  'em  can  be  found.     Stand!  who's  there? 

Post.  A  Roman, 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  seconds 
Had  answer'd  him.  90 

Sec.  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him;  a  dog! 

A  leg  of  Rome  shall  not  return  to  tell 
What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here.     He  brags  his  service 
As  if  he  were  of  note:  bring  him  to  the  king. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus, 
Pisanio,  Soldiers,  Attendants,  and  Roman  Captives. 
The  Captains  present  Posthumus  to  Cymbeline,  who 
delivers  him  over  to  a  Gaoler:  then  exeunt  omnes. 


Scene  IV.     A  British  prison. 
Enter  P©sthtjmtjs  and  two  Gaolers. 

First  Gaol.  You  shall  not  now  be  stol'n,  you  have  locks 
upon  you; 
So  graze  as  you  find  pasture. 

Sec.  Gaol.  Ay,  or  a  stomach. 

[Exeunt  GaitU  rs. 

Post.  Most  welcome,  bondage !  for  thou  art  a  way, 
I  think,  to  liberty:  yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that's  sick  o'  the  gout;  since  he  had  rather 
Groan  so  in  perpetuity  than  be  cured 
By  the  sure  physician,  death,  who  is  the  key 
To  unbar  these  locks.     My  conscience,  thou  art  fetter'd 
More  than  my  shanks  and  wrists:  you  good  gods,  give  me 
The  penitent  instrument  to  pick  that  bolt,  10 

Then,  free  for  ever!     Is't  enough  I  am  sorry? 
So  children  temporal  fathers  do  appease; 
Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.     Must  I  repent? 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves, 
Desired  more  than  constrain'd:  to  satisfy, 
If  of  my  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  stricter  render  of  me  than  my  all. 
I  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men, 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  sixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again  20 
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On  their  abatement:  that's  not  my  desire: 

For  Imogen's  dear  life  take  mine:  and  though 

Tis  not  so  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life;  you  coiu'd  it: 

'Tween  man  and  man  they  weigh  not  every  stamp; 

Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  tigur  ;'s  sake: 

You  rather  mine,  being  yours:  and  so,  great  powers, 

If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life, 

And  cancel  these  cold  bonds.     O  Imogen! 

I'll  speak  to  thee  in  silence.  [Sleeps. 

Solemn  music.  Enter,  as  in  an  apparition,  Sictlius  Leon- 
atus,  father  to  Posthumus,  an  old  man,  attired  like  a  war- 
rior; leading  in  his  hand  an  ancient  matron,  his  wife,  arul 
mother  to  Posthumus,  with  musk  before  them:  then,  after 
other  music,  follow  the  two  young  Leoxati,  brothers  to 
Posth  urn  us,  with  wounds  us  they  died  in  the  tears.  They 
circle  Posthumus  round,  as  he  lies  sleeping. 

Sici.  No  more,  thou  thunder-master,  show  30 

Thy  spite  on  mortal  flies: 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide, 

That  thy  adulteries 
Rates  and  revenges. 
Hath  my  poor  boy  done  aught  but  well, 

Whose  face  I  never  saw? 
I  died  whilst  in  the  womb  he  stay'd 

Attending  nature's  law : 
Whose  father  then,  as  men  report 

Thou  orphans'  father  art,  40 

Thou  shouldst  have  been,  and  shielded  him 

From  this  earth- vexing  smart. 

Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 

But  took  me  in  my  throes; 
That  from  me  was  Posthumus  ript, 
Came  crying  'mongst  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity! 

Sici.  Great  nature,  like  his  ancestry, 

Moulded  the  stuff  so  fair, 
That  he  deserved  the  praise  o'  the  world,         50 
As  great  Sicilius'  heir. 

First  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man, 

In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  could  stand  up  his  parallel; 

Or  fruitful  object  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen,  that  best 

Could  deem  his  dignity? 
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Moth.  With  marriage  wherefore  was  he  mock'd, 

To  be  exiled,  and  thrown 
From  Leonati  seat,  and  cast  60 

From  her  his  dearest  one, 
Sweet  Imogen? 

Sici.  Why  did  you  suffer  lachimo, 

Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain 

With  needless  jealousy; 
And  to  become  the  geek  and  scorn 

O'  th'  other's  villauy? 

Sec.  Bro.     For  this  from  stiller  seats  we  came, 

Our  parents  and  us  twain,  /0 

That  striking  in  our  country's  cause 

Fell  bravely  and  were  slain, 
Our  fealty  and  Tenantius'  right 
With  honour  to  maintain. 

First  Bro   Like  hardiment  Posthumus  hath 

To  Cymbeline  perform'd: 
Then,  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  gods, 

Why  hast  thou  thus  adjourn'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due, 

Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd?  80 

Sici.  Thy  crystal  window  ope;  look  out; 

No  longer  exercise 
Upon  a  valiant  race  thy  harsh 
And  potent  injuries. 

Moth.  Since,  Jupiter,  our  son  is  good, 

Take  off  his  miseries. 

Sici.  Peep  through  thy  marble  mansion;  help; 

Or  we  poor  ghosts  will  cry 
To  the  shining  synod  of  the  rest 
Against  thy  deity,  90 

Both  Bro.  Help,  Jupiter;  or  we  appeal, 
And  from  thy  justice  fly. 

Jupiter  descends  in  thunder  and  lightning,  sitting  upon  fin 
eagle:  he  throws  a  thunderbolt.  The  Ghosts  ftdl  on  their 
knees. 

Jup.  No  more,  you  petty  spirits  of  region  low, 
Offend  our  hearing;  hush!     How  dare  you  ghosts 

Accuse  the  thunderer,  whose  bolt,  you  know, 
Sky-planted  batters  all  rebelling  coasts? 
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Poor  shadows  of  Elysium,  hence,  and  rest 

Upon  your  ne^er-withering  banks  of  flowers: 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  opprest; 

No  care  of  yours  it  is;  you  know  'tis  ours.  100 

Whom  best  I  love  I  cross;  to  make  my  gift, 
The  more  delay 'd,  delighted.     Be  content; 
Your  low-laid  son  our  godhead  will  uplift: 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  trials  well  are  spent. 
Our  Jovial  star  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married.     Rise,  and  fade. 
He  shall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  affliction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breast,  wherein 

Our  pleasure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine:  110 

And  so,  away:  no  further  with  your  din 
Express  impatience,  lest  you  stir  up  mine. 
Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  crystalline.  [Ascends. 

Sicl.  He  came  in  thunder;  his  celestial  breath 
Was  sulphurous  to  smell:  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us:  his  ascension  is 
More  sweet  than  our  blest  fields:  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing  and  cloys  his  beak, 
As  when  his  god  is  pleased. 
All.  Thanks,  Jupiter! 

Sici.  The  marble  pavement  closes,  he  is  enter'd  120 

His  radiant  roof.     Away!  and,  to  be  blest, 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  behest. 

[ The  Glhosts  vanish. 
P»st.  [Waking']  Sleep,  thou  hast  been  a  grandsire,  and 
begot 
A  father  to  me;  and  thou  hast  created 
A  mother  and  two  brothers:  but,  O  scorn! 
Gone!  they  went  hence  so  soon  as  they  were  born: 
And  so  I  am  awake.     Poor  wretches  that  depend 
On  greatness'  favour  dream  as  I  have  done, 
Wake  and  find  nothing.     But,  alas,  I  swerve: 
Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deserve,  130 

And  yet  are  steep'd  in  favours;  so  am  I, 
That  have  this  golden  chance  and  know  not  why. 
What  fairies  haunt  this  ground?    A  book?    O  rare  one! 
Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 
Nobler  than  that  it  covers :  let  thy  effects 
So  follow,  to  be  most  unlike  our  courtiers, 
As  good  as  promise. 

[Heads]  "When  as  a  lion's  whelp  shall,  to  himself  un- 
known, without  seeking  find,  and  l>e  embraced  by  a  piece 
of  tender  air;  and  when  from  a  stately  cedar  shall  be  lopped 

SHAK.    III.— 22 
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branches,  which,  being  dead  many  years,  shall  after  revive, 
be  jointed  to  the  old  stock  and  freshly  grow ;  then  shall 
Posthumus  end  his  miseries,  Britain  be  fortunate  and  flou- 
rish in  peace  and  plenty." 
Tis  still  a  dream,  or  else  such  stuff  as  madmen 
Tongue  and  brain  not;  either  both  or  nothing; 
Or  senseless  speaking  or  a  speaking  such 
As  sense  cannot  untie.     Be  what  it  is, 
The  action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which  150 

I'll  keep,  if  but  for  sympathy. 

Re-enter  Gaolers. 

First  Gaol.  Come,  sir,  are  you  ready  for  death? 

Post.  Over-roasted  rather;  ready  long  ago. 

First  Gaol.  Hanging  is  the  word,  sir:  if  you  be  ready  for 
that,  you  are  well  cooked. 

Post.  So,  if  I  prove  a  good  repast  to  the  spectators,  the 
dish  pays  the  shot. 

First  Gaol.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  sir.  But  the 
comfort  is,  you  shall  be  called  to  no  more  payments,  fear 
no  more  tavern-bills;  which  are  often  the  sadness  of  parting, 
as  the  procuring  of  mirth:  you  come  in  faint  for  want  of 
meat,  depart  reeling  with  too  much  drink;  sorry  that  you 
have  paid  too  much,  and  sorry  that  you  are  paid  too  much ; 
purse  and  brain  both  empty;  the  brain  the  heavier  for  being 
too  light,  the  purse  too  light,  being  drawn  of  heaviuess:  of 
this  contradiction  you  shall  now  be  quit.  O,  the  charity 
of  a  penny  cord!  it  sums  up  thousands  in  a  trice:  you  have 
no  true  debitor  and  creditor  but  it;  of  what's  past,  is,  and 
to  come,  the  discharge:  your  neck,  sir,  is  pen,  book  and 
counters;  so  the  acquittance  follows. 

Post.  I  am  merrier  to  die  than  thou  art  to  live. 

First  Gaol.  Indeed,  sir,  he  that  sleeps  feels  not  the  tooth- 
ache: but  a  man  that  were  to  sleep  your  sleep,  and  a  hang- 
man to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think  he  would  change  places 
with  his  officer;  for,  look  you,  sir,  you  know  not  which 
way  you  shall  go. 

Post.  Yes,  indeed  do  I,  fellow. 

First  Gaol.  Your  death  has  eyes  in's  head  then ;  I  have 
not  seen  him  so  pictured:  you  must  either  be  directed  by 
some  that  take  upon  them  to  know,  or  do  take  upon  your- 
self that  which  I  am  sure  you  do  not  know,  or  jump  the 
after  inquiry  on  your  own  peril:  and  how  jou  shall  speed 
in  your  journey's  end,  I  think  you'll  never  return  to 
tell  one.  191 

Post.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes  to  direct 
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them  the  way  I  am  goisg,  but  such  as  wink  and  will  not 
use  them. 

First  Gaol.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man 
should  have  the  best  use  of  eyes  to  see  the  way  of  blind- 
ness!   I  am  sure  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Km  Knock  off  his  manacles;  bring  your  prisoner  to 
the  king.  200 

P»st.  Thou  bring'st  good  new?;  I  am  called  to  be  made 
free. 

First  Gaol.  I'll  be  hang'd  then 

Post.  Thou  shalt  be  then  freer  than  a  gaoler;  no  bolts 
for  the  dead.  [Exeunt  all  but  the  First  Gaoler. 

First  Gaol.  Unless  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows  and 
beget  young  gibbets,  I  never  saw  one  so  prone.  Yet,  on 
my  conscience,  there  are  verier  knaves  desire  to  live,  for 
all  he  be  a  Roman:  and  there  be  some  of  them  too  that  die 
against  their  wills,  so  should  I,  if  I  were  one.  I  would 
we  were  all  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good;  O,  there 
were  desolation  of  gaolers  and  gallowses!  I  speak  against 
my  present  profit,  but  my  wish  hath  a  preferment  in't. 

[Exit* 

Scene  V.     Cymbeline's  tent. 

Enter  Cymbeleve.  Belarivs,  GriDERirs,  Arvtragus, 
Pisaxio,  Lords,  Officers,  and  Attendants. 

Cym.  Staud  by  my  side,  you  whom  the  gods  have  made 
Preservers  of  my  throne.     Woe  is  my  heart 
That  the  poor  soldier  that  so  richly  fought, 
Whose  rags  shamed  gilded  arms,  whose  naked  breast 
Stepp'd  before  targes  of  proof,  cannot  be  found; 
He  shall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  so. 

Bel.  I  never  saw 

Such  noble  fury  in  so  poor  a  thing; 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promised  nought 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks. 

Cym.  No  tidings  of  him?  10 

Pis.  He  hath  been  search'd  among  the  dead  and  living, 
But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym.  To  my  grief,  I  am 

The  heir  of  his  reward ;  [To  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arvi- 

ragtu]  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart  and  brain  of  Britain, 
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By  whom  I  grant  she  lives.     Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  you  are.     Report  it. 

Bel.  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  gentlemen: 
Further  to  boast  were  neither  true  nor  modest, 
Unless  I  add,  we  are  honest. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees. 

Arise  my  knights  o'  the  battle:  I  create  you  20 

Companions  to  our  person  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  estates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies. 

There's  business  in  these  faces.  Why  so  sadly 
Greet  you  our  victory?  you  look  like  Romans, 
And  not  o'  the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor.         .  Hail,  great  king! 

To  sour  your  happiness,  I  must  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

Cym.  Who  worse  than  a  physician 

Would  this  report  become?    But  I  consider, 
By  medicine  life  may  be  prolong'd,  yet  death 
Will  seize  the  doctor  too.     How  ended  she?  30 

Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  life, 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Most  cruel  to  herself.     What  she  confess'd 
I  will  report,  so  please  you:  these  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err;  who  with  wet  cheeks 
Were  present  when  she  finish'd. 

Cym.  Prithee,  say. 

Cor.  First,  she  confess'd  she  never  loved  you,  only 
Affected  greatness  got  by  you,  not  you: 
Married  your  royalty,  was  wife  to  your  place; 
Abhorr'd  your  person. 

Cym.  She  alone  knew  this;  40 

And,  but  she  spoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.     Proceed. 

Cor.  Your  daughter,  whom  she  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  such  integrity,  she  did  confess 
Was  as  a  scorpion  to  her  sight ;  whose  life, 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  she  had 
Ta'en  off  by  poison. 

Cym.  O  most  delicate  fiend! 

Who  is't  can  read  a  woman?    Is  there  more? 

Cor.  More,  sir,  and  worse.     She  did  confess  she  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral;  which,  being  took,  50 

Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life  and  lingering 
By  inches  waste  you;  in  which  time  she  purposed. 
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By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kissing,  to 

O'ercome  you  with  her  show,  and  in  time, 

When  she  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,  to  work 

Her  son  into  the  adoption  of  the  crown . 

But,  failing  of  her  end  by  his  strange  absence, 

Grew  shameless-desperate;  open*d.  in  despite 

Of  heaven  and  men,  her  purposes;  repented 

The  evils  she  hatch'd  were  not  effected ;  so  60 

Despairing  died. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  women? 

First  Lady.  "We  did,  so  please  your  highness. 

Cym.  Mine  eyes 

Were  not  in  fault,  for  she  was  beautiful; 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery;  nor  my  heart, 
That  thought  her  like  her  seeming;  it  had  been  vicious 
To  have  mistrusted  her:  yet,  O  my  daughter! 
That  it  was  folly  in  me.  thou  mayst  say, 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.     Heaven  mend  all! 

Enter  Lucres,  Iachevio,  the  Soothsayer,  and  other  Roman 
Prisoners,  guarded;  Posthumus  belt  in  d,  and  Imogen. 

Thou  comest  not,  Caius,  now  for  tribute;  that 

The  Britons  have  razed  out,  though  with  the  loss  70 

Of  many  a  bold  one;  whose  kinsmen  have  made  suit 

That  their  good  souls  may  be  appeased  with  slaughter 

Of  you  their  captives,  which  ourself  have  granted: 

So  think  of  your  estate. 

Luc.  Consider,  sir,  the  chance  of  war    the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident;  had  it  gone  with  us, 
We  should  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have  threaten'd 
Our  prisoners  with  the  sword.     But  since  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  call'd  ransom,  let  it  come,  sufficeth  80 

A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  suffer: 
Augustus  lives  to  think  on't:  and  so  much 
For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 
I  will  entreat;  my  boy,  a  Briton  bom, 
Let  him  be  ransom'd :  never  master  had 
A  page  so  kind,  so  duteous,  diligent, 
So  tender  over  his  occasions,  true, 
So  feat,  so  nurse-like:  let  his  virtue  join 
With  my  request,  which  I'll  make  bold  your  highness 
Cannot  deny;  he  hath  done  no  Briton  harm,  90 

Though  he  have  served  a  Roman :  save  him,  sir, 
And  spare  no  blood  beside. 

r//">.  I  have  surely  seen  him: 

■His  favour  is  familiar  to  me.     Boy, 
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Thou  hast  look'd  thyself  into  my  grace, 

fAnd  art  mine  own.     I  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore, 

To  say  "  live,  hoy."  ne'er  thank  thy  master;  live: 

And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt, 

Fitting  my  bounty  and  thy  state,  I'll  give  it; 

Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prisoner, 

The  noblest  ta'en. 

Imo.  I  humbly  thank  your  highness.  100 

Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad; 
And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Imo.  No,  no:  alack, 

There's  other  work  in  hand:  I  see  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  death:  your  life,  good  master, 
Must  shuffle  for  itself. 

Luc.  The  boy  disdains  me, 

He  leayes  me,  scorns  me:  briefly  die  their  joys 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys. 
Why  stands  he  so  perplex'd? 

Cym.  What  wouldst  thou,  boy? 

I  love  thee  more  and  more :  think  more  and  more 
What's   best   to    ask.      Know'st   him    thou  look'st  on? 
speak,  110 

Wilt  have  him  live?    Is  he  thy  kin?  thy  friend? 

Imo.  He  is  a  Roman ;  no  more  kin  to  me 
Than  I  to  your  highness;  who,  being  born  your  vassal, 
Am  something  nearer. 

Cym.  Wherefore  eyest  him  so? 

Imo.  I'll  tell  you,  sir,  in  private,  if  you  please 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart, 

And  lend  my  best  attention.     What's  thy  name? 

Imo.  Fidele,  sir. 

Cym.  Thou'rt  my  good  youth,  my  page; 

I'll  t)e  thy  master:  walk  with  me;  speak  freely. 

[  Cymbeline  and  Imogen  converse  apart 

Bel.  Is  not  this  boy  revived  from  death? 

Arv.  One  sand  another  120 

Not  more  resembles  that  sweet  rosy  lad 
Who  died,  and  was  Fidele.     What  think  you? 

Qui.  The  same  dead  thing  alive. 

Bel.  Peace,  peace!  see  further;  he  eyes  us  not ;  forbear; 
Creatures  may  be  alike:  were't  he,  I  am  sure 
He  would  have  spoke  to  us. 

Qui.  But  we  saw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  silent ;  let's  see  further. 

Pis,  [Aside]  It  is  my  mistress: 
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Since  she  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on 

To  good  or  bad.  [CymMine  and  Imogen  come  forward. 

Ci/iii.  Come,  stand  thou  by  our  side; 

Make  thy  demand  aloud.    [To  Iachimo]  Sir,  step  you  forth ; 
Give  answer  to  this  boy.  and  do  it  freely;  131 

Or,  by  our  greatness  and  the  grace  of  it, 
Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  shall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falsehood.     On,  speak  to  him. 

Imo.  My  boon  is.  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Post.  [A*ide]  What's  that  to  him? 

Cym.  That  diamond  upon  your  linger,  say 
How  came  it  yours? 

Tack.  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unspoken  that 
Which,  to  be  spoke,  would  torture  thee. 

Cym.  How?  me?        140 

lack.  I  am  glad  to  be  constrain'd  to  utter  that 
Which  torments  me  to  conceal.     By  villany 
I  got  this  ring,  'twas  Leonatus'  jewel; 
Whom  thou  didst  banish;  and — which  more  may  grieve 

thee, 
As  it  doth  me — a  nobler  sir  ne'er  lived 
'Twixt  sky  and  ground.     Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my  lord? 

Cym.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

lack.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter, — ■ 

For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  false  spirits 
Quail  to  remember —     Give  me  leave;  I  faint. 

Cym.  My  daughter,  what  of  her?    Renew  thv  strength: 
I  had  rather  thou  shouldst  live  while  nature  will  151 

Than  die  ere  I  hear  more:  strive,  man,  and  speak. 

lack.  Upon  a  time, — unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  struck  the  hour! — it  was  in  Rome, — accursed 
The  mansion  where! — 'twas  at  a  feast, — O,  would 
Our  viands  had  been  poison'd,  or  at  least 
Those  which  I  heaved  to  head! — the  good  Posthumus — 
What  should  I  say?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were;  and  was  the  best  of  all 
Amongst  the  rarest  of  good  ones, — sitting  sadly,  160 

Hearing  us  praise  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty  that  made  barren  the  swell'd  boast 
Of  him  that  best  could  speak,  for  feature,  laming 
The  shrine  of  Venus,  or  straight-pight  Minerva, 
Postures  beyond  brief  nature,  for  condition, 
A  shop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
Loves  woman  for,  besides  that  hook  of  wiving, 
Fairness  which  strikes  the  eye— 
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Cym.  I  stand  on  fire : 

Come  to  the  matter. 

lack.  All  too  soon  I  shall, 

Unless  thou  wouldst  grieve  quickly.    This  Posthumus,  170 
Most  like  a  noble  lord  in  love  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover,  took  his  hint; 
And,  not  dispraising  whom  he  praised, — therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue — he  began 
His  mistress'  picture;  which  by  his  tongue  being  made, 
And  then  a  mind  put  in't,  either  our  brags 
Were  crack'd  of  kitchen-trulls,  or  his  description 
Proved  us  unspeaking  sots. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purpose. 

Iacli.  Your  daughter's  chastity — there  it  begins. 
He  spake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams,  180 

And  she  alone  were  cold :  whereat  I,  wretch, 
Made  scruple  of  his  praise;  aud  wager'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold  'gainst  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  lionour'd  finger,  to  attain 
In  suit  the  place  of's  bed  and  win  this  ring 
By  hers  and  mine  adultery.     He,  true  knight, 
No  lesser  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  stakes  this  ring; 
And  would  so,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phoebus'  wheel,  and  might  so  safely,  had  it  190 

Been  all  the  worth  of's  car.     Away  to  Britain 
Post  I  in  this  design:  well  may  you,  sir. 
Remember  me  at  court;  where  I  was  taught 
Of  your  chaste  daughter  the  wide  difference 
'Twixt  amorous  and  villanous.     Being  thus  quench 'd 
Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 
'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Most  vilely;  for  my  vantage,  excellent: 
And,  to  be  brief,  my  practice  so  prevail'd, 
That  I  return'd  with  similar  proof  enough  200 

To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad, 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
With  tokens  thus,  and  thus;  averring  notes 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  her  bracelet — , 

0  cunning,  how  I  got  it! — nay,  some  marks 
Of  secret  on  her  person,  that  he  could  not 
But  think  her  bond  of  chastity  quite  crack'd, 

1  having  ta'en  the  forfeit.     W  hereupon — 
Methinks,  I  see  him  now — 

Post.  [Advancing]  Ay,  so  thou  dost, 

Italian  fiend!     Ay  me.  most  credulous  fool,  210 

Egregious  murderer,  thief,  anything 
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That's  due  to  ail  the  villains  past,  in  being, 

To  come!     O,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poison, 

Some  upright  justicer!     Thou,  king,  send  out 

For  torturers  ingenious:  it  is  I 

That  all  the  abhorred  things  o*  the  earth  amend 

By  being  worse  than  they.     I  am  Posthumus, 

Tliat  kill*d  thy  daughter: — villain-like,  I  lie — 

That  caused  a  lesser  villain  than  myself, 

A  -acrilegious  thief,  to  do't:  the  temple  220 

Of  virtue  was  she ;  yea,  and  she  herself. 

Spit,  and  throw  stones,  cast  mire  upon  me,  set 

The  dogs  o'  the  street  to  bay  me:  every  villain 

Be  call'd  Posthumus  Leonatus;  and 

Be  villany  less  than  'twas!     O  Imogen! 

My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife!     O  Imogen, 

Imogen,  Imogen! 

Imo.  Peace,  my  lord ;  hear,  hear — 

Post.  ShaN's  have  a  play  of  this?    Thou  scornful  page. 
There  lie  thy  part.  [Striking  her:  she  fails. 

Pis.  O,  gentlemen,  help! 

Mine  and  your  mistress!     O,  my  lord  Posthumus!  230 

You  ne'er  kill'd  Imogen  till  now.     Help,  help! 
Mine  honour'd  lady! 

Cym.  Does  the  world  go  round? 

Post.  How  come  these  staggers  on  me? 

Pis.  Wake,  my  mistress! 

Cym.  If  this  be  so,  the  gods  do  mean  to  strike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Pi*.  "   How  fares  my  mistress? 

Imo.  O,  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
Thou  gavest  me  poison:  dangerous  fellow,  hence! 
Breathe  not  where  princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen! 

Pis.  Lady, 
The  gods  throw  stones  of  sulphur  on  me,  if  240 

That  box  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing-  I  had  it  from  the  queen. 

Cym.  New  matter  still? 

Imo.  It  poison"d  me. 

Cor.  O  gods! 

I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confess'd, 
Which  must  approve  thee  honest:  "  If  Pisanio 
Have"  said  she  "  given  his  mistress  that  confection 
Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  she  is  served 
As  I  would  serve  a  rat." 

Cym.  What's  this,  Cornelius? 

''"':  Thetjueen,  sir,  very  oft  importuned  me 


682  CYMBELINE.  [act  v. 

To  temper  poisons  for  her,  still  pretending  250 

The  satisfaction  of  her  knowledge  only 

In  killing  creatures  vile,  a<  cats  and  dogs, 

Of  no  esteem:  I,  dreading  that  her  purpose 

Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 

A  certain  stuff,  which,  being  ta'en,  would  cease 

The  present  power  of  life,  but  in  short  time 

All  offices  of  nature  should  again 

Do  their  due  functions.     Have  you  ta'en  of  it? 

Imo.  Most  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  boys, 

There  was  our  error. 

Qui.  This  is,  sure,  Fidele.  260 

Imo.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady  from  you? 
Think  that  you  are  upon  a  rock;  and  now 
Throw  me  again.  [Embracing  him. 

Post.  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  soul, 

Till  the  tree  die! 

Cym.  How  now,  my  flesh,  my  child! 

What,  makest  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act? 
Wilt  thou  not  speak  to  me? 

Imo.  [Kneeling]  Your  blessing,  sir. 

Bel.  [To  Guiderius  and  Arciragus]  Though  you 

did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  ye  not; 
You  had  a  motive  for't. 

Cym.  My  tears  that  fall 

Prove  holy  water  on  thee!    Imogen, 
Thy  mother's  dead. 

Imo.  I  am  sorry  for't,  my  lord.  270 

Cym.  O,  she  was  naught;  and  long  of  her  it  was 
That  we  meet  here  so  strangely :  but  her  son 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how  nor  where. 

Pis.  My  lord, 

Now  fear  is  from  me,  I'll  speak  troth.     Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  lady's  missing,  came  to  me 
With  his  sword  drawn  j  foam'd  at  the  mouth,  and  swore, 
If  I  discover'd  not  which  way  she  was  gone, 
It  was  my  instant  death.     By  accident, 
I  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  master's 

Then  in  my  pocket;  which  directed  him  280 

To  seek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford; 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  master's  garments, 
Which  he  enforced  from  me,  away  he  posts 
With  unchaste  purpose  and  with  oatli  to  violate 
My  lady's  honour:  what  became  of  him 
I  further  know  not, 
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Qui.  Let  me  end  the  story: 

1  slew  him  there. 

('//,„.  Marry,  the  gods  forfend ! 

I  would  not  thy  good  "deeds  should  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  sentence:  prithee,  valiant  youth, 
Denv't  again. 

Qui.  I  have  spoke  it,  and  I  did  it.  290 

Gym.   He  was  a  prince. 

Qui.  A  most  incivil  one :  the  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  prince-like;  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  spurn  the  sea, 

II  it  could  so  roar  to  me-  I  cut  off' s  head; 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  standing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cyni.  I  am  sorry  for  thee: 

By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemu'd,  and  must 
Endure  our  law:  thou'rt  dead. 

Imo.  That  headless  man 

I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Gym.  Bind  the  offender,  300 

And  take  him  from  our  presence. 

Stay,  sir  king: 
This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  slew, 
Afl  well  desceuded  as  thyself;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited  thau  a  baud  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  scar  for.     [To  the  Guard]  Let  his  arms  alone; 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Cym.  Why,  old  soldier, 

Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for, 
By  tasting  of  our  wrath?     How  of  descent 
As  good  as  we! 

In  that  he  spake  too  far. 

Cym.  And  thou  shalt  die  for't. 

Bel.  We  will  die  all  three:    310 

But  I  will  prove  that  two  on's  are  as  good 
Ajb  1  have  given  out  him.     My  sons,  I  must, 
For  my  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  speech, 
Thoug'h,  haply,  well  for  you. 

Art.  Your  danger's  ours. 

Gui.  And  our  good  his. 

Bel.  Have  at  it  then,  by  leave. 

Thou  hadst.  great  king,  a  subject  who 
Was  call'd  Belarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him?  he  is 

A  banish'd  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is  that  hath 
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Assumed  this  age:  indeed  a  banish'd  man; 
1  know  not  how  a  traitor. 

Cyr/i.  Take  him  hence:  3~0 

The  whole  world  shall  not  save  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot : 

First  pay  me  for  the  nursing  of  thy  sons; 
And  let  it  be  confiscate  all,  so  soon 
As  I  have  received  it. 

Gym.  Nursing  of  my  sons! 

Bel.  I  am  too  blunt  and  saucy:  here's  my  knee: 
Ere  I  arise,  I  will  prefer  my  sons; 
Then  spare  not  the  old  father.     Mighty  sir, 
These  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  father 
And  think  they  are  my  sous,  are  none  of  mine; 
They  are  the  issue  of  your  loins,  my  liege,  330 

And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Gym.  How !  my  issue ! 

Bel.  So  sure  as  you  your  father's.     I,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  sometime  banish'd: 
Your  pleasure  was  my  mere  offence,  my  punishment 
Itself,  and  all  my  treason;  that  I  suffer'd 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.     These  gentle  princes — 
For  such  and  so  they  are — these  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up :  those  arts  they  have  as  I 
Could  put  into  them;  my  breeding  was,  sir,  as 
Your  highness  knows.     Their  nurse,  Euriphile,  340 

Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  stole  these  children 
Upon  my  banishment:  I  moved  her  to't, 
Having  received  the  punishment  before, 
For  that  which  I  did  then:  beaten  for  loyalty 
Excited  me  to  treason:  their  dear  loss, 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  shaped 
Unto  my  end  of  stealing  them.     But,  gracious  sir, 
Here  are  your  sons  again ;  and  I  must  lose 
Two  of  the  sweet'st  companions  in  the  world. 
The  benediction  of  these  covering  heavens  350 

Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew!  for  they  are  worthy 
To  inlay  heaven  with  stars. 

Cym.  Thou  weep'st,  and  speak'st. 

The  service  that  you  three  have  done  is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thou  tell'st.     I  lost  my  children: 
If  these  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wish 
A  pair  of  worthier  sons. 

Bel.  Be  pleased  awhile. 

This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Polydore, 
Most  worthy  prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Guiderius: 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwal,  Arviragus, 
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Your  younger  princely  son;  he,  sir,  was  lapp'd  360 

In  a  most  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  the  hand 
Of  his  queen  mother,  which  for  more  probation 
I  can  with  ease  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 

Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  sanguine  star; 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he; 

Who  hath  upon  him  still  that  natural  stamp: 
It  was  wise  nature's  end  in  the  donation, 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

C1///1.  O,  what,  am  I 

A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three?  Ne'er  mother 
Rejoiced  deliverance  more.     Blest  pray  you  be,  370 

That,  after  this  strange  starting  from  your  orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now !     O  Imogen, 
Thou  hast  lost  by  this  a  kingdom. 

lino.  No,  my  '.ord ; 

I  have  got  two  worlds  by't.     O  my  gentle  brothers, 
Have  we  thus  met"?    O,  never  say  hereafter 
But  I  am  truest  speaker:  you  call'd  me  brother, 
When  I  was  but  your  sister;  I  you  brothers, 
When  ye  were  so  indeed. 

Cym.  Did  you  e'er  meet? 

Arc.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Qui.  And  at  first  meeting  loved ; 

Continued  so.  until  we  thought  he  died.  380 

Cor.  By  the  queen's  dram  she  swallow'd. 

Cym.  O  rare  instinct ! 

When  shall  I  hear  all  through?     This  fierce  abridgement 
Hath  to  it  circumstantial  branches,  which 
Distinction  should  be  rich  in.     Where?  how  lived  you? 
And  when  came  you  to  serve  our  Roman  captive? 
How  parted  with  your  brothers?  how  first  met  them? 
Why  tied  you  from  the  court?  and  whither?    These, 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battle,  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more,  should  be  demanded; 
And  all  the  other  by-dependencies,  390 

From  chance  to  chance :  but  nor  the  time  nor  place 
Will  serve  our  long  inter'gatories.     See, 
Posthumus  anchors  upon  Imogeu, 
And  she,  like  harmless  lightning,  throws  her  eye 
On  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  master,  hitting 
Each  object  with  a  joy.  the  counterchange 
Is  severally  in  all.     Let's  quit  this  ground, 
And  smoke  the  temple  with  our  sacrifices. 
[To  Beta lius]  Thou  art  my  brother;  so  we'll  hold  thee  ever. 
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Lno.  You  are  my  father  too,  and  did  relieve  me,         400 
To  see  this  gracious  season. 

Cym.  All  o'erjoy'd 

Save  in  these  honds;  let  them  be  joyful  too, 
For  they  shall  taste  our  comfort. 

Lno.  My  good  master, 

I  will  yet  do  you  service. 

Lug.  Happy  be  you ! 

Cym.  The  forlorn  soldier,  that  so  nobly  fought, 
He  would  have  well  becomed  this  place,  and  graced 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

Post.  I  am,  sir, 

The  soldier  that  did  company  these  three 
In  poor  beseeming;  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpose  I  then  follow'd.     That  I  was  he,  410 

Speak,  lachimo:  I  had  you  down  and  might 
Have  made  you  finish. 

lack.        [Kneeling]  I  am  down  again: 
But  now  my  heavy  conscience  sinks  my  knee, 
As  then  your  force  did.     Take  that  life,  beseech  you, 
Which  I  so  often  owe:  but  your  ring  first; 
And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truest  princess 
That  ever  swore  her  faith. 

Post.  Kneel  not  to  me : 

The  power  that  I  have  on  you  is  to  spare  you; 
The  malice  towards  you  to  forgive  you:  live, 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym.  Nobly  doom'd !  420 

We'll  learn  our  freeness  of  a  son-in-law; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

An.  You  holp  us,  sir, 

As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother ; 
Joy'd  are  we  that  you  are. 

Post.  Your  servant,  princess.     Good  my  lord  of  Rome, 
Call  forth  your  soothsayer:  as  I  slept,  methought 
Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back'd, 
Appear'd  to  me,  with  other  spritely  shows 
Of  mine  own  kindred:  when  I  waked,  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bosom ;  whose  containing  4:>0 

Is  so  from  sense  in  hardness,  that  I  can 
Make  no  collection  of  it:  let  him  show 
His  skill  in  the  construction. 

Luc.  Philarmonus! 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Sooth.  [Reads]  "When  as  a  lion's  whelp  shall,  to  him- 
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self  unknown,  without  seeking  find,  and  be  embraced  by  a 

piece  of  tender  air;  and  when  from  a  stately  cedar  shall  l>e 

lopped  branches,  which,  being  dead    many  years,    shall 

after  revive,  be  jointed  to  the  old  stock  and  freshly  grow ; 

then  shall  Posthumus  end  his  miseries,  Britain  be  fortunate 

and  flourish  in  peace  and  plenty."' 

Thou,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp; 

The  fit  and  apt  construction  of  thy  name, 

Being  Leonatus,  doth  import  so  much. 

[T<j   CyniMi/te]    The    piece    of    tender  air,    thy  virtuous 

daughter, 
Which  we  call  "mollis  aer;"  and  "mollis  aer" 
We  term  it  "mulier:"  which  "  mulier"  I  divine 
Is  this  most  constant  wife;  who,  even  now, 
Answering  the  letter  of  the  oracle,  450 

Unknown  to  you,  unsought,  were  clipp'd  about 
With  this  most  tender  air. 

Ojfm.  This  hath  some  seeming. 

Sottih.  The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cymbeline, 
Personates  thee:  and  thy  lopp'd  branches  point 
Thy  two  sous  forth;  who,  by  Belarius  stol'n, 
For  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  revived, 
To  the  majestic  cedar  join'd.  whose  issue 
Promises  Britain  peace  aud  plentv. 

Cy,n.  Well; 

My  peace  we  will  begin.    And,  Caius  Lucius, 
Although  the  victor,  we  submit  to  Csesar,  460 

And  to  the  Roman  empire;  promising 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  dissuaded  by  our  wicked  queen ; 
Whom  heavens,  in  justice,  both  on  her  and  hers, 
Have  laid  most  heavy  hand. 

Sooth.  The  fingers  of  the  powers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.     The  vision 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius,  ere  the  stroke 
Of  this  yet  scarce-cold  battle,  at  this  instant 
Is  full  accomplish'd;  for  the  Roman  eagle,  470 

From  south  to  west  on  wing  soaring  aloft, 
Leasen'd  herself,  and  in  the  beams  o'  the  sun 
So  vauish'd:  which  foreshow'd  our  princely  eagle, 
The  imperial  C*sar,  should  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  shines  here  in  the  west. 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  gods ; 

And  let  our  crooked  smokes  climb  to  their  nostrils 
From  our  blest  altars.    Publish  we  this  peace 
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To  all  our  subjects.     Set  we  forward :  let 

A  Roman  and  a  British  ensign  wave  480 

Friendly  together:  so  through  Lud's-town  march: 

And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 

Our  peace  we'll  ratify ;  seal  it  with  feasts. 

Set  on  there!    Never  was  a  war  did  cease, 

Ere  bloody  hands  were  wash'd,  with  such  a  peace. 

[Exeunt. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Antiochxs,  king  of  Antioch.  The  Daughter  of  Antiochus. 

Pericles,  prince  of  Tyre.  Dionyza.  wife  to  Cleon. 

Helicanus,  I  t„.  ,„„*„  _-  rr^_  Thaisa,  daughter  to  Simonides. 

Km  una,      | l    °  loras  or  lyre"  Marina,  daughter  to  Pericles  atd 

Simonides,  king  of  Pentapolis.  Thaisa. 

Cleon,  governor  of  Tarsus.  Lychorida,  nurse  to  Marina. 

Lysimachts,  governor   of   Myti-  A  Bawd. 

lene. 

Cerimox,  a  lord  of  Ephesus.  Lords,  Knights,  Gentlemen,  Sail 

Thaliard,  a  lord  of  Antioch.  ors.    Pirates,    Fishermen,    and 

Philemon,  servant  to  Cerimon.  Messengers. 
Leonine,  servant  to  Dionyza. 

Marshal.  Diana  . 
A  Pandar. 

Boult,  his  servant.  Gower.  as  Chorus. 

Scexe  :  Duapersedly  in  varum*  countries. 

ACT  I. 

Enter  Gower. 

Before  the  palace  of  Antioch. 

To  siug  a  song  that  old  was  sung, 
From  ashes  ancient  Gower  is  come; 
Assuming  man's  infirmities, 
To  glad  your  ear,  and  please  your  eyes. 
It  hath  been  sung  at  festivals" 
On  ember-eves  and  holy-ales; 
And  lords  and  ladies  in  their  lives 
Have  read  it  for  restoratives: 
The  purchase  is  to  make  men  glorious; 
Et  bonum  quo  antiquius,  eo  melius.  10 

If  you,  born  in  these  latter  times, 
When  wit's  more  ripe,  accept  my  rhymes, 
And  that  to  hear  an  old  man  sing 
May  to  your  wishes  pleasure  bring, 
(689) 
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I  life  would  wish,  and  that  I  might 

Waste  it  for  you,  like  taper-light. 

This  Antioch,  then,  Antioehus  the  Great 

Built  up,  this  city,  for  his  chief  est  seat; 

The  fairest  in  all  Syria, 

I  tell  you  what  mine  authors  say:  20 

This  king  unto  him  took  a  fere, 

Who  died  and  left  a  female  heir, 

So  buxom,  blithe,  and  full  of  face, 

As  heaven  had  lent  her  all  his  grace; 

With  whom  the  father  liking  took, 

And  her  to  incest  did  provoke: 

Bad  child;  worse  father!  to  entice  his  own 

To  evil  should  be  done  by  none: 

But  custom  what  they  did  begin 

Was  with  long  use  account  no  sin.  30 

The  beauty  of  this  sinful  dame 

Made  many  princes  thither  frame,     . 

To  seek  her  as  a  bed-fellow, 

In  marriage-pleasures  play-fellow: 

Which  to  prevent  he  made  a  law, 

To  keep  her  still,  and  men  in  awe, 

That  whoso  ask'd  her  for  his  wife, 

His  riddle  told  not,  lost  his  life: 

So  for  her  many  a  wight  did  die, 

As  yon  grim  looks  do  testify.  40 

What  now  ensues,  to  the  judgement  of  your  eye 

I  give,  my  cause  who  best  can  justify.  [Exit. 

Scene  I'.     Antioch.     A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Antiochus,  Prince  Pericles,  and  followers. 

Ant.  Young  prince  of  Tyre,  you  have  at  large  received 
The  danger  of  the  task  you  undertake. 

Per.  I  have,  Antiochus,  and,  with  a  soul 
Embolden'd  with  the  glory  of  her  praise, 
Think  death  no  hazard  in  this  enterprise. 

Ant.  Bring  in  our  daughter,  clothed  like  a  bride, 
For  the  embracements  even  of  Jove  himself; 
At  whose  conception,  till  Lucina  reign'd. 
Nature  this  dowry  gave,  to  glad  her  presence, 
The  senate-house  of  planets  all  did  sit,  10 

To  knit  in  her  their  best  perfections. 

Music.     Enter  the  Daughter  of  Antiochus. 

Per.  See  where  she  comes,  apparell'd  like  the  spring, 
Graces  her  subjects,  and  her  thoughts  the  king 
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Of  even-  virtue  gives  renown  to  men ! 

Her  face  the  book  of  praises,  where  is  read 

Nothing  but  curious  pleasures,  as  from  thence 

Sorrow  were  ever  razed,  and  testy  wrath 

Could  never  be  her  mild  companion. 

You  gods  that  made  me  man,  and  sway  in  love, 

That  have  inflamed  desire  in  my  breast  20 

To  taste  the  fruit  of  yon  celestial  tree, 

Or  die  in  the  adventure,  be  my  helps, 

As  I  am  son  and  servant  to  your  will, 

To  compass  such  a  boundless  happiness! 

Ant.  Prince  Pericles, — 

P  r.  That  would  be  son  to  great  Antiochus. 

Ant.  Before  thee  stands  this  fair  Hesperides, 
With  golden  fruit,  but  dangerous  to  be  touch'd; 
For  death-like  dragons  here  affright  thee  hard: 
Her  face,  like  heaven,  enticeth  thee  to  view  30 

Her  countless  glory,  which  desert  must  gain ; 
And  which,  without  desert,  because  thine  eye 
Presumes  to  reach,  all  thy  whole  heap  must  die. 
Yon  sometimes  famous  princes,  like  thyself, 
Drawn  by  report,  adventurous  by  desire, 
Tell  thee,  with  speechless  tongues  and  semblance  pale, 
That  without  covering,  save  yon  field  of  stars, 
Here  they  stand  martyrs,  slain  in  Cupid's  wars; 
And  with  dead  cheeks  advise  thee  to  desist 
For  going  on  death's  net,  whom  none  resist.  40 

Per.  Antiochus,  I  thank  thee,  who  hath  taught 
My  frail  mortality  to  know  itself, 
And  by  those  fearful  objects  to  prepare 
This  body,  like  to  them,  to  what  I  must; 
For  death  remember'd  should  be  like  a  mirror, 
Who  tells  us  life's  but  breath,  to  trust  it  error. 
I'll  make  my  will  then,  and,  as  sick  men  do 
Who  know  the  world,  see  heaven,  but,  feeling  woe, 
Gripe  not  at  earthly  joys  as  erst  they  did ; 
So  I  bequeath  a  happy  peace  to  you  50 

And  all  good  men,  as  every  prince  should  do; 
My  riches  to  the  earth  from  whence  they  came; 
But  my  unspotted  fire  of  love  to  you. 

[To  the  daughter  of  Antiochv 
Thus  ready  for  the  way  of  life  or  death. 
I  wait  the  sharpest  blow,  Antiochus. 

Ant.  Scorning  advice,  read  the  conclusion,  then: 
Which  read  and  not  expounded,  'tis  decreed, 
As  these  before  thee  thou  thyself  shalt  bleed. 
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Da  ugh.  Of  all  say'd  yet,  mayst  thou  prove  prosperous! 
Of  all  say'd  yet,  I  wish  thee  happiness!  60 

Per.  Like  a  bold  champion,  I  assume  the  lists, 
Nor  ask  advice  of  any  other  thought 
But  faithfulness  and  courage. 

He  reads  the  riddle. 

I  am  no  viper,  yet  I  feed 

On  mother's  flesh  which  did  me  breed. 

I  sought  a  husband,  in  which  labour 

I  found  that  kindness  in  a  father: 

He's  father,  son,  and  husband  mild; 

I  mother,  wife,  and  yet  his  child. 

How  they  may  be,  and  yet  in  two,  70 

As  you  will  live,  resolve  it  you. 
Sharp  physic  is  the  last:  but,  O  you  powers 
That  give  heaven  countless  eyes  to  view  men's  acts, 
Why  cloud  they  not  their  sights  perpetually, 
If  this  be  true,  which  makes  me  pale  to  read  it? 
Fair  glass  of  light,  I  loved  you,  and  could  still, 

[Takes  hold  of  the  hand  of  the  Princess. 
Were  not  this  glorious  casket  stored  with  ill: 
But  I  must  tell  you,  now  my  thoughts  revolt; 
For  he's  no  man  on  whom  perfections  wait 
That,  knowing  sin  within,  will  touch  the  gate.  80 

You  are  a  fair  viol,  and  your  sense  the  strings; 
Who,  finger'd  to  make  man  his  lawful  music, 
Would  draw  heaven  down,  and  all  the  gods,  to  hearken; 
But  being  play'd  upon  before  your  time, 
Hell  only  danceth  at  so  harsh  a  chime. 
Good  sooth,  I  care  not  for  you. 

Ant.  Prince  Pericles,  touch  not,  upon  thy  life, 
For  that's  an  article  within  our  law, 
As  dangerous  as  the  rest.     Your  time's  expired : 
Either  expound  now,  or  receive  your  sentence.  90 

Per.  Great  king, 
Few  love  to  hear  the  sins  they  love  to  act; 
'T would  braid  yourself  too  near  for  me  to  tell  it. 
Who  has  a  book  of  all  that  monarchs  do, 
He's  more  secure  to  keep  it  shut  than  shown: 
For  vice  repeated  is  like  the  wandering  wind, 
Blows  dust  in  others'  eyes,  to  spread  itself; 
And  yet  the  end  of  all  is  bought  thus  dear. 
The  breath  is  gone,  and  the  sore  eyes  see  clear  99 

To  stop  the  air  would  hurt  them.'  The  blind  mole  casts 
(Jopp'd  hills  towards  heaven,  to  tell  the  earth  is  throng'd 
By  man's  oppression ;  and  the  poor  worm  doth  die  for't, 
flings  are  earth's  gods;  in  vice  their  law's  their  wil] ; 
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And  if  Jove  stray,  who  dares  say  Jove  doth  ill? 
It  is  enough  you  know;  and  it  is  fit, 
What  being  more  known  grows  worse,  to  smother  it. 
All  love  the  womb  that  their  first  being  bred, 
Then  give  my  tongue  like  leave  to  love  my  head. 

Ant.  [Aside]  Heaven,  that  I  had  thy  head!  he  has  found 
the  meaning:  « 

But  I  will  gloze  with  him. — Young  prince  of  Tyre,        110 
Though  by  the  tenour  of  our  strict  edict, 
Your  exposition  misinterpreting, 
We  might  proceed  to  cancel  of  your  days; 
Yet  hope,  succeeding  from  so  fair  a  tree 
As  your  fair  self,  doth  tune  us  otherwise: 
Forty  days  longer  we  do  respite  you; 
If  by  which  time  our  secret  be  undone. 
This  mercy  shows  we'll  joy  in  such  a  son: 
And  until  then  your  entertain  shall  be 
As  doth  befit  our  honour  and  your  worth.  120 

[Exeunt  all  but  Pericle*. 

Per.  How  courtesy  would  seem  to  cover  sin, 
When  what  is  done  is  like  an  hypocrite, 
The  which  is  good  in  nothing  but  in  sight! 
If  it  be  true  that  I  interpret  false, 
Then  were  it  certain  you  were  not  so  bad 
As  with  foul  incest  to  abuse  your  soul; 
Where  now  you're  both  a  father  and  a  son, 
By  your  untimely  claspings  with  your  child, 
Which  pleasure  fits  an  husband,  not  a  father; 
And  she  an  eater  of  her  mother's  flesh,  130 

By  the  defiling  of  her  parent's  bed; 
And  both  like  serpents  are,  who  though  they  feed 
On  sweetest  flowers,  yet  they  poison  breed. 
Antioch,  farewell!  for  wisdom  sees,  those  men 
Blush  not  in  actions  blacker  than  the  night, 
Will  shuu  no  course  to  keep  them  from  the  light. 
One  sin.  I  know,  another  doth  provoke; 
Murder's  as  near  to  lust  as  flame  to  smoke: 
Poison  and  treason  are  the  hands  of  sin, 
Ay.  and  the  targets,  to  put  off  the  shame:  140 

Then,  lest  my  life  be  cropp'd  to  keep  you  clear, 
By  flight  I'll  shun  the  danger  which  I  fear.  [Erit. 

lie -enter  Antiochus. 

Ant.  He  hath  found  the  meaning,  for  which  we  mean 
To  have  his  head. 
He  must  not  live  to  trumpet  forth  my  infamy, 

>'pr  tell  the  world  Antiochus  doth  sin 
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In  such  a  loathed  manner ; 
And  therefore  instantly  this  prince  must  die; 
For  by  his  fall  my  honour  must  keep  high. 
Who  attends  us  there? 

Enter  Thaliard. 

Thai.       .  Doth  your  highness  call?  150 

Ant.  Thaliard, 
You  are  of  our  chamber,  and  our  mind  partakes 
Her  private  actions  to  your  secrecy ; 
And  for  your  faithfulness  we  will  advance  you. 
Thaliard,  behold,  here's  poison,  and  here's  gold; 
We  hate  the  prince  of  Tyre,  and  thou  must  kill  him: 
It  fits  thee  not  to  ask  the  reason  why, 
Because  we  bid  it.     Say,  is  it  done? 

Thai.  My  lord, 

'Tis  done. 

Ant.      Enough.  160 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Let  your  breath  cool  yourself,  telling  your  haste. 

Mess.  My  lord,  prince  Pericles  is  fled.  [Exit. 

Ant.  As  thou 

Wilt  live,  fly  after:  and  like  an  arrow  shot 
From  a  well-experienced  archer  hits  the  mark 
His  eye  doth  level  at,  so  thou  ne'er  return 
Unless  thou  say  "  Prince  Pericles  is  dead." 

Thai.  My  lord, 
If  I  can  get  him  within  my  pistol's  length, 
I'll  make  him  sure  enough :  so,  farewell  to  your  highuess. 

Ant.  Thaliard,  adieu!     [Exit  Thai.]    Till  Pericles  be 

dead,  170 

My  heart  can  lend  no  succour  to  my  head.  [Exit. 


Scene  II.     Tyre.    A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Pericles. 

Per.    [To  Lords  without]    Let  none  disurb  us. — Why 
should  this  change  of  thoughts, 
The  sad  companion,  dull-eyed  melancholy, 
Be  my  so  used  a  guest  as  not  an  hour, 
In  the  day's  glorious  walk,  or  peaceful  night, 
The  tomb  where  grief  should  sleep,  can  breed  me  quiet? 
Here  pleasures  court  mine  eyes,  and  mine  eyes  shun  them, 
And  danger,  which  I  fear'd,  is  at  Antioch. 
Whose  aim  seems  far  too  short  to  hit  me  here; 
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Yet  neither  pleasure's  art  can  joy  my  spirits, 

Xor  yet  the  other's  distance  comfort  me.  10 

Then  it  is  thus:  the  passions  of  the  mind, 

That  have  their  first  conception  by  mis-dread, 

Have  after-nourishment  and  life  by  care; 

And  what  was  first  but  fear  what  might  be  done, 

Grows  elder  now  and  cares  it  be  not  done. 

And  so  with  me:  the  great  Antiochus, 

'Gainst  whom  I  am  too  little  to  contend, 

Since  he's  so  great  can  make  his  will  his  act, 

Will  think  me  speaking,  though  I  swear  to  silence ; 

Xor  boots  it  me  to  say  I  honour  him,  20 

If  he  suspect  I  may  dishonour  him: 

And  what  may  make  him  blush  in  being  known, 

He'll  stop  the  course  by  which  it  might  be  known; 

With  hostile  forces  he'll  o'erspread  the  land, 

And  with  the  ostent  of  war  will  look  so  huge, 

Amazement  shall  drive  courage  from  the  state; 

Our  men  be  vanquish'd  ere  they  do  resist, 

And  subjects  punish'd  that  ne'er  thought  offence: 

Which  care  of  them,  not  pity  of  myself, 

Who  am  no  more  but  as  the  tops  of  trees, 

Which  fence  the  roots  they  grow  by  and  defend  them,     30 

Makes  both  my  body  pineand  soul  to  languish, 

And  punish  that  before  that  he  would  punish. 

Enter  Helicasus,  with  other  Lords. 

First  Lord.  Joy  and  all  comfort  in  your  sacred  breast! 

Sec.  Lord.  And  keep  your  mind,  till  you  return  to  us, 
Peaceful  aud  comfortable ! 

Hel.  Peace,  peace,  and  give  experience  tongue. 
They  do  abuse  the  king  that  flatter  him: 
For  flattery  is  the  bellows  blows  up  sin ; 
The  thing  the  which  is  flatter'd,  but  a  spark,  40 

To  which  that  blast  gives  heat  and  stronger  glowing; 
Whereas  reproof,  obedient  and  in  order, 
Fits  kings,  as  they  are  men,  for  they  may  err. 
When  Signior  Sooth  here  does  proclaim  a  peace, 
He  natters  you,  makes  war  upon  your  life. 
Prince,  pardon  me.  or  strike  me,  if  you  please: 
I  canuoi  be  much  lower  than  my  knees. 

Per.  All  leave  us  else;  but  let  your  cares  o'erlook 
What  shipping  aud  what  lading's  in  our  haven. 
And  then  return  to  us.     [Exeunt  Lords.]     Helicanus,  thou 
Hast  moved  us:  what  seest  thou  in  our  looks?  51 

Hr1.  An  angry  brow,  dread  lord. 
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Per.  If  there  be  such  a  dart  in  princes'  frowns, 
How  durst  thy  tongue  move  anger  to  our  face? 

Hel.  How  dare  the  plants  look  up  to    heaven,   from 
whence 
They  have  their  nourishment? 

Per.  Thou  know'st  I  have  power 

To  take  thy  life  from  thee. 

Hel.   [Kneeling]  I  have  ground  the  axe  myself; 
Do  you  but  strike  the  blow. 

Per.  Rise,  prithee,  rise. 

Sit  down:  thou  art  no  flatterer:  60 

I  thank  thee  for  it;  and  heaven  forbid 
That  kings  should  let  their  ears  hear  their  faults  hid! 
Fit  counsellor  and  servant  for  a  prince, 
Who  by  thy  wisdom  makest  a  prince  thy  servant, 
What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do? 

Hel.  To  bear  with  patience 

Such  griefs  as  you  yourself  do  lay  upon  yourself. 

Per.  Thou  speak'st  like  a  physician,  Helicanus, 
That  minister'st  a  potion  unto  me 
That  thou  wouldst  tremble  to  receive  thyself. 
Attend  me,  then:  I  went  to  Antioch,  70 

Where  as  thou  know'st,  against  the  face  of  death, 
I  sought  the  purchase  of  a  glorious  beauty, 
From  whence  an  issue  I  might  propagate, 
fAre  arms  to  princes,  and  bring  joys  to  subjects. 
Her  face  was  to  mine  eye  beyond  all  wonder; 
The  rest — hark  in  thine  ear — as  black  as  incest: 
Which  by  my  knowledge  found,  the  sinful  father 
Seem'd  not  to  strike,  but  smooth :  but  thou  know'st  this, 
'Tis  time  to  fear  when  tyrants  seem  to  kiss. 
Which  fear  so  grew  in  me,  I  hither  fled,  80 

Under  the  covering  of  a  careful  night, 
Who  seem'd  my  good  protector;  and,  being  here, 
Bethought  me  what  was  past,  what  might  succeed. 
I  knew  him  tyrannous;  and  tyrants'  fears 
Decrease  not,  but  grow  faster  than  the  years: 
And  should  he  doubt  it,  as  no  doubt  he  doth, 
That  I  should  open  to  the  listening  air 
How  many  worthy  princes'  bloods  were  shed, 
To  keep  his  bed  of  blackness  unlaid  ope, 
To  lop  that  doubt,  he'll  fill  this  land  with  arms,  90 

And  make  pretence  of  wrong  that  I  have  done  him; 
When  all,  for  mine,  if  I  may  call  offence, 
Must  feel  war's  blow,  who  spares  not  innocence: 
Which  love  to  all,  of  which  thyself  art  one, 
Who  now  reprovest  me  for  it,— 
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Hel.  Alas,  sir! 

Per.  Drew  sleep  out  of  mine  eyes,  blood  from  my  cheeks, 
Musings  into  my  mind,  with  thousand  doubts 
How  I  might  stop  this  tempest  ere  it  came; 
And  finding  little  comfort  to  relieve  them, 
I  thought  it  princely  charity  to  grieve  them.  100 

Hel.  Well,  my  lord,  since  you  have  given  me  leave  to 
speak, 
Freely  will  I  speak.     Antiochus  you  fear, 
And  justly  too,  I  think,  you  fear  the  tyrant, 
Who  either  by  public  war  or  private  treason 
Will  take  away  your  life. 
Therefore,  my  lord,  go  travel  for  a  while, 
Till  that  his  rage  and  anger  be  forgot, 
Or  till  the  Destinies  do  cut  his  thread  of  life. 
Your  rule  direct  to  any;  if  to  me, 
Day  serves  not  light  more  faithful  than  I'll  be.  110 

Per.  I  do  not  doubt  thy  faith; 
But  should  he  wrong  my  liberties  in  my  absence? 

Hel.  We'll  mingle  our  bloods  together  in  the  earth, 
From  whence  we  had  our  being  and  our  birth. 

Per.  Tyre,  I  now  look  from  thee  then,  and  to  Tarsus 
Intend  my  travel,  where  I'll  hear  from  thee; 
And  by  whose  letters  I'll  dispose  myself. 
The  care  I  had  and  have  of  subjects'  good 
On  thee  I  lay,  whose  wisdom's  strength  can  bear  it. 
I'll  take  thy  word  for  faith,  not  ask  thine  oath:  120 

Who  shuns  not  to  break  one  will  sure  crack  both: 
But  in  our  orbs  we'll  live  so  round  and  safe, 
That  time  of  both  this  truth  shall  ne'er  convince, 
Thou  show'dst  a  subject's  shine,  I  a  true  prince.    [Exeunt. 

Scene  III.     Tyre.    An  ante  chamber  in  the  palace. 

Enter  Thaliard. 

Thai.  So,  this  is  Tyre,  and  this  the  court.  Here  must  I 
kill  King  Pericles;  and  if  I  do  it  not,  I  am  sure  to  be 
hanged  at  home :  'tis  dangerous.  Well,  I  perceive  he  was 
a  wise  fellow,  and  had  good  discretion,  that,  being  bid  to 
ask  what  he  would  of  the  king,  desired  he  might  know 
none  of  his  secrets:  now  do  I  see  he  had  some  reason  for't ; 
for  if  a  king  bid  a  man  be  a  villain,  he's  bound  by  the  in- 
denture of  his  oath  to  be  one.  Hush!  here  come  the  lords 
of  Tyre. 

FlnUr  Helicanus  and  Escanes,  tcith  other  Lords  of  Tyre. 
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Hel.  You  shall  not  need,  my  fellow  peers  of  Tyre,       11 
Further  to  question  me  of  your  king's  departure: 
His  seal'd  commission,  left  in  trust  with  me, 
Doth  speak  sufficiently  he's  gone  to  travel. 

Thai.  {Aside]  How!  the  king  gone! 

Hel.  If  further  yet  you  will  be  satisfied, 
Why,  as  it  were  unlicensed  of  your  loves, 
He  would  depart,  I'll  give  some  light  unto  you. 
Being  at  Antioch 

Thai.  [Aside]  What  from  Antioch? 

Hel.  Royal  Antiochus — on  what  cause  I  know  not —   20 
Took  some  displeasure  at  him;  at  least  he  judged  so: 
And  doubting  lest  that  he  had  err'd  or  sinn'd, 
To  show  his  sorrow,  he'ld  correct  himself; 
So  puts  himself  unto  the  shipman's  toil, 
With  whom  each  minute  threatens  life  or  death. 

Thai.   [Aside]  Well,  I  perceive 
I  shall  not  be  hang'd  now,  although  I  would; 
But  since  he's  gone,f  the  king's  seas  must  please: 
He  'scaped  the  land,  to  perish  at  the  sea. 
I'll  present  myself.     Peace  to  the  lords  of  Tyre!  30 

Hel.  Lord  Thaliard  from  Antiochus  is  welcome. 

Thai.  From  him  I  come 
With  message  unto  princely  Pericles; 
But  since  my  landing  I  have  understood 
Your  lord  has  betook  himself  to  unknown  travels, 
My  message  must  return  from  whence  it  came. 

Hel.  We  have  no  reason  to  desire  it, 
Commended  to  our  master,  not  to  us: 
Yet,  ere  you  shall  depart,  this  we  desire, 
As  friends  to  Antioch,  we  may  feast  in  Tyre.     [Exeunt.  40 

Scene  IV.     Tarsus.     A  room  in  the  Governor's  house. 

Enter  Cleon,  the  governor  of  Tarsus,  with  Dionyza,  and 
others. 

Cle.  My  Dionyza,  shall  we  rest  us  here, 
And  by  relating  tales  of  others'  griefs, 
See  if  'twill  teach  us  to  forget  our  own? 

Dio.  That  were  to  blow  at  fire  in  hope  to  quench  it; 
For  who  digs  hills  because  they  do  aspire 
Throws  down  one  mountain  to  cast  up  a  higher. 
O  my  distressed  lord,  even  such  our  griefs  are ; 
Here  they're  but  felt,  and  seen  with  mischief's  eyes, 
But  like  to  groves,  being  topp'd,  they  higher  rise. 

Qle,  OPionyza,  \Q 
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Who  wanteth  food,  and  will  not  say  he  wants  it, 

Or  can  conceal  his  hunger  till  he  famish? 

Our  tongues  and  sorrows  do  sound  deep 

Our  woes  into  the  air;  our  eyes  do  weep. 

Till  tongues  fetch  hreath  that  may  proclaim  them  louder; 

That,  if  heaven  slumber  while  their  creatures  want, 

They  may  awake  their  helps  to  comfort  them. 

I'll  then  discourse  our  woes,  felt  several  years, 

And  wanting  breath  to  speak  help  me  with  tears. 

Dio.  I'll  do  my  best,  sir.  20 

Cle.  This  Tarsus,  o'er  which  I  have  the  government, 
A  city  on  whom  plenty  held  full  hand, 
For  riches  strew'd  herself  even  in  the  streets: 
Whose  towers  bore  heads  so  high  they  kiss'd  the  clouds, 
And  strangers  ne'er  beheld  but  wonder'd  at; 
Whose  men  and  dames  so  jetted  and  adorn'd, 
Like  one  another's  glass  to  trim  them  by: 
Their  tables  were  stored  full,  to  glad  the  sight, 
And  Dot  so  much  to  feed  on  as  delight; 
All  poverty  was  scorn'd,  and  pride  so  great,  30 

The  name  of  help  grew  odious  to  repeat. 

Do.  O.  'tis  too  true. 

Cle.  But  see  what  heaven  can  do!    By  this  our  change, 
These  mouths,  who  but  of  late,  earth,  sea,  and  air, 
Were  all  too  little  to  content  and  please. 
Although  they  gave  their  creatures  in  abundance, 
As  houses  are  defiled  for  want  of  use, 
They  are  now  starved  for  want  of  exercise: 
Those  palates  who,  not  yet  two  summers  younger, 
Must  have  inventions  to  delight  the  taste,  40 

Would  now  be  glad  of  bread,  and  beg  for  it: 
Those  mothers  who,  to  nousle  up  their  babes, 
Thought  nought  too  curious,  are  ready  now 
To  eat  those  little  darlings  whom  they  loved. 
So  sharp  are  hunger's  teeth,  that  man  and  wife 
Draw  lots  who  first  shall  die  to  lengthen  life : 
Here  stands  a  lord,  and  there  a  lady  weeping; 
Here  many  sink,  yet  those  which  see  them  fall 
Have  scarce  strength  left  to  give  them  burial. 
Is  not  this  true?  50 

Dvo.  Our  cheeks  and  hollow  eyes  do  witness  it. 

Cle.  O,  let  those  cities  that  of  plenty's  cup 
And  her  prosperities  so  largely  taste, 
With  their  superfluous  riots,  near  these  tears! 
The  misery  of  Tarsus  may  be  theirs. 

Enter  a  Lord. 
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Lord.  Where's  the  lord  governor? 

Cle.  Here. 
Speak  out  thy  sorrows  which  thou  bring'st  in  haste, 
For  comfort  is  too  far  for  us  to  expect. 

Lord.  We  have  descried,  upon  our  neighbouring  shore, 
A  portly  sail  of  ships  make  hitherward.  61 

Cle.  I  thought  as  much. 
One  sorrow  never  comes  but  brings  an  heir, 
That  may  succeed  as  his  inheritor; 
And  so  in  ours:  some  neighbouring  nation, 
Taking  advantage  of  our  misery, 
Hath  stuff'd  these  hollow  vessels  with  their  power, 
To  beat  us  down,  the  which  are  down  already; 
And  make  a  conquest  of  unhappy  me, 
Whereas  no  glory's  got  to  overcome.  70 

Lord.  That's  the  least  fear;  for,  by  the  semblance 
Of  their  white  flags  display'd,  they  bring  us  peace, 
And  come  to  us  as  favourers,  not  as  foes. 

Cle.  Thou  speak'st  like  him's  untutor'd  to  repeat: 
Who  makes  the  fairest  show  means  most  deceit. 
But  bring  they  what  they  will  and  what  they  can. 
What  need  we  fear? 

The  ground's  the  lowest,  and  we  are  half  way  there. 
Go  tell  their  general  we  attend  him  here, 
To  know  for  what  he  comes,  and  whence  he  comes,        80 
And  what  he  craves. 

Lord.  I  go,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Cle.  Welcome  is  peace,  if  he  on  peace  consist: 
If  wars,  we  are  unable  to  resist. 

Enter  Pericles  with  Attendants. 

Per.  Lord  governor,  for  so  we  hear  you  are, 
Let  not  our  ships  and  number  of  our  men 
Be  like  a  beacon  fired  to  amaze  your  eyes. 
We  have  heard  your  miseries  as  far  as  Tyre, 
And  seen  the  desolation  of  your  streets: 
Nor  come  we  to  add  sorrow  to  your  tears,  90 

But  to  relieve  them  of  their  heavy  load; 
And  these  our  ships,  you  happily  may  think 
Are  like  the  Trojan  horse  was  stuff'd  within 
With  bloody  veins,  expecting  overthrow, 
Are  stored  with  corn  to  make  your  needy  bread, 
And  give  them  life  whom  hunger  starved  half  dead. 

All.  The  gods  of  Greece  protect  you! 
And  we'll  pray  for  you. 

Per.  Arise,  I  pray  you,  rise: 

We  do  not  look  for  reverence,  but  for  love, 
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And  harlxmrage  for  ourself,  our  ships,  and  men.  100 

Cle.  The  which  when  any  shall  not  gratify, 

Or  pay  you  with  unthankfulness  in  thought, 

lie  it  our  wives,  our  children,  or  ourselves, 

The  curse  of  heaven  and  men  succeed  their  evils! 

Till  when, — the  which  I  hope  shall  ne'er  be  seen, — 

Your  grace  is  welcome  to  our  town  and  us. 
Bar.  Which  welcome  we'll  accept;  feast  here  awhile, 

Until  our  stars  that  frown  lend  us  a  smile.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 

Enter  Gower. 

Gow.  Here  have  you  seen  a  mighty  king 
His  child,  I  wis,  to  incest  bring; 
A  better  prince  and  benign  lord, 
That  will  prove  awful  both  in  deed  and  word. 
Be  quiet  then  as  men  should  be, 
Till  he  hath  pass'd  necessity, 
I'll  show  you  those  in  troubles  reign, 
Losing  a  mite,  a  mountain  gain. 
The  good  in  conversation, 

To  whom  I  give  my  benison,  10 

Is  still  at  Tarsus,  where  each  man 
Thinks  all  is  writ  he  speken  can; 
And.  to  remember  what  he  does, 
Build  his  statue  to  make  him  glorious: 
But  tidings  to  the  contrary 
Are  brought  your  eyes;  what  need  speak  I? 

Dumb  Show. 

Enter  at  one  door  Pericles  talking  with  Cleon;  all  tlu 
train  with  them.  Enter  at  another  door  a  Gentleman, 
icith  a  letter  to  Pericles;  Pericles  shows  the  letter  to 
Cleox;  give*  ^Messenger  a  reward,  and  knights  him. 
Ei  it  Pericles  at  one  door,  and  Cleox  at  another. 

Good  Helicane,  that  stay'd  at  home, 

Not  to  eat  honey  like  a  drone 

From  others'  labours;  for  though  he  strive 

To  killen  bad,  keep  good  alive;  20 

And  to  fulfil  his  prince'  desire, 

Sends  word  of  all  that  haps  in  Tyre; 

How  Thaliard  came  full  bent  with  sin 

And  had  intent  to  murder  him; 

And  that  in  Tarsus  was  not  best 

Longer  for  him  to  make  his  rest. 
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He,  doing  so,  put  forth  to  seas, 

Where  when  men  been,  there's  seldom  ease; 

For  now  the  wind  begins  to  blow; 

Thunder  above  and  deeps  below  30 

Make  such  unquiet,  that  the  ship 

Should  house  him  safe  is  wreck'd  and  split; 

And  he,  good  prince,  having  all  lost. 

By  waves  from  coast  to  coast  is  tost: 

All  perishen  of  man,  of  pelf, 

Ne  aught  escapen  but  himself; 

Till  fortune,  tired  with  doing  bad, 

Threw  him  ashore,  to  give  him  glad: 

And  here  he  comes.     What  shall  be  next, 

Pardon  old  Gower, — this  longs  the  text.     [Exit.     40 

Scene  I.    Pentapolis.    An  open  place  by  the  sea-aide. 
Enter  Pericles,  icet. 

Per.  Yet  cease  your  ire.  you  angry  stars  of  heaven ! 
Wind,  rain,  and  thunder,  remember,  earthly  man 
Is  but  a  substance  that  must  yield  to  you ; 
And  I,  as  fits  my  nature,  do  obey  you: 
Alas,  the  sea  hath  cast  me  on  the  rocks, 
Wash'd  me  from  shore  to  shore,  and  left  me  breath 
Nothing  to  think  on  but  ensuing  death: 
Let  it  suffice  the  greatness  of  your  powers 
To  have  bereft  a  prince  of  all  his  fortunes; 
And  having  thrown  him  from  your  watery  grave,  10 

Here  to  have  death  in  peace  is  all  he'll  crave. 
Enter  three  Fishermen. 

First  Fish.  What,  ho,  Pilch! 

See.  Fish.  Ha,  come  and  bring  away  the  nets! 

First  Fish.  What,  Patch-breech,  I  say! 

Third  Fish.  What  say  you,  master? 

First  Fish.  Look  how  thou  stirrest  now !  come  away,  or 
['11  fetch  thee  with  a  wanion. 

Third  Fish.  'Faith,  master,  I  am  thinking  of  the  poor 
men  that  were  cast  away  before  us  even  now.  20 

First  Fish.  Alas,  poor  souls,  it  grieved  my  heart  to  hear 
what  pitiful  cries  they  made  to  us  to  help  them,  when, 
well-a-day,  we  could  scarce  help  ourselves. 

Third  Fish,  Nay,  master,  said  not  I  as  much  when  I  saw 
the  porpus  how  he  bounced  and  tumbled?  they  say  they're 
half  fish,  half  flesh:  a  plague  on  them,  they  ne'er  come  but 
I  look  to  be  washed.  Master,  I  marvel  how  the  fishes  live 
in  the  sea.  30 
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First  Fitth.  Why,  as  men  do  a-land;  the  great  ones  eat 
up  the  little  ones:  I  can  compare  our  rich  misers  to  nothing 
so  fitly  as  to  a  whale;  a'  plays  and  tumbles,  driving  the 
poor  fry  before  him,  and  at  last  devours  them  all  at  a 
mouthful :  such  whales  have  I  heard  on  o'  the  land,  who 
never  leave  gaping  till  they've  swallowed  the  whole  parish, 
ihurch,  steeple,  bells,  and  all. 

Per.  [Aside]  A  pretty  moral.  39 

Third  Fish.  But,  master,  if  I  had  been  the  sexton,  I 
would  have  been  that  day  in  the  belfry. 

Sec.  Fish.  Why,  man? 

Third  Fish.  Because  he  should  have  swallowed  me  too: 
and  when  I  had  been  in  his  belly,  I  would  have  kept  such 
a  jangling  of  the  bells,  that  he  should  never  have  left,  till 
he  cast  bells,  steeple,  church,  and  parish,  up  again.  But 
if  the  good  King  Simonides  were  of  my  mind, — 

Ptr.  [Aside]  Simonides!  49 

Third  Fish.  We  would  purge  the  land  of  these  drones, 
that  rob  the  bee  of  her  honey. 

Per.  [Aside]  How  from  the  finny  subject  of  the  sea 
These  fishers  tell  the  infirmities  of  men; 
And  from  their  watery  empire  recollect 
All  that  may  men  approve  or  men  detect! 
Peace  be  at  your  labour,  honest  fishermen. 

fkct  Fish.  Honest!  good  fellow,  what's  that?  If  it  be  a 
day  fits  you,  f  search  out  of  the  calendar,  and  nobody  look 
after  it. 

Per.  May  see  the  sea  hath  cast  upon  your  coast.  60 

See.  Fish.  What  a  drunken  knave  was  the  sea  to  cast 
thee  in  our  way! 

Per.  A  man  whom  both  the  waters  and  the  wind, 
In  that  vast  tennis-court,  have  made  the  ball 
For  them  to  play  upon,  entreats  you  pity  him ; 
He  asks  of  you,  that  never  used  to  beg. 

First  Fish.  No,  friend,  cannot  you  beg?  Here's  them  in 
our  country  of  Greece  gets  more  with  begging  than  we  can 
do  with  working. 

Sec.  Fish.  Canst  thou  catch  any  fishes,  then?  70 

Per.  I  never  practised  it. 

Sec.  Fish.  Xay,  then  thou  wilt  starve,  sure;  for  here's 
nothing  to  be  got  nowadays,  unless  thou  canst  fish  for't. 

Per.  What  I  have  been  I  have  forgot  to  know; 
But  what  I  am,  want  teaches  me  to  think  on: 
A  man  throng'd  up  with  cold:  my  veins  are  chill, 
And  have  no  more  of  life  than  may  suffice 
To  give  my  tongue  that  heat  to  ask  your  help; 
Which  if  you  shall  refuse,  when  I  am  dead,  80 

For  that  I  am  a  man,  pray  see  me  buried. 
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First  Fish.  Die  quotha?  Now  gods  forbid!  I  have  a 
gown  here;  come,  put  it  on;  keep  thee  warm.  Now,  afore 
me,  a  handsome  fellow!  Come,  thou  shall  go  home,  and 
we'll  have  flesh  for  holidays,  fish  for  fasting-days,  and 
moreo'er  puddings  and  flap-jacks,  and  thou  shalt  be  wel- 
come. 

Per.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Sec.  Fish.  Hark  you,  my  friend ;  you  said  you  could  not 
beg.  "90 

Per.  I  did  but  crave. 

Sec.  Fish.  But  crave!  Then  I'll  turn  craver  too,  and  so 
I  shall  'scape  whipping. 

Per.  Why,  are  your  beggars  whipped,  then? 

Sec.  Fish.  O,  not  all,  my  friend,  not  all;  for  if  all  your 
beggars  were  whipped,  I  would  wish  no  better  office  than 
to  be  beadle.    But,  master,  I'll  go  draw  up  the  net. 

[Exit  with  Third  Fisherman. 

Per.  [Aside]  How  well  this  honest  mirth  becomes  their 
labour! 

First  Fish.  Hark  you,  sir,  do  you  know  where  ye  are?  101 

Per.  Not  well. 

First  Fish.  Why,  I'll  tell  you:  this  is  called  Pentapo- 
lis,  and  our  king  the  good  Simonidcs. 

Per.  The  good  King  Simonides,  do  you  call  him? 

First  Fish.  Ay,  sir;  and  he  deserves  so  to  be  called  for 
his  peaceable  reign  and  good  government. 

Per.  He  is  a  happy  king,  since  he  gains  from  his  sub- 
jects the  name  of  good  by  his  government.  How  far  is 
his  court  distant  from  this  shore?  Ill 

First  Fish.  Marry,  sir,  half  a  day's  journey:  and  I'll  tell 
you,  he  hath  a  fair  daughter,  and  to-morrow  is  her  birth- 
day; and  there  are  princes  and  knights  come  from  all  parts 
of  the  world  to  just  and  tourney  for  her  love. 

Per.  Were  my  fortunes  equal  to  my  desires,  I  could  wish 
to  make  one  there. 

First  Fish.  O,  sir,  things  must  be  as  they  may;  and  what 
a  man  cannot  get,  he  may  lawfully  deal  for — f  his  wife's 
soul.  121 

Re-enter  Second  and  Third  Fishermen,  drawing  up  a  net. 

Sec.  Fish.  Help,  master,  help!  here's  a  fish  hangs  in  the 
net,  like  a  poor  man's  right  in  the  law;  'twill  hardly  come 
out.  Ha!  bots  on't,  'tis  come  at  last,  and  'tis  turned  to  a 
rusty  armour. 

Per.  An  armour,  friends!     I  pray  you,  let  me  see  it. 
Thanks,  fortune,  yet,  that,  after  all  my  crosses, 
Thou  givest  me  somewhat  to  repair  myself; 
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And  though  it  was  mine  own,  part  of  my  heritage, 

Which  my  dead  father  did  bequeath  to  me,  130 

With  this"  strict  charge,  even  as  he  left  his  life, 

"  Keep  it,  my  Pericles;  it  hath  been  a  shield 

'Twixt  me  and  death;" — and  pointed  to  this  brace; — 

"  For  that  it  saved  me,  keep  it;  in  like  necessity — 

The  which  the  gods  protect  thee  from! — may  defend  thee." 

It  kept  where  I  kept,  I  so  dearly  loved  it; 

Till  the  rough  seas,  that  spare  not  any  man. 

Took  it  in  rage,  though  calm'd  have  given't  again: 

I  thank  thee  for't:  my  shipwreck  now's  no  ill, 

Since  I  have  here  my  father's  gift  in's  will.  140 

First  Fish.  What  mean  you,  sir? 

Per.  To  beg  of  you,  kind  friends,  this  coat  of  worth, 
For  it  was  sometime  target  to  a  king; 
I  know  it  by  this  mark.     He  loved  me  dearly, 
And  for  his  sake  I  wish  the  having  of  it; 
And  that  you'ld  guide  me  to  your  sovereign's  court, 
Where  with  it  I  may  appear  a  gentleman; 
And  if  that  ever  my  low  fortune's  better, 
I'll  pay  your  bounties;  till  then  rest  your  debtor. 

First  Fish.  Why,  wilt  thou  tourney  for  the  lady? 

Per.  I'll  show  the  virtue  I  have  borne  in  arms. 

Mrst  Fish.  Why,  do'e  take  it,  and  the  gods  give  thee 
good  on't! 

Sec.  Fish.  Ay,  but  hark  you,  my  friend;  'twas  we  that 
made  up  this  garment  through  the  rough  seams  of  the 
waters:  there  are  certain  condolements,  certain  vails.  I 
hope,  sir,  if  you  thrive,  you'll  remember  from  whence  you 
had  it. 

Per.  Believe't,  I  will. 
By  your  furtherance  I  am  clothed  in  steel;  160 

And,  spite  of  all  the  rapture  of  the  sea, 
This  jewel  holds  his  building  on  my  arm: 
Unto  thy  value  I  will  mount  myself 
Upon  a  courser,  whose  delightful  steps 
Shall  make  the  gazer  joy  to  see  him  tread. 
Only,  my  friend,  I  yet  am  unprovided 
Of  a  pair  of  hases. 

Sec.  Fish.  We'll  sure  provide :  thou  shalt  have  my  best 
gown  to  make  thee  a  pair;  and  I'll  bring  thee  to  the  court 
myself.  170 

Per.  Then  honour  be  but  a  goal  to  my  will, 
This  day  I'll  rise,  or  else  add  ill  to  ill.  [Exeunt. 

shak.  in. — 23 
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Scene  II.  The  same.  A  public  way  or  platform  leading  to 
the  lists.  A  pavilion  by  tJie  side  of  it  for  tlie  reception  of  the 
King,  Piincess,  Lords,  &c. 

Enter  Simonides,  Thaisa,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Sim.  Are  the  knights  ready  to  hegin  the  triumph? 

First  Lord.  They  are,  my  liege ; 
And  stay  your  coming  to  present  themselves. 

Sim.  Return  them,  we  are  ready;  and  our  daughter, 
In  honour  of  whose  birth  these  triumphs  are, 
Sits  here,  like  beauty's  child,  whom  nature  gat 
For  men  to  see,  and  seeing  wonder  at.  [Exit  a  Lord. 

Thai.  It  pleaseth  you,  my  royal  father,  to  express 
My  commendations  great,  whose  merit's  less. 

Sim.  It's  fit  it  should  be  so ;  for  princes  are  10 

A  model,  which  heaven  makes  like  to  itself: 
As  jewels  lose  their  glory  if  neglected, 
So  princes  their  renowns  if  not  respected. 
Tis  now  your  honour,  daughter,  to  explain 
The  labour  of  each  knight  in  his  device. 

Thai.  Which,  to  preserve  mine  honour,  I'll  perform. 

Enter  a  Knight;  he  passes  over,  and  his  Squire  presents  his 
shield  to  the  Princess. 

Sim.  Who  is  the  first  that  doth  prefer  himself? 

Thai.  A  knight  of  Sparta,  my  renowned  father; 
And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 
Is  a  black  Ethiope  reaching  at  the  sun;  20 

The  word,  "  Lux  tua  vita  mihi." 

Sim.  He  loves  you  well  that  holds  his  life  of  you. 

[The  Second  Knight  passes  over. 
Who  is  the  second  that  presents  himself? 

Thai.  A  prince  of  Macedon,  my  royal  father; 
And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 
Is  an  arm'd  knight  that's  conquer'd  by  a  lady; 
The  motto  thus,  in  Spanish,  "Piu  por  dulzura  que  por 
f  uerza. "  [  The  Third  Knight  passes  over. 

Sim.  And  what's  the  third? 

Thai.  The  third  of  Antioch; 

And  his  device,  a  wreath  of  chivalry; 
The  word,  "  Me  pompaj  provexit  apex."  30 

[I'he  Fourth  Knight  passes  over. 

Sim.  What  is  the  fourth? 

Thai.  A  burning  torch  that's  turned  upside  down; 
The  word,  "  Quod  me  alit,  me  extinguit." 
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>''//(.  Which  shows  that  beauty  hath  his  power  and  will, 
Which  can  as  well  inflame  as  it  can  kill. 

[The  Fifth  Knight  passes  oner. 

Thai.  The  fifth,  an  hand  environed  with  clouds, 
Holding  out  gold  that's  by  the  touchstone  tried; 
The  motto  thus,  "  Sic  spectanda  fides." 

[The  Sixth  Knight,  Pericles,  passes  otw. 

Sim.  And  what's 
The  sixth  and  last,  the  which  the  knight  himself  40 

With  such  a  graceful  courtesy  deliver'd? 

Thai.  He  seems  to  be  a  stranger;  but  his  present  is 
A  wither'd  branch,  that's  only  green  at  top; 
The  motto,  "  In  hac  spe  vivo." 

Si/a.  A  pretty  moral : 
From  the  dejected  state  wherein  he  is, 
He  hopes  by  you  his  fortunes  yet  may  flourish. 

First  Lord.  He  had  need  mean  better  than  his  outward 
show 
Can  any  way  speak  in  his  just  commend; 
For  by  his  rusty  outside  he  appears  50 

To  have  practised  more  the  whipstock  than  the  lance. 

Sec.  Lord.  He  well  may  be  a  stranger,  for  he  comes 
To  an  honour'd  triumph  strangely  furnished. 

Third  Lord.  And  on  set  purpose  let  his  armour  rust 
Until  this  day,  to  scour  it  in  the  dust. 

Sim.  Opinion's  but  a  fool,  that  makes  us  scan 
The  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man. 
But  stay,  the  knights  are  coming,  we  will  withdraw 
Into  the  gallery.  [Exeunt. 

[Great  shouts  within,  and  all  cry  "  The  mean  Knight!'' 

Scexe  III.    The  same.  A  haU  of  state :  a  banquet  prepared. 

Enter  Simoxides,  Thaisa,  Lords,  Attendants,  and  Knights, 
from  tilting. 

Sim.  Knights, 
To  say  you're  welcome  were  superfluous. 
To  place  upon  the  volume  of  your  deeds, 
As  in  a  title-page,  your  worth  in  arms, 
Were  more  than  you  expect,  or  more  than's  fit, 
Since  every  worth  in  show  commends  itself. 
Prepare  for  mirth,  for  mirth  becomes  a  feast: 
You  are  princes  and  my  guests. 

Thai.  But  you,  my  knight  and  guest: 
To  whom  this  wreath  of  victory  I  give,  10 

And  crown  you  king  of  this  day's  happiness. 
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Per.  Tis  more  by  fortune,  lady,  than  by  merit. 

Sim.  Call  it  by  what  you  will,  the  day  is  yours; 
And  here,  I  hope,  is  none  that  envies  it. 
In  framing  an  artist,  art  hath  thus  decreed, 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed; 
And  you  are  her  labour'd  scholar.     Come,  queen  o'  the 

feast, — 
For,  daughter,  so  you  are, — here  take  your  place: 
Marshal  the  rest,  as  they  deserve  their  grace. 

Knights.  We  are  honour'd  much  by  good  Simonides.     20 

Sim.  Your  presence  glads  our  days:  honour  we  love; 
For  who  hates  honour  hates  the  gods  above. 

Marshal.  Sir,  yonder  is  your  place. 

Per.  Some  other  is  more  fit. 

First  Knight.   Contend  not,  sir;  for  we  are  gentlemen 
That  neither  in  our  hearts  nor  outward  eyes 
Envy  the  great  nor  do  the  low  despise. 

Per.  You  are  right  courteous  knights. 

Sim.  Sit,  sir,  sit. 

Per.  By  Jove,  I  wonder,  that  is  king  of  thoughts, 
These  cates  resist  me,  she  but  thought  upon. 

Thai.  By  Juno,  that  is  queen  of  marriage,  30 

All  viands  that  I  eat  do  seem  unsavoury, 
Wishing  him  my  meat.     Sure,  he's  a  gallant  gentleman. 

Sim.  He's  but  a  country  gentleman ; 
Has  done  no  more  than  other  knights  have  done; 
Has  broken  a  staff  or  so;  so  let  it  pass. 

Thai.  To  me  he  seems  like  diamond  to  glass. 

Per.  Yon  king's  to  me  like  to  my  father's  picture, 
Which  tells  me  in  that  glory  once  he  was; 
Had  princes  sit,  like  stars,  about  his  throne, 
And  he  the  sun,  for  them  to  reverence;  40 

None  that  beheld  him,  but,  like  lesser  lights, 
Did  vail  their  crowns  to  his  supremacy: 
Where  now  his  son's  like  a  glow-worm  in  the  night, 
The  which  hath  fire  in  darkness,  none  in  light : 
Whereby  I  see  that  time's  the  king  of  men, 
He's  both  their  parent,  and  he  is  their  grave, 
And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  they  crave. 

Sim.  What,  are  you  merry,  knights? 

Knights.  Who  can  be  other  in  this  royal  presence? 

Sim.  Here,  with  a  cup  that's  stored  unto  the  brim, —  50 
As  you  do  love,  fill  to  jrour  mistress'  lips, — 
We  drink  this  health  to  you. 

Knights.  We  thank  your  grace. 

dim.  Yet  pause  awhile: 
Yon  knight  doth  sit  too  melancholy, 
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As  if  the  entertainment  in  our  court 

Had  not  a  show  might  countervail  his  worth. 

Note  it  not  you,  Thaisav 

Thai.  What  is  it 

To  me,  my  father? 

Sim.  O,  attend,  my  daughter; 

Princes  in  this  should  live  like  gods  above, 
"NY ho  freely  give  to  every  one  that  comes  60 

To  honour  them: 

And  princes  not  doing  so  are  like  to  gnats. 
Which  make  a  sound,  but  kill'd  are  wonder'd  at. 
Therefore  to  make  his  entrance  more  sweet, 
Here,  say  we  drink  this  standing-bowl  of  wine  to  him. 

'l  hiti.  Alas,  my  father,  it  befits  not  me 
Unto  a  stranger  knight  to  be  so  bold- 
He  may  my  proffer  take  for  an  offence, 
Since  men  take  women's  eif ts  for  impudence. 

Sim.  How!  70 

Do  as  I  bid  you,  or  you'll  move  me  else. 

Thai.  [Aude\  Now,  by  the  gods,  he  could  not  please  me 
better. 

Sim.  And  furthermore  tell  him,  we  desire  to  know  of 
him, 
Of  whence  he  is,  his  name  and  parentage. 

Thai.  The  king  my  father,  sir,  has  drunk  to  you. 

Per.  I  thank  him. 

Thai.  Wishing  it  so  much  blood  unto  your  life. 

Per.  I  thank  both  him  and  you,  and  pledge  him  freely. 

Thai.  And  further  he  desires  to  know  of  you, 
Of  whence  you  are,  your  name  and  parentage.  80 

Par.  A  gentleman  of  Tyre,  my  name,  Pericles; 
My  education  been  in  arts  and  arms: 
Who,  looking  for  adventures  in  the  world, 
Wh  by  the  rough  seas  reft  of  ships  and  men, 
And  after  shipwreck  driven  upon  this  shore. 

Tlmi.  He  thanks  your  grace;  names  himself  Pericles, 
A  gentleman  of  Tyre. 
Who  only  by  misfortune  of  the  seas 
Bereft  of  ships  and  men,  cast  on  this  shore. 

Sim.  Now,  by  the  gods,  I  pity  his  misfortune,  90 

And  will  awake  him  from  his  melancholy. 
Come,  gentlemen,  we  sit  too  long  on  trifles, 
And  waste  the  time,  which  looks  for  other  revels. 
Even  in  your  armours,  as  you  are  address'd, 
Will  very  well  become  a  soldier's  dance. 
I  will  not  have  excuse,  with  saying  this 
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Loud  music  is  too  harsh  for  ladies'  heads, 
Since  they  love  men  in  arms  as  well  as  beds. 

[Th*  Knights  dance. 
So,  this  was  well  ask'd,  'twas  so  well  perform'd. 
Come,  sir;  100 

Here  is  a  lady  that  wants  breathing  too: 
And  I  have  heard,  you  knights  of  Tyre 
Are  excellent  in  making  ladies  trip; 
And  that  their  measures  are  as  excellent. 

Per.  In  those  that  practise  them  they  are,  my  lord. 

Sim.  O,  that's  as  much  as  you  would  be  denied 
Of  your  fair  courtesy.  [The  Knights  and  Ladies  dance. 

Unclasp,  unclasp: 
Thanks,  gentlemen,  to  all;  all  have  done  well, 
[  To  Per.]  But  you  the  best.     Pages  and  lights,  to  conduct 
These  knights  unto  their  several  lodgings!  [To  Per.]  Yours, 
sir,  110 

"We  have  given  order  to  be  next  our  own. 

Per.  I  am  at  your  grace's  pleasure. 

Sim.  Princes,  it  is  too  late  to  talk  of  love ; 
And  that's  the  mark  I  know  you  level  at: 
Therefore  each  one  betake  him  to  his  rest; 
To-morrow  all  for  speeding  do  their  best.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.     Tyre.    A  room  in  the  Governor's  house. 
Enter  Helicanus  and  Escanes. 

Hel.  No,  Escanes,  know  this  of  me, 
Antiochus  from  incest  lived  not  free: 
For  which,  the  most  high  gods  not  minding  longer 
To  withhold  the  vengeance  that  they  had  in  store, 
Due  to  this  heinous  capital  offence, 
Even  in  the  height  and  pride  of  all  his  glory, 
When  he  was  seated  in  a  chariot 
Of  an  inestimable  value,  and  his  daughter  with  him, 
A  fire  from  heaven  came  and  shrivell'd  up 
Their  bodies,  even  to  loathing;  for  they  so  stunk,  10 

That  all  those  eyes  adored  them  ere  their  fall 
Scorn  now  their  hand  should  give  them  burial. 

Bna.  'Twas  very  strange. 

Hel.  And  yet  but  justice;  for  though 

This  king  were  great,  his  greatness  was  no  guard 
To  bar  heaven's  shaft,  but  sin  had  his  reward. 

Exca,  'Tis  very  true. 

Enter  tico  or  three  Lords, 
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First  Lm-d.  See,  not  a  man  in  private  conference 
Or  council  has  respect  with  him  hut  he. 

800.  lard.  It  shall  no  longer  grieve  without  reproof. 

Third  L<>rd.   And  cursed  he  he  that  will  not  second  it.  20 

First  bird.  Follow  me,  then.     Lord  Helicane,  a  word. 

Hel.  With  me?  and  welcome:  happy  day,  my  lords. 

First  Lord.  Know  that  oui-griefs  are  risen  to  the  top, 
And  now  at  length  they  overflow  their  banks. 

Hel.  Your  griefs!  for  what?  wrong  not  your  prince  you 
love. 

First  L<>rd.     Wrong  not  yourself,  then,  noble  Helicane; 
But  if  the  prince  do  live,  let  us  salute  him, 
Or  know  what  ground's  made  happy  by  his  breath. 
If  in  the  world  he  live,  we'll  seek  him  out; 
If  in  his  grave  he  rest,  we'll  find  him  there;  30 

And  be  resolved  he  lives  to  govern  us, 
Or  dead,  give's  cause  to  mourn  his  funeral, 
And  leave  us  to  our  free  election. 

See.  Lord.  Whose  death  indeed's  the  strongest   in  our 
censure : 
And  knowing  this  kingdom  is  without  a  head, — 
Like  goodly  buildings  left  without  a  roof 
Soon  fall  to  ruin, — your  noble  self, 
That  best  know  how  to  rule  and  how  to  reign, 
We  thus  submit  unto, — our  sovereign. 

AM.  Live,  noble  Helicane!  40 

Hel.  For  honour's  cause,  forbear  your  suffrages: 
If  that  you  love  Prince  Pericles,  forbear. 
Take  I  your  wish,  I  leap  into  the  seas, 
Where's  hourly  trouble  for  a  minute's  ease. 
At  twelvemonth  longer,  let  me  entreat  you  to 
Forbear  the  absence  of  your  king; 
If  in  which  time  expired,  he  not  return, 
I  shall  with  aged  patience  bear  your  yoke. 
But  if  I  cannot  win  you  to  this  "love, 

Go  search  like  nobles,  like  noble  subjects,  50 

And  in  your  search  spend  your  adventurous  worth; 
Whom  if  you  find,  and  win  unto  return, 
You  shall  like  diamonds  sit  about  his  crown. 

First  Lord.  To  wisdom  he's  a  fool  that  will  not  yield; 
And  since  Lord  Helicane  enjoineth  us, 
We  with  our  travels  will  endeavour  us. 

LLel.  Then  you  love  us,  we  you,  and  we'll  clasp  hands: 
When  peers  thus  knit,  a  kingdom  ever  stands.        [Exeunt. 
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Scene  V.    Pentapolis.     A  room  in  the  palace. 

Enter  Simonides,  reading  a  letter,  at  one  door:    the  Knights 
meet  him. 

Mrst  Knight.  Good  morrow  to  the  good  Simonidcs. 

Sim.  Knights,  from  my  daughter  this  I  let  you  know 
That  for  this  twelvemonth  she'll  not  undertake 
A  married  life. 

Her  reason  to  herself  is  only  known, 
Which  yet  from  her  by  no  means  can  I  get. 

Sec.  Knight.  May  we  not  get  access  to  her,  my  lord? 

Sim.  'Faith,  by  no  means;  she  hath  so  strictly  tied 
Her  to  her  chamber,  that  'tis  impossible. 
One  twelve  moons  more  she'll  wear  Diana's  livery;  10 

This  by  the  eye  of  Cynthia  hath  she  vow'd, 
And  on  her  virgin  honour  will  not  break  it. 

Third  Knight.  Loath  to  bid  farewell,  we  take  our  leaves. 

[Exeunt  Knig7itn. 

Sim.  So, 
They  are  well  dispatch'd;  now  to  my  daughter's  letter: 
She  tells  me  here,  she'll  wed  the  stranger  knight, 
Or  never  more  to  view  nor  day  nor  light. 
'Tis  well,  mistress;  your  choice  agrees  with  mine; 
I  like  that  well :  nay,  how  absolute  she's  in't, 
Not  minding  whether  I  dislike  or  no!  20 

Well,  I  do  commend  her  choice; 
And  will  no  longer  have  it  be  delay'd. 
Soft!  here  he  comes:  I  must  dissemble  it. 

Enter  Pericles. 

Per.  All  fortune  to  the  good  Simonides! 

Sim.  To  you  as  much,  sir!     I  am  beholding  to  you 
For  your  sweet  music  this  last  night:  I  do 
Protest  my  ears  were  never  better  fed 
With  such  delightful  pleasing  harmony. 

Per.  It  is  your  grace's  pleasure  to  commend; 
Not  my  desert. 

Sim.  Sir,  you  are  music's  master.  30 

Per.  The  worst  of  all  her  scholars,  my  good  lord. 

Sim.  Let  me  ask  you  one  thing: 
What  do  you  think  of  my  daughter,  sir? 

Per.  A  most  virtuous  princess. 

Sim.  And  she  is  fair  too,  is  she  not? 

Per.  As  a  fair  day  in  summer,  wondrous  fair. 

Sim.  Sir,  my  daughter  thinks  very  well  of  you; 
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Ay.  bo  well,  that  you  must  be  her  master. 

And  she  will  be  your  scholar:  therefore  look  to  it 

Ptr.  I  am  unworthy  for  her  schoolmaster.  40 

Sim.  She  thinks  not  so;  peruse  this  writing  else. 

Per.  [Aside]  "What's  here? 
A  letter,  that  she  loves  the  knight  of  Tyre! 
'Tis  the  king's  subtilty  to  have  my  life. 
O,  seek  not  to  entrap  me.  gracious  lord, 
A  stranger  and  distressed  gentleman, 
That  never  aim'd  so  high  to  love  your  daughter, 
But  bent  all  offices  to  honour  her. 

Sim.  Thou  hast  bewitch'd  my  daughter,  and  thou  art 
A  villain.  50 

Per.  By  the  gods,  I  have  not: 
Never  did  thought  of  mine  levy  offence; 
Nor  never  did  my  actions  yet  commence 
A  deed  might  gain  her  love  or  your  displeasure. 

Ami.  Traitor,  thou  liest. 

Per.  Traitor! 

Sim.  Ay,  traitor. 

Per.  Even  in  his  throat — unless  it  "be  the  king-  • 
That  calls  me  traitor,  I  return  the  lie. 

Sim.  [Aside]  Now,  by  the  gods,  I  do  applaud  Ms  cour 
age. 

Per.  My  actions  are  as  noble  as  my  thoughts, 
That  never  relish'd  of  a  base  descent.  *  6*' 

I  came  unto  your  court  for  honour's  cause, 
And  not  to  be  a  rebel  to  her  state ; 
And  he  that  otherwise  accounts  of  me, 
This  sword  shall  prove  he's  honour's  enemy. 

Sim.   No? 
Here  comes  my  daughter,  she  can  witness  it. 

Enter  Thaisa. 

Per.  Then,  as  you  are  as  virtuous  as  fair, 
Resolve  your  angry  father,  if  my  tongue 
Did  e'er  solicit,  or  my  hand  subscribe 
To  any  syllable  that  made  love  to  you.  70 

Thai.   Why.  sir,  say  if  you  had," 
Who  takes  offence  at  that  would  make  me  glad? 

Sim.  Yea.  mistress,  are  you  so  peremptory? 

{Aside]  I  am  glad  on't  witi  all  my  heart. —  " 
'11  tame  you;  I'll  bring  you  in  subjection. 
Will  you.  not  having  my  consent, 
Bestow  your  love  and  your  affections 
Upon  a  stranger?  [Aside]  who,  for  aught  I  know, 
May  be,  nor  can  I  think  the  contrary, 
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As  great  in  blood  as  I  myself. —  80 

Therefore  hear  you,  mistress;  either  frame 

Your  will  to  mine, — and  you,  sir,  hear  you, 

Either  he  ruled  by  me,  or  I  will  make  you — 

Man  and  wife: 

Nay,  come,  your  hands  and  lips  must  seal  it  too: 

And  being  join'd,  I'll  thus  your  hopes  destroy; 

And  for  a  further  grief, — God  give  you  joy! — 

What,  are  you  both  pleased? 

Tliai.  Yes,  if  you  love  me,  sir. 

Per.  Even  as  my  life  my  blood  that  fosters  it. 

Sim.  What,  are  you  both  agreed?  90 

Both.  Yes,  if  it  please  your  majesty. 

Sim.  It  pleaseth  me  so  well,  that  I  will  see  you  wrcd; 
And  then  with  what  haste  you  can  get  you  to  bed. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT   III. 

Enter  Gower. 

Gow.  Now  sleep  yslaked  hath  the  rout; 
No  din  but  snores  the  house  about, 
Made  louder  by  the  o'er-fed  breast 
Of  this  most  pompous  marriage-feast. 
The  cat,  with  eyue  of  burning  coal, 
Now  couches  fore  the  mouse's  hole; 
And  crickets  sing  at  the  oven's  mouth, 
E'er  the  blither  for  their  drouth. 
Hymen  hath  brought  the  bride  to  bed, 
Where,  by  the  loss  of  maidenhead,  10 

A  babe  is  moulded.     Be  attent, 
And  time  that  is  so  briefly  spent 
With  your  fine  fancies  quaintly  echc: 
What's  dumb  in  show  I'll  plain  with  speech. 

Dumb  Show. 

Enter,  Pericles  and  Simonides,  at  one  door,  with  Attend- 
ants; a  Messenger  meets  them,  kneeh,  and  gives  Pehiclep. 
a  Utter:  Pericles  shows  it  Simonides;  the  Lords  kneel  to 
him.  Then  enter  Thaisa  with  child,  with  Lychorida  a 
nurse.  The  King  shows  her  the  letter;  she  rejoices:  she 
and  Pericles  take  leave  of  her  father,  and  depart  with 
Lychorida  and  their  Attendants.  Then  exeunt  Simon 
ides  and  the  rest. 

By  many  a  dern  and  painful  perch 
Of  Pericles  the  careful  search. 
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By  the  four  opposing  coigns 

Which  the  world  together  joins, 

Is  made  with  all  due  diligence 

That  horse  and  sail  and  high  expense  20 

Can  stead  the  quest.     At  last  from  Tyre, 

Fame  ausweriug  the  most  strange  inquire, 

To  the  court  of  King  Simonides 

Are  letters  brought,  the  teuour  these : 

Autiochus  and  his  daughter  dead; 

The  men  of  Tyrus  on  the  head 

Of  Helicanus  would  set  on 

The  crown  of  Tyre,  but  he  will  none: 

The  mutiny  he  there  hastes  t'  oppress; 

Says  to  'em,  if  King  Pericles  30 

Come  not  home  in  twice  six  moons, 

He.  obedient  to  their  dooms, 

Will  take  the  crown.     The  sum  of  this, 

Brought  hither  to  Pentapolis, 

Y-ravished  the  regions  rouud, 

And  every  one  with  claps  can  sound, 

"  Our  heir-apparent  is  a  king! 

Who  dream'd.  who  thought  of  such  a  thing?" 

Brief,  he  must  hence  depart  to  Tyre: 

His  queen  with  child  makes  her  desire—  40 

Which  who  shall  cross? — along  to  go: 

Omit  we  all  their  dole  and  woe: 

Lychorida,  her  nurse,  she  takes, 

And  so  to  sea.     Their  vessel  shakes 

On  Neptune's  billow;  half  the  flood 

Hath  their  keel  cut:  but  fortune's  mood 

Varies  again;  the  grisled  north 

Disgorges  such  a  tempest  forth, 

That,  as  a  duck  for  life  that  dives, 

So  up  and  down  the  poor  ship  drives:  50 

The  lady  shrieks,  and  well  a-near 

Does  fall  in  travail  with  her  fear: 

And  what  ensues  in  this  fell  storm 

Shall  for  itself  itself  perform. 

I  nill  relate,  action  may 

Conveuiently  the  rest  convey; 

Which  might  not  what  by  me  is  told. 

In  your  imagination  hold 

This  stage  the  ship,  upon  whose  deck 

The  sea-tost  Pericle,  appears  to  speak.        {Exit    60 
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Scene  I. 

Enter  Pekicles,  on  shipboard. 

Per.  Thou  god  of  this  great  vast,  rebuke  these  surges, 
Which  wash  both  heaven  and  hell;  and  thou,  that  hast 
Upon  the  winds  command,  bind  them  in  brass, 
Having  call'd  them  from  the  deep!     O,  still 
Thy  deafening,  dreadful  thunders;  gently  quench 
Thy  nimble,  sulphurous  flashes!     O,  how,  Lychorida, 
How  does  my  queen?    Thou  stormest  venomously; 
Wilt  thou  spit  all  thyself  V     The  seaman's  whistle 
Is  as  a  whisper  in  the  ears  of  death, 

Unheard.    Lychorida! — Lucina,  O  10 

Divinest  patroness,  and  midwife  gentle 
To  those  that  cry  by  night,  convey  thy  deity 
Aboard  our  dancing  boat;  make  swift  the  pangs 
Of  my  queen's  travails! 

Enter  Lychorida,  with  an  Infant. 

Now,  Lychorida! 

Lye.  Here  is  a  thing  too  young  for  such  a  place. 
Who,  if  it  had  conceit,  would  die,  as  1 
Am  like  to  do:  take  in  your  arms  this  piece 
Of  your  dead  queen. 

Per.  How,  how,  Lychorida! 

Lye.  Patience,  good  sir;  do  not  assist  the  storm. 
Here's  all  that  is  left  living  of  your  queen,  20 

A  little  daughter:  for  the  sake  of  it, 
Be  manly,  and  take  comfort. 

Per.  O  you  gods! 

Why  do  you  make  us  love  your  goodly  gifts, 
And  snatch  them  straight  away?    We  here  below 
Recall  not  what  we  give,  and  therein  may 
Use  honour  with  you. 

Lye.  Patience,  good  cir, 

Even  for  this  charge. 

Per.  Now,  mild  may  be  thy  life! 

For  a  more  blustrous  birth  had  never  babe : 
Quiet  and  gentle  thy  conditions!  for 

Thou  art  the  ruddiest  welcome  to  this  world  30 

That  ever  was  prince's  child.     Happy  what  follows! 
Thou  hast  as  chiding  a  nativity 
As  fire,  air,  water,  earth,  and  heaven  can  make, 
To  herald  thee  from  the  womb:  even  at  the  first 
Thy  loss  is  more  than  can  thy  portage  quit, 
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With  a!!  thou  canst  find  here.     Now,  the  good  gods 
Throw  their  best  eyes  upon't! 

Elite r  two  Sailors. 

First  Sail.  What  courage,  sir?    God  save  you! 

Per.  Courage  euough:  I  do  not  fear  the  flaw; 
It  hath  done  to  me  the  worst.     Yet,  for  the  love  40 

Of  this  poor  infant,  this  fresh-new  seafarer, 
I  would  it  would  be  quiet. 

First  Sail.  Slack  the  bolins  there!  Thou  wilt  not,  wilt 
thou?    Blow,  and  split  thyself. 

See.  Sail.  But  sea-room,  and  the  brine  and  cloudy  bil- 
low kiss  the  moon,  I  care  not. 

First  SaU.  Sir.  your  queen  must  overboard:  the  sea  works 
high,  the  wind  is  loud,  and  will  not  lie  till  the  ship  be 
cleared  of  the  dead. 

Per.  That's  your  superstition.  50 

First  SaU.  Pardon  us,  sir;  with  us  at  sea  it  hath  been 
still  observed:  and  we  are  strong  in  custom.  Therefore 
briefly  yield  her;  for  she  must  overboard  straight. 

Per.  As  you  think  meet.     Most  wretched  queen! 

Lye.  Here  she  lies,  sir. 

Per.  A  terrible  childbed  hast  thou  had,  my  dear; 
No  light,  no  fire:  the  unfriendly  elements 
Forgot  thee  utterly;  nor  have  I  time 

To  give  thee  hallow'd  to  thy  grave,  but  straight  60 

Must  cast  thee,  scarcely  coffiu'd,  in  the  ooze; 
Where,  for  a  monument  upon  thy  bones. 
And  e'er-remaining  lamps,  the  belching  whale 
And  humming  water  must  o'erwhelm  thy  corpse, 
Lying  with  simple  shells.     O  Lychorida, 
Bid  Nestor  bring  me  spices,  ink  and  paper, 
My  casket  and  my  jewels;  and  bid  Nicander 
Bring  me  the  satin  coffer:  lay  the  babe 
Upon  the  pillow:  hie  thee,  whiles  I  say 
A  priestly  farewell  to  her:  suddenly,  woman.  70 

[Exit  Lychorida. 

See.  Sail.  Sir,  we  have  a  chest  beneath  the  hatches, 
caulked  and  bitumed  ready. 

Bar.  I  thank  thee.     Mariner,  say  what  coast  is  this? 

See.  Sail.  We  are  near  Tarsus. 

Per.  Thither,  gentle  mariner, 
Alter  thy  course  for  Tyre.     When  canst  thou  reach  it? 

Sec.  Sail.  By  break  of  dav,  if  the  wind  cease. 

Per.  O.  make  for  Tarsus! 
There  will  I  visit  Cleon,  for  the  babe 
Cannot  hold  out  to  Tvrus:  there  I'll  leave  it  80 
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At  careful  nursing.     Go  thy  ways,  good  mariner: 

I'll  bring  the  body  presently.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     Epliesus.     A  room  in  Cerimon's  7iouse. 

Enter  Cerimon,  with  a  Servant,  and  some  Persons  who  have 
been  shipwrecked. 

Cer.  Philemon,  ho! 

Eater  Philemon. 

Phil.  Doth  my  lord  call? 

Cer.  Get  fire  and  meat  for  these  poor  men: 
'T  has  been  a  turbulent  and  stormy  night. 

Serv.  I  have  been  in  many;  but  such  a  night  as  this, 
Till  now,  I  ne'er  endured. 

Cer.  Your  master  will  be  dead  ere  you  return; 
There's  nothing  can  be  minister'd  to  nature 
That  can  recover  him.    [To  Philemon]   Give  this  to  the 

'pothecary, 
And  tell  me  how  it  works.  [Exeunt  all  but  Cerimon. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

First  Cent.  Good  morrow.  10 

Sec.  Gent.  Good  morrow  to  your  lordship. 

Cer.  Gentlemen, 

Why  do  you  stir  so  early? 

First  Gent.  Sir, 
Our  lodgings,  standing  bleak  upon  the  sea, 
Shook  as  the  earth  did  quake ; 
The  very  principals  did  seem  to  rend, 
And  all-to  topple:  pure  surprise  and  fear 
Made  me  to  quit  the  house. 

Sec.  Gent.  That  is  the  cause  we  trouble  you  so  early; 
'Tis  not  our  husbandry. 

Cer.  O,  you  say  well.  20 

First  Gent.  But  I  much  marvel  that  your  lordship,  having 
Rich  tire  about  you,  should  at  these  early  hours 
Shake  off  the  golden  slumber  of  repose. 
'Tis  most  strange, 

Nature  should  be  so  conversant  with  pain, 
Being  thereto  not  compell'd. 

Cer.  I  hold  it  ever, 

Virtue  and  cunning  were  endowments  greater 
Than  nobleness  and  riches:  careless  heirs 
May  the  two  latter  darken  and  expend; 
But  immortality  attends  the  former,  30 
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Making  a  man  a  god.     'Twas  known,  I  ever 

Have  studied  physic,  through  which  secret  art, 

By  turning  o'er  authorities,  I  have, 

Together  with  my  practice,  made  familiar 

To  me  and  to  my  aid  the  blest  infusions 

That  dwell  in  vegetives,  in  metals,  stoues; 

And  I  can  speak  of  the  disturbances 

That  nature  works,  and  of  her  cures;  which  doth  give  me 

A  more  content  in  course  of  true  delight 

Than  to  be  thirsty  after  tottering  honour,  40 

Or  tie  my  treasure  up  in  silken  bags, 

To  please  the  fool  and  death. 

See.  Gent.  Your  honour  has  through  Ephesus  pour'd  forth 
Your  charity,  and  hundreds  call  themselves 
Your  creatures,  who  by  you  have  been  restored: 
And  not  your  knowledge,  your  personal  pain,  but  even 
Your  pu.-se,  still  open,  hath  built  Lord  Cerimou 
Such  strong  renown  as  time  shall  ne'er  decay. 

E.uer  tico  or  three  Servants  icith  a  eltest. 

First  Sure.  So;  lift  there. 

Cer.  What  is  that? 

First  8  Sir,  even  now 

Did  the  sea  toss  upon  our  shore  this  chest:  50 

'Tis  of  some  wreck. 

Set't  down,  let's  look  upon't. 

S    .  Grid.    Tb  like  a  coffin,  sir. 

Oer.  Whatever  it  be, 

Tis  wondrous  heavy.     Wrench  it  open  straight: 
If  the  sea's  stomach  be  o'ercharg'd  with  gold, 
+  !Tis  a  good  constraint  of  fortune  it  belches  upon  us. 
'.  'Tis  so,  my  lord. 

Oar.  How  close  'tis  caulk'd  and  bitumed! 

Did  the  sea  cast  it  up? 

First  Sen.  I  never  saw  so  huge  a  billow,  sir, 
As  toss'd  it  upon  shore. 

Ctr.  Wrench  it  open ; 

Soft !  it  smells  most  sweetly  in  my  sense.  60 

Gmt.  A  delicate  odour. 

Oer.   As  ever  hit  my  nostril.     So,  up  with  it. 
O  you  most  potent  gods!  what's  here?  a  corse! 

First  Gmt.   Most  strange! 

Oer.  Shrouded  in  cloth  of  state;  balm'd  and  entreasured 
With  full  bags  of  spices!     A  passport  too! 
Apollo,  perfect  me  in  the  characters! 

[Reads  from  a  scroll. 
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"  Here  I  give  to  understand, 

If  e'er  this  coffin  drive  aland, 

I,  King  Pericles,  have  lost  70 

This  queen,  worth  all  our  mundane  cost. 

Who  finds  her,  give  her  burying; 

She  was  the  daughter  of  a  king: 

Besides  this  treasure  for  a  fee, 

The  gods  requite  bis  charity!" 
If  thou  livest,  Pericles,  thou  hast  a  heart 
That  even  cracks  for  woe!    This  chanced  to-night. 
See.  Gent.  Most  likely,  sir. 

Cer.  Xay,  certainly  to-night ; 

For  look  how  fresh  she  looks!     They  were  too  rough 
That  threw  her  in  the  sea.     Make  a  fire  within:  80 

Fetch  hither  all  my  boxes  in  my  closet.       [Exit  a  Servant. 
Death  may  usurp  on  nature  many  hours, 
And  yet  the  fire  of  life  kindle  again 
The  o'erpress'd  spirits,     f  I  heard  of  an  Egyptian 
That  bad  nine  hours  lien  dead, 
Who  was  by  good  appliance  recovered. 

Re-enter  a  Servant,  with  boxen,  napkim,  and  fire. 

Well  said,  well  said;  the  fire  and  cloths. 

The  rough  and  woeful  music  that  we  have, 

Cause  it  to  sound,  beseech  you. 

The  viol  once  more:  how  thou  stirr'st,  thou  block!  90 

The  music  there! — I  pray  you,  give  her  air. 

Gentlemen, 

This  queen  will  live:  nature  awakes;  a  warmth 

Breathes  out  of  her:  she  hath  not  been  entranced 

Above  five  hours:  see  how  she  gins  to  blow 

Into  life's  flower  again! 

Mfst  Gent.  The  heavens, 

Through  you,  increase  our  wonder  and  set  up 
Your  fame  for  ever. 

Cer.  She  is  alive;  behold, 

Her  eyelids,  cases  to  those  heavenly  jewels 
Which  Pericles  hath  lost,  100 

Begin  to  part  their  fringes  of  bright  gold; 
The  diamonds  of  a  most  praised  water 
Do  appear,  to  make  the  world  twice  rich.     Live, 
And  make  us  weep  to  hear  your  fate,  fair  creature, 
Rare  as  you  seem  to  be.  [She  moves. 

Thai.  O  dear  Diana, 

Where  am  I?    Where's  my  lord?    What  world  is  this? 

See.  Gent.  Is  not  this  strange? 

Firnt  Gtitt.  Most  rare. 
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C,  r.  Hush,  my  gentle  neighbours! 

Lend  me  your  hands;  to  the  next  chamber  bear  her. 
Get  linen:  now  this  matter  must  be  look'd  to, 
For  her  relapse  is  mortal.     Come,  come;  110 

And  ^Esculapius  guide  us!        [Exeunt,  carrying  her  away. 

Scene  III.     Tartu*.    A  room  in  Cleon's  house. 

Enter  Pericles,  Cleox,  Dioxyza,  and  Lyciiorida  tcith 
Marina  in  her  arms. 

Per.  Most  honour'd  Cleon,  I  must  needs  be  gone; 
My  twelve  months  are  expired,  and  Tyrus  stands 
In  a  litigious  peace.     You,  and  your  lady, 
Take  from  my  heart  all  thankfulness!     The  gods 
Make  up  the  rest  upon  you ! 

Cle.  Your  shafts  of  fortune,  thouarh  they  hurt  you  mor- 
tally. 
Yet  glance  full  wanderingly  on  us. 

Dion.  O  your  sweet  queen ! 

That  the  strict  fates  had  pleased  you  had  brought  her 

hither, 
To  have  bless'd  mine  eyes  with  her! 

Ptr.  "We  cannot  but  obey 

The  powers  above  us.  .  Could  I  rage  and  roar  10 

As  doth  the  sea  she  lies  in,  yet  the  end 
Must  be  as 'tis.     My  gentle  babe  Marina,  whom, 
For  she  was  born  at  sea,  I  have  named  so,  here 
I  charge  your  charity  withal,  leaving  her 
The  infant  of  your  care ;  beseeching  you 
To  give  her  princely  training,  that  she  may  be 
Manner"d  as  she  is  born. 

Gle.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  but  think 

Your  grace,  that  fed  my  country  with  your  corn, 
For  which  the  people's  prayers  still  foil  upon  you, 
Must  in  your  child  be  thought  on.    If  neglection  20 

Should  therein  make  me  vile,  the  common  body, 
By  you  relieved,  would  force  me  to  my  duty: 
But  if  to  that  my  nature  need  a  spur, 
The  gods  revenge  it  upon  me  and  mine, 
To  the  end  of  generation ! 

Per.  I  believe  you; 

Your  honour  and  your  goodness  teach  me  to't. 
Without  your  vows.     Till  she  be  married,  madam, 
By  bright  Diana,  whom  we  honour,  all 
Unscissar'd  shall  this  hair  of  mine  remain, 
Though  I  show  ill  in't.     So  I  take  my  leave.  30 
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Good  madam,  make  me  blessed  in  your  care 
In  bringing  up  my  child. 

Dion  I  have  one  myself, 

Who  shall  not  be  more  dear  to  my  respect 
Than  yours,  my  lord. 

Per.  Madam,  my  thanks  and  prayers. 

Cle.  We'll  bring  your  grace  e'en  to  the  edge  o'  the  shore, 
Then  give  you  up  to  the  mask'd  Neptuue  and 
The  gentlest  winds  of  heaven. 

Per.  I  will  embrace 

Your  offer.     Come,  dearest  madam.     O,  no  tears, 
Lychorida,  no  tears: 

Look  to  your  little  mistress,  on  whose  grace  40 

You  may  depend  hereafter.     Come,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  IV.    Ephesus.    A  room  in  Cerimon's  house. 
Enter  Ceiumon  and  Tiiaisa. 

Cer.  Madam,  this  letter,  and  some  certain  jewels, 
Lay  with  you  in  your  coffer:  which  are  now 
At  your  command.     Know  you  the  character? 

Thai,  It  is  my  lord's. 
That  I  was  shipp'd  at  sea,  I  well  remember, 
Even  on  my  eaning-time;  but  whether  there 
Deliver'd,  by  the  holy  gods. 
I  cannot  rightly  say.     But  since  King  Pericles, 
My  wedded  lord,  I  ne'er  shall  see  again, 
A  vestal  livery  will  I  take  me  to,  10 

And  never  more  have  joy. 

Cer.  Madam,  if  tins  you  purpose  as  ye  speak, 
Diana's  temple  is  not  distant  far, 
Where  you  may  abide  till  your  date  expire. 
Moreover,  if  you  please,  a  niece  of  mine 
Shall  there  attend  you. 

Thai.  My  recompense  is  thanks,  that's  all; 
Yet  my  good  will  is  great,  though  the  gift  small.   [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  Goweh. 

Gow.  Imagine  Pericles  arrived  at  Tyre, 
Welcomed  and  settled  to  his  own  desire. 
His  woeful  queen  we  leave  at  Ephesus, 
Unto  Diana  there  a  votaress; 
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Now  to  Marina  bend  your  mind, 
Whom  our  fast-growing  scene  must  find 
At  Tarsus,  and  by  Cleon  train'd 
In  music,  letters;  who  hath  gain'd 
Of  education  all  the  grace. 

"Which  makes  her  both  the  heart  and  place  10 

Of  general  wonder.     But,  alack, 
That  monster  envy,  oft  the  wrack 
Of  earned  praise,  Marina's  life 
Seeks  to  take  off  by  treason's  knife. 
And  in  this  kind  hath  our  Cleon 
One  daughter,  and  a  wench  full  grown, 
Even  ripe  for  marriage-rite ;  this  maid 
Hight  Philoten :  and  it  is  said 
For  certain  in  our  story,  she 

Would  ever  with  Marina  be:  20 

Be't  when  she  weaved  the  sleided  silk 
With  fingers  long,  small,  white  as  milk; 
Or  when  she  would  with  sharp  needle  wound 
The  cambric,  which  she  made  more  sound 
By  hurting  it;  or  when  to  the  lute 
She  sung,  and  made  the  night-bird  mute, 
That  still  records  with  moan;  or  when 
She  would  with  rich  and  constant  pen 
Vail  to  her  mistress  Dian ;  still 
This  Philoten  contends  in  skill  30 

With  absolute  Marina-  so 
With  the  dove  of  Paphos  might  the  crow 
Vie  feathers  white.     Marina  gets 
All  praises,  which  are  paid  as  debts, 
And  not  as  given.     This  so  darks 
In  Philoten  all  graceful  marks, 
That  Cleon's  wife,  with  envy  rare, 
A  present  murderer  does  prepare 
For  good  Marina,  that  her  daughter 
Might  stand  peerless  by  this  slaughter.  40 

The  sooner  her  vile  thoughts  to  stead, 
Lychorida,  our  nurse,  is  dead : 
j  And  cursed  Dionyza  hath 

The  pregnant  instrument  of  wrath 

Prest  for  this  blow.     The  unborn  event 

I  do  commend  to  your  content : 

Only  I  carry  winged  time 

Post  on  the  lame  feet  of  my  rhyme ; 

Which  never  could  I  so  convey. 

Unless  your  thoughts  went  on' my  way.  50 

Dionyza  does  appear. 

With  Leonine,  a  murderer.    .  {Exit, 
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Scene  I.     Tarsus.    An  open  place  near  the  sea-shore. 
Enter  Dionyza  and  Leonine. 

Dion.  Thy  oath  remember;  thou  hast  sworn  to  do't: 
"Tis  but  a  blow,  which  never  shall  be  known. 
Thou  canst  not  do  a  thing  in  the  world  so  soon, 
To  yield  thee  so  much  profit.     Let  not  conscience, 
Which  is  but  cold,  inflaming  love  i'  thy  bosom, 
Inflame  too  nicely;  nor  let  pity,  which 
Even  women  have  cast  off,  melt  thee,  but  be 
A  soldier  to  thy  purpose. 

Leon.  I  Avill  do't;  but  yet  she  is  a  goodly  creature.         9 

Dion.  The  fitter,  then,  the  gods  should  have  her.  fHere 
she  comes  weeping  for  her  only  mistress'  death.  Thou  art 
resolved? 

Leon.  I  am  resolved. 

Enter  Marina,  with  a  basket  of  flowers. 

Mar.  No,  I  will  rob  Tellus  of  her  weed, 
To  strew  thy  green  with  flowers:  the  yellows,  blues, 
The  purple  violets,  and  marigolds. 
Shall  as  a  carpet  hang  upon  thy  grave, 
While  summer  days  do  last.     Ay  me!  poor  maid, 
Born  in  a  tempest,  when  my  mother  died, 
This  world  to  me  is  like  a  lasting  storm,  20 

Whirring  me  from  my  friends. 

Dion.  How  now,  Marina!  why  do  you  keep  alone? 
How  chance  my  daughter  is  not  with  you?    Do  not 
Consume  your  blood  with  sorrowing:  you  have 
A  nurse  of  me.     Lord,  how  your  favour's  chauged 
With  this  unprofitable  woe! 
Come,  give  me  your  flowers,  ere  the  sea  mar  it. 
Walk  with  Leonine;  the  air  is  quick  there, 
And  it  pierces  and  sharpens  the  stomach.     Come, 
Leonine,  take  her  by  the  arm,  walk  with  her.  30 

Mar.  No,  I  pray  you; 
I'll  not  bereave  you  of  your  servant. 

Dion.  Come,  ceme; 

I  love  the  king  your  father,  and  yourself, 
With  more  thau  foreign  heart.     We  every  day 
Expect  him  here:  when  he  shall  come  and  find 
Our  paragon  to  all  reports  thus  blasted, 
He  will  repent  the  breadth  of  his  great  voyage; 
Blame  both  my  lord  and  me,  that  we  have  taken 
No  care  to  your  best  courses.     Go,  I  pray  you. 
Wfdk,  and  be  cheerful  once  again;  reserve.  40 
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That  excellent  complexion,  which  did  steal, 
The  eyes  of  young  and  old.     Care  not  for  me; 
I  can  so  home  alone. 

Mar.  Well,  I  will  go; 

But  yet  I  have  no  desire  to  it. 

iJi'iu.  Come,  come,  I  know  'tis  good  for  you. 
Walk  half  an  hour.  Leonine,  at  the  least: 
Remember  what  I  have  said. 

Leon.  I  warrant  you,  madam. 

Dion.   I'll  leave  you,  my  sweet  lady,  for  a  while: 
Pray,  walk  softly,  do  not  heat  your  blood: 
What!  I  must  have  a  care  of  you. 

Mar.  My  thanks,  sweet  madam.    60 

[Exit  Dionyzn. 
Is  this  wind  westerly  that  blows? 

Leon.  South-west. 

Mar.  When  I  was  born,  the  wind  was  north. 

Leon,  Was't  so? 

Mar.  My  father,  as  nurse  said,  did  never  fear, 
But  cried  "  Good  seamen!''  to  the  sailors,  galling 
His  kingly  hands,  haling  ropes, 
And,  clasping  to  the  mast,  endured  a  sea 
That  almost  burst  the  deck. 

Leon.  When  was  this? 

Mar.  When  I  was  born. 
Never  was  waves  nor  wind  more  violent;  60 

And  from  the  ladder  tackle  washes  off 
A  canvas-climber.     "  Ha!"  says  one,  "  wilt  out?" 
And  with  a  dropping  industry  they  skip 
From  stem  to  stern:  the  boatswain  whistles,  and 
The  master  calls,  and  trebles  their  confusion. 

Leon.  Come,  say  your  prayers. 

Mar.  What  meauyou? 

Leon.  If  you  require  a  little  space  for  prayer, 
I  grant  it:  pray:  but  lie  not  tedious. 

For  the  gods  are  quick  of  ear,  and  I  am  sworn  70 

To  do  my  work  with  haste. 

Mar.   "  Why  will  you  kill  me? 

Leon.  To  satisfy  my  lady. 

Mar.  Why  would  she  have  me  kill'd? 
Now,  as  I  can  remember,  by  my  troth, 
I  never  did  her  hurt  in  all  my  life: 
I  never  spake  bad  word,  nor  did  ill  turn 
To  any  living  creature;  believe  me,  la, 
I  never  kill'd  a  mouse,  nor  hurt  a  fly: 
I  trod  upon  a  worm  against  my  will. 
But  I  wept  for  it.     How  have  'I  offended,  80 
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Wherein  my  death  might  yield  her  any  profit, 
Or  my  life  imply  her  any  danger? 

Leon.  My  commission 
Is  not  to  reason  of  the  deed,  but  do  it. 

Mar.  You  will  not  do't  for  all  the  world,  I  hope. 
You  are  well  favour'd,  and  your  looks  foreshow 
You  have  a  gentle  heart.     I  saw  you  lately, 
When  you  caught  hurt  in  parting  two  that  fought: 
Good  sooth,  it  show'd  well  in  you:  do  so  now; 
Your  lady  seeks  my  life;  come  you  between,  90 

And  save  poor  me,  the  weaker. 

Leon.  I  am  sworn, 

And  will  dispatch.  [He  seizes  Tier. 

Enter  Pirates. 

First  Pirate.        Hold,  villain!  [Leonine  runs  away. 

Sec.  Pirate.  A  prize !  a  prize ! 
Third  Pirate.  Half -part,  mates,  half-part. 
Come,  let's  have  her  aboard  suddenly. 

[Exeunt  Pirates  with  Marina. 

Re-enter  Leonine. 

Leon.  These  roguing  thieves  serve  the  great  pirate  Valdes ; 
And  they  have  seized  Marina.     Let  her  go: 
There's  no  hope  she  will  return.     I'll  swear  she's  dead, 
And  thrown  into  the  sea.     But  I'll  see  further:  100 

Perhaps  they  will  but  please  themselves  upon  her, 
Not  carry  her  aboard.     If  she  remain, 
Whom  they  have  ravish'd  must  by  me  be  slain.  [Exit. 

Scene  II.     Mytilene.     A  room  in  a  brothel. 
Enter  Pandar,  Bawd,  and  Boult. 

Pand.  Boult! 

Boult,  Sir? 

Pand.  Search  the  market  narrowly ;  Mytilene  is  full  of 
gallants.  We  lost  too  much  money  this  mart  by  being  too 
wenchless. 

Bared,  We  were  never  so  much  out  of  creatures.  We 
have  but  poor  three,  and  they  can  do  no  more  than  they 
can  do;  and  they  with  continual  action  are  even  as  good 
as  rotten.  9 

Pand.  Therefore  let's  have  fresh  ones,  whate'er  we  pay 
for  them.  If  there  be  not  a  conscience  to  be  used  in  every 
trade,  we  shall  never  prosper. 

Bawd.  Thou  sayest  true;  'tis  not  our  bringing  up  of  poor 
bastards,— as,  I  think,  I  have  brought  up  some  eleven— 
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Boult.  Ay,  to  eleven;  and  brought  them  down  again. 
But  shall  I  search  the  market? 

Rued.  What  else,  man?  The  stuff  we  have,  a  strong 
wind  will  blow  it  to  pieces,  they  are  so  pitifully  sodden.    21 

Pand.  Thou  sayest  true;  they're  too  unwholesome,  o' 
conscience.  The  poor  Transylvanian  is  dead,  that  lay  with 
the  little  baggage. 

Boult.  Ay,  she  quickly  pooped  him,  she  made  him  roast- 
meat  for  worms.     But  I'll  go  search  the  market.         [Exit. 

Bind.  Three  or  four  thousand  chequins  were  as  pretty  a 
proportion  to  live  quietly,  and  so  give  over.  30 

Bated.  Why  to  give  over,  I  pray  you?  is  it  a  shame  to  get 
when  we  are  old? 

Bind.  O,  our  credit  comes  not  in  like  the  commodity, 
nor  the  commodity  wages  not  with  the  danger:  therefore, 
if  in  our  youths  we  could  pick  up  some  pretty  estate, 
'twere  not"  amiss  to  keep  our  door  hatched.  Besides,  the 
sore  terms  we  stand  upon  with  the  gods  will  be  strong  with 
us  for  giving  over.  39 

Bawd.  Come,  other  sorts  offend  as  well  as  we. 

Bund.  As  well  as  we!  ay,  and  better  too;  we  offend 
worse.  Neither  is  our  profession  any  trade ;  it's  no  calling. 
But  here  comes  Boult. 

Bc-enter  Boult,  with  the  Pirates  and  Marina. 

BonH.  [Tot Marina]  Come  your  ways.  My  masters,  you 
say  she's  a  virgin? 

First  Bimti.  O,  sir,  we  doubt  it  not. 

Boult.  Master,  I  have  gone  through  for  this  piece,  you 
see:  if  j'ou  like  her,  so;  if  not,  I  have  lost  my  earnest. 

Bawd.  Boult,  has  she  any  qualities?  50 

B'nilt.  She  has  a  good  face,  speaks  well,  and  has  excel- 
lent good  clothes:  there's  no  further  necessity  of  qualities 
can  make  her  be  refused. 

Bawd.  What's  her  price,  Boult? 

Boult.  I  cannot  be  bated  one  doit  of  a  thousand  pieces. 

Blind.  Well,  follow  me,  my  masters,  you  shall  have  your 
money  presently.  Wife,  take  her  in;  instruct  her  what 
she  has  to  do,  that  she  may  not  be  raw  in  her  entertain- 
ment. [Exeunt  Bandar  and  Birates.    60 

Baird.  Boult,  take  you  the  marks  of  her,  the  colour  of 
her  hair,  complexion,  height,  age,  with  warrant  of  her  vir- 
ginity; and  cry  "He  that  will  give  most  shall  have  her 
first.  Such  a  maidenhead  were  no  cheap  thing,  if  men 
were  as  they  have  been.     Get  this  done  as  I  command  you. 

Boult.  Performance  shall  follow.  [Exit. 

}fir.  Alack  that  Leonine  was  so  slack,  so  slow! 
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He  should  have  struck,  not  spoke ;  or  that  these  pirates, 
Not  enough  barbarous,  had  not  o'erboard  thrown  me       70 
For  to  seek  my  mother ! 

Bawd.  Why  lament  you,  pretty  one? 

Mar.  That  I  am  pretty. 

Bawd.  Come,  the  gods  have  done  their  part  in  you. 

Mar.  I  accuse  them  not. 

Batrd.  You  are  light  into  my  hands,  where  you  are  liku 
to  live. 

Mar.  The  more  my  fault 
To  scape  his  hands  where  I  was  like  to  die.  80 

Bawd.  Ay,  and  you  shall  live  in  pleasure. 

Mar.  No. 

Bawd.  Yes,  indeed  shall  you,  and  taste  gentlemen  of  all 
fashions:  you  shall  farewell;  you  shall  have  the  differ- 
ence of  all  complexions.     What!  do  you  stop  your  ears? 

Mar.  Are  you  a  w  oman  ? 

Bawd.  AVhat  would  you  have  me  be,  an  I  be  not  a 
woman? 

Mar.  An  honest  woman,  or  not  a  woman.  90 

Bawd.  Marry,  whip  thee,  gosling:  I  think  I  shall  have 
something  to  do  with  you.  Come,  you're  a  young  foolish 
sapling,  and  must  be  bowed  as  I  would  have  you. 

Mar.  The  gods  defend  me! 

Bawd.  If  it  please  the  gods  to  defend  you  by  men,  then 
men  must  comfort  you,  men  must  feed  you,  men  must  stir 
you  up.     Boult's  returned. 

Re-enter  Boult. 

Now,  sir,  hast  thou  cried  her  through  the  market? 

Boult.  I  have  cried  her  almost  to  the  number  of  her 
hairs;  I  have  drawn  her  picture  with  my  voice. 

Bawd.  And  I  prithee  tell  me,  how  dost  thou  find  the  in- 
clination of  the  people,  especially  of  the  younger  sort? 

Boult.  'Faith,  they  listened  to  me  as  they  would  have 
hearkened  to  their  father's  testament.  There  was  a  Span- 
iard's mouth  so  watered,  that  he  went  to  bed  to  her  very 
description.  109 

Bawd.  We  shall  have  him  here  to-morrow  with  his  best 
ruff  on. 

Boult.  To-night,  to-night.  But,  mistress,  do  you  know 
the  French  knight  that  cowers  i'  the  hams? 

Bawd.  Who,  Monsieur  Veroles? 

Boult.  Ay,  he:  he  offered  to  cut  a  caper  at  the  procla- 
mation ;  but  he  made  a  groan  at  it,  and  swore  he  would  see 
her  to-niorrow. 

Batrd,  Well,  well;  as  for  him,  he  brought  his  disease 
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hither:  here  he  does  but  repair  it.     I  know  he  will  come 
in  our  shadow,  to  scatter  his  crowns  in  the  sun. 

Boult.  Well,  if  wo  had  of  every  nation  a  traveller,  we 
should  lodge  them  with  this  sign.  * 

Bawl,  [lb  Mar.]  Pray  you.  come  hither  awhile.  You 
have  fortunes  coming  upon  you.  Mark  me:  you  must 
seem  to  do  that  fearfully  which  you  commit  willingly,  de- 
spise profit  where  you  have  most  gain.  To  weep  that  you 
live  as  ye  do  makes  pity  in  your  lovers:  seldom  but  that 
pity  begets  you  a  good  opinion,  and  that  opinion  a  mere 
profit. 

Mar.  I  understand  you  not. 

Bruit.  O,  take  her  home,  mistress,  take  her  home:  these 
blushes  of  hers  must  be  quenched  with  some  present  prac- 
tice. 

Baud.  Thou  savest  true,  i'  faith,  so  they  must;  for  your 
bride  goes  to  that  with  shame  which  is  her  way  to  go  with 
warrant.  139 

Boult.  'Faith,  some  do,  and  some  do  not.  But,  mistress, 
if  I  have  bargained  for  the  joint, — 

Bawd.  Thou  mayst  cut  a  morsel  off  the  spit. 

Boult.  I  may  so. 

B'lird.  Who  should  deny  it?  Come,  young  one,  I  like 
the  manner  of  your  garments  well. 

Boult.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  the}"  shall  not  be  changed  yet. 

Bated.  Boult,  spend  thou  that  in  the  town;  report  what 
a  sojourner  we  have;  you'll  lose  nothing  by  custom. 
When  nature  framed  this  piece,  she  meant  thee  a  good 
turn ;  therefore  say  what  a  paragon  she  is,  and  thou  hast 
the  harvest  out  of  thine  own  report. 

Boult.  I  warrant  you,  mistress,  thunder  shall  not  so 
awake  the  beds  of  eels  as  my  giving  out  her  beauty  stir 
up  the  lewdly-inclined.     I'll  bring  home  some  to-night. 

Bawd.  Come  your  ways ;  follow  me. 

Mar.  If  fires  be  hot,  knives  sharp,  or  waters  deep, 
Untied  I  still  my  virgin  knot  will  keep.  160 

Diana,  aid  my  purpose! 

Bawd.  What  have  we  to  do  with  Diana?  Pray  vou.  will 
you  go  with  us  ?  [Exe  v.  n  t. 

Scexe  III.     Tarsus.     A  room  in  Clean's  house. 

Enter  Cleox  and  Dioxyza. 

Dion.   Why,  are  you  foolish?     Can  it  be  undone? 
O  Dionyza.  such  a  piece  of  slaughter 
The  sun  and  moon  ne'er  look'd  upon ! 
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Dion.  I  think 

You'll  turn  a  child  again. 

Cle.  Were  I  chief  lord  of  all  this  spacious  world, 
t'ld  give  it  to  undo  the  deed.     O  lady, 
Much  less  in  blood  than  virtue,  yet  a  princess 
To  equal  any  single  crown  o'  the  earth 
I'  the  justice  of  compare!     O  villain  Leonine! 
Whom  thou  hast  poison'd  too:  10 

If  thou  hadst  drunk  to  him,  't  had  been  a  kindness 
Becoming  well  thy  fact:  what  canst  thou  say 
When  noble  Pericles  shall  demand  his  child? 

Dion.  That  she  is  dead.     Nurses  are  not  the  fates, 
To  foster  it,  nor  ever  to  preserve. 
She  died  at  night;  I'll  say  so.     Who  can  cross  it? 
Unless  you  play  the  pious  innocent, 
And  for  an  honest  attribute  cry  out 
"  She  died  by  foul  play." 

Cle.  O,  go  to.     Well,  well, 

Of  all  the  faults  beneath  the  heavens,  the  gods  20 

Do  like  this  worst. 

Dion.  Be  one  of  those  that  think 

The  petty  wrens  of  Tarsus  will  fly  hence, 
And  open  this  to  Pericles.     I  do  shame 
To  think  of  what  a  noble  strain  you  are, 
And  of  how  coward  a  spirit. 

Cle.  To  such  proceeding 

Who  ever  but  his  approbation  added, 
Though  not  his  prime  consent,  he  did  not  flow 
From  honourable  sources. 

Dion.  Be  it  so,  then : 

Yet  none  does  know,  but  you.  how  she  came  dead, 
Nor  none  can  know,  Leonine  being  gone.  30 

She  did  disdain  my  child,  and  stood  between 
Her  and  her  fortunes:  none  would  look  on  her, 
But  cast  their  gazes  on  Marina's  face; 
Whilst  ours  was  blurted  at  and  held  a  malkin 
Not  worth  the  time  of  day.     It  pierced  me  thorough; 
And  though  you  call  my  course  unnatural, 
You  not  your  child  well  loving,  yet  I  find 
It  greets  me  as  an  enterprise  of  kindness 
Perform'd  to  your  sole  daughter. 

Cle.  Heavens  forgive  it! 

Dion.  And  as  for  Pericles,  40 

What  should  he  say?.    We  wept  after  her  hearse, 
And  yet  we  mourn :  her  monument 
Is  almost  finish'd,  and  her  epitaphs 
In  glittering  golden  characters  express 
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A  general  praise  to  her,  and  care  in  us 
At  whose  expense  'tis  done. 

Cle.  Thou  art  like  the  harpy, 

Which,  to  betray,  dost,  -with  thine  angel's  face, 
Seize  with  thine  eagle's  talons. 

Dion.  You  are  like  one  that  superstitiously 
Doth  swear  to  the  gods  that  winter  kills  the  flies:  50 

But  yet  I  know  you'll  do  as  I  advise.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.     Enter  Gower,  before  the  monument  of  Marina 
at  Tarsus. 

Ooip.  Thus  time  we  waste,  and  longest  leagues  make 
short; 
Sail  seas  in  cockles,  have  an  wish  but  for't; 
Making,  to  take  your  imagination, 
From  bourn  to  bourn,  region  to  region. 
By  you  being  pardon'd,  we  commit  no  crime 
To  use  one  language  in  each  several  clime 
Where  our  scenes  seem  to  live.     I  do  beseech  you 
To  learn  of  me.  who  stand  i'  the  gaps  to  teach  you, 
The  stages  of  our  story.     Pericles 

Is  now  again  thwarting  the  wayward  seas,  10 

Attended  on  by  many  a  lord  and  knight, 
To  see  his  daughter,  all  his  life's  delight. 
Old  Escanes,  whom  Helicanus  late 
Advanced  in  time  to  great  and  high  estate, 
Is  left  to  govern.     Bear  you  it  in  mind, 
Old  Helicanus  goes  along  behind. 
Well-sailing  ships  and  bounteous  winds  have  brought 
This  king  to  Tarsus, — think  his  pilot  thought; 
So  with  his  steerage  shall  your  thoughts  grow  on, — 
T<<  fetch  his  daughter  home,  who  first  is  gone.  20 

Like  motes  and  shadows  see  them  move  awhile; 
Your  ears  unto  your  eyes  I'll  reconcile. 

Dumb  Show. 

Efitir  Pericles,  at  one  door,  with  all  7tis  train;  Cleon  and 

Dionyza.  at  the  other.     Cleon  shoics  Pericles  the  tomb; 

ichereat  Pericles  make*  fomentation,  puts  on  sackcloth. 

and  in  a  mighty  pamion  departs.      Then  Exeunt  Cleon 

and  Dionyza. 
See  how  belief  may  suffer  by  foul  show ! 
This  borrow'd  passion  stands  for  true  old  woe; 
And  Pericles,  in  sorrow  all  devour'd, 
With  sighs  shot  through,  and  biggest  tears  o'ershower'd. 
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Leaves  Tarsus  and  again  embarks.     He  swears 
Never  to  wash  his  face,  nor  cut  his  hairs: 
He  puts  on  sackcloth,  and  to  sea.     He  bears 
A  tempest,  which  his  mortal  vessel  tears,  30 

And  yet  he  rides  it  out.     Now  please  you  wit 
The  epitaph  is  for  Marina  writ 

By  wicked  Dionyza.     [Reads  the  inscription  on  Marina's 

monument. 
"  The  fairest,  sweet'st,  and  best  lies  here, 
Who  wither'd  in  her  spring  of  year. 
She  was  of  Tyrus  the  king's  daughter, 
On  whom  foul  death  hath  made  this  slaughter; 
Marina  was  she  call'd;  and  at  her  birth, 
Thetis,  being  proud,  swallow'd  some  part  o'  the  earth: 
Therefore  the  earth,  fearing  to  be  o'erfiowed,  40 

Hath  Thetis'  birth-child  on  the  heavens  bestow'd: 
Wherefore  she  does,  and  swears  she'll  never  stint, 
Make  raging  battery  upon  shores  of  flint." 
No  visor  does  become  black  villany 
So  well  as  soft  and  tender  flattery. 
Let  Pericles  believe  his  daughter's  dead, 
And  bear  his  courses  to  be  ordered 
By  Lady  Fortune;  while  our  scene  must  play 
His  daughter's  woe  and  heavy  well-a-day 
In  her  unholy  service.     Patience,  then,  50 

And  think  you  now  are  all  in  Mytilene.  [Exit. 

Scene  V.     Mytilene.     A  street  before  the  brothel. 
Enter,  from  the  brothel,  two  Gentlemen. 

First  Gent.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like? 

Sec.  Gent.  No,  nor  never  shall  do  in  such  a  place  as  this, 
she  being  once  gone. 

First  Gent.  But  to  have  divinit}'  preached  there!  did  you 
ever  dream  of  such  a  thing? 

Sec.  Gent.  No,  no.  Come,  I  am  for  no  more  bawdy- 
houses:  shall's  go  hear  the  vestals  sing? 

First  Gent.  I'll  do  any  thing  now  that  is  virtuous;  but  I 
am  out  of  the  road  of  rutting  for  ever.  [Exeunt.     10 

Scene  VI.     The  same.     A  room  in  the  brothel. 
Enter  Pandar,  Bawd,  and  Boult. 

Panel.  Well,  I  had  rather  than  twice  tlie  worth  of  her 
she  had  ne'er  come  here. 
Bawd.  Fie,  fie  upon  her!  she's  able  to  freeze  the  god 
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Priapus.  and  undo  a  whole  generation.  We  must  either 
get  her  ravished,  or  be  rid  of  her.  When  she  should  do 
for  clients  her  fitment,  and  do  me  the  kindness  of  our  pro- 
fession, she  has  me  her  quirks,  her  reasons,  her  master 
reasons,  her  prayers,  her  knees;  that  she  would  make  a 
puritan  of  the  devil,  if  he  should  cheapen  a  kiss  of  her. 

Boult.  Faith,  I  must  ravish  her,  or  she'll  disfurnish  us 
of  all  our  cavaliers,  and  make  our  swearers  priests. 

Panel.  Xow,  the  pox  upon  her  green-sickness  for  me! 

Bawd.  'Faith,  there's  no  way  to  be  rid  on't  but  by  the 
way  to  the  pox.  Here  comes  the  Lord  Lysimachus  dis- 
guised. 

Boult.  We  should  have  both  lord  and  lown,  if  the  peev- 
ish baggage  would  but  give  way  to  customers.  21 

Enter  Lysimachxs. 

Lys.  How  now!    How  a  dozen  of  virginities? 

B'ticd.  Now,  the  gods  to  bless  your  honour! 

Boult.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  honour  in  good  health. 

Lys.  You  may  so;  'tis  the  better  for  you  that  your  re- 
sorters  stand  upon  sound  legs.  How  now!  wholesome 
iniquity  have  you  that  a  man  may  deal  withal,  and  defy 
the  surgeon? 

Bard.  We  have  here  one,  sir,  if  she  would — but  there 
never  came  her  like  in  Mytilene.  31 

Lys.  If  she'ld  do  the  deed  of  darkness,  thou  wouldst  -ay. 

Bard.  Your  honour  knows  what  'tis  to  sav  well  enough. 

Lys.  Well,  call  forth,  call  forth. 

Built.  For  flesh  and  blood,  sir,  white  and  red,  you  shall 
see  a  rose :  and  she  were  a  rose  indeed,  if  she  had  but — 

Lys.  What,  prithee?  40 

Boult.  O,  sir.  I  can  be  modest. 

Lys.  That  dignifies  the  renown  of  a  bawd,  no  less  than 
it  gives  a  good  report  to  a  number  to  be  chaste.  [Exit  Botilt. 

Bnicd.  Here  comes  that  which  grows  to  the  stalk;  never 
plucked  yet,  I  can  assure  you. 

Re-enter  Boult  with  Marina. 

Is  she  not  a  fair  creature? 

Lys.  'Faith,  she  would  serve  after  a  long  voyage  at  sea. 
Well,  there's  for  you:  leave  us. 

Bard.  I  beseech  your  honour,  give  me  leave:  a  word, 
and  I'll  have  done  presently.  51 

Lys.  I  beseech  you.  do. 

Bard.  [To  Marmd]  First,  I  would  have  you  note,  this 
is  an  honourable  man. 
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Mar.  I  desire  to  find  him  so,  that  I  may  worthily  note 
him. 

Bawd.  Next,  he's  the  governor  of  this  country,  and  a 
man  whom  I  am  hound  to. 

Mar.  If  he  govern  the  country,  you  are  hound  to  him 
indeed;  but  how  honourable  he  is  in  that,  I  know  not.    CI 

Bawd.  Pray  you,  without  any  more  virginal  fencing, 
will  you  use  him  kindly?  He  will  line  your  apron  with 
gold. 

Mar.  What  he  will  do  graciously,  I  will  thankfully 
receive. 

Lys.  Ha'  you  done? 

Bawd.  My  lord,  she's  not  paced  yet:  you  must  take 
some  pains  to  work  her  to  your  manage.  Come,  we  will 
leave  his  honour  and  her  together.     Go  thy  ways. 

[Exeunt  Bawd,  Bandar,  and  Bo  nit. 

Lys.  Now,  pretty  one,  how  long  have  you  been  at  this 
trade? 

Mar.  What  trade,  sir? 

Lys.  Why,  I  cannot  name't  but  I  shall  offend. 

Mar.  I  cannot  be  offended  with  my  trade.  Please  you 
to  name  it. 

Lys.  How  long  have  you  been  of  this  profession  ? 

Mar.  E'er  since  I  can  remember. 

Lys.  Did  you  go  to't  so  young?  Were  you  a  gamester 
at  five  or  at  seven?  81 

Mar.  Earlier  too,  sir,  if  now  I  be  one. 

Lys.  Why,  the  house  you  dwell  in  proclaims  you  to  be 
a  creature  of  sale. 

Mar.  Do  you  know  this  house  to  be  a  place  of  such  re- 
sort, and  will  come  into't?  I  hear  say  you  are  of  honour- 
able parts,  and  are  the  governor  of  this  place. 

Lys.  Why,  hath  your  principal  made  known  unto  you 
who  I  am?  90 

Mar.  Who  is  my  principal? 

Lys.  Why,  your  herb-woman;  she  that  sets  seeds  and 
roots  of  shame  and  iniquity.  O,  you  have  heard  some- 
thing of  my  power,  and  so  stand  aloof  for  more  serious 
wooing.  But  I  protest  to  thee,  pretty  one,  my  authority 
shall  not  see  thee,  or  else  look  friendly  upon  thee.  (  nine, 
bring  me  to  some  private  place:  come,  come. 

Mar.  If  you  were  born  to  honour,  show  it  now; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  the  judgement  good  100 

That  thought  you  worthy  of  it. 

Lys.  How's  this?  how's  this?    Some  more;  be  sage. 

Mar.  For  me, 
That  am  a  maid,  though  most  ungentle  fortune 
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Have  placed  me  in  this  sty,  where,  since  I  came, 
Diseases  have  been  sold  dearer  than  physic, 
0.  that  the  gods 

Would  set  me  free  from  this  unhallow'd  place, 
Though  they  did  change  me  to  the  meanest  bird 
That  flies  i*  the  pure  air! 

Lys.  I  did  not  think 

Thou  couldst  have  spoke  so  well;   ne'er  dream'd   thou 
could'st.  110 

Had  I  brought  hither  a  corrupted  mind, 
Thy  speech  had  alter'd  it.     Hold,  here's  gold  for  thee: 
Persevere  in  that  clear  way  thou  goest, 
And  the  gods  strengthen  thee! 

Mar.  The  good  gods  preserve  you : 

Lys.  For  me,  be  you  thoughten 
That  I  came  with  no  ill  intent ;  for  to  me 
The  very  doors  and  windows  savour  vilely. 
Fare  thee  well.     Thou  art  a  piece  of  virtue,  and 
I  doubt  not  but  thy  training  hath  been  noble. 
Hold,  here's  more  gold  for  thee.  120 

A  curse  upon  him,  die  he  like  a  thief, 
That  robs  thee  of  thy  goodness!     If  thou  dost 
Hear  from  him,  it  shall  be  for  thy  good. 

Be-enier  Boult. 

Boult.  I  beseech  your  honour,  one  piece  for  me. 

Lys.  A  vaunt,  thy  damned  door-keeper! 
Your  house,  but  for  this  virgin  that  doth  prop  it, 
Would  sink  and  overwhelm  you.     Away!  [Exit 

Boult.  How's  this?  We  must  take  another  course  with 
you.  If  your  peevish  chastity,  which  is  not  worth  a  break- 
fast in  the  cheapest  country  under  the  cope,  shall  undo 
a  whole  household,  let  me  be  gelded  like  a  spaniel.  Come 
your  ways. 

Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  me? 

Boult.  I  must  have  your  maidenhead  taken  off,  or  the 
common  hangman  shall  execute  it.  Come  your  ways 
We'll  have  no  more  gentlemen  driven  away.  Come  your 
ways,  I  say. 

Be-enter  Bawd. 

Bawd.  How  now!  what's  the  matter?  140 

Boult.  Worse  aud  worse,  mistress;  she  has  here  spoken 
holy  words  to  the  Lord  Lysimachus. 

Bawd.  O  abominable! 

Boult.  She  makes  our  profession  as  it  were  to  stink 
afore  the  face  of  the  gods. 


736  PERICLES.  [act  IV. 

Bawd.  Marry,  hang  her  up  for  ever! 

Boult.  The  nobleman  would  have  dealt  with  her  like  a 
nobleman,  and  she  sent  him  away  as  cold  as  a  snowball: 
saying  his  prayers  too.  149 

Bawd.  Boult,  take  her  away;  use  her  at  thy  pleasure: 
crack  the  glass  of  her  virginity,  and  make  the  rest  malle- 
able. 

Boult.  And  if  she  were  a  thornier  piece  of  ground  than 
she  is,  she  shall  be  ploughed. 

Mar.  Hark,  hark,  you  gods! 

Jhrwd.  She  conjures:  away  with  her!  Would  she  had 
never  come  within  my  doors!  Marry,  hang  you!  She's 
born  to  undo  us.  Will  you  not  go  the  way  of  women-kind? 
Marry,  come  up,  my  dish  of  chastity  with  rosemary  and 
bays !  [Exit. 

Boult.  Come,  mistress;  come  your  ways  with  me. 

Mar.  Whither  wilt  thou  have  me? 

Boult.  To  take  from  you  the  jewel  you  hold  so  dear. 

Mar.  Prithee,  tell  me  one  thing  first. 

Boult.  Come  now,  your  one  thing. 

Mar.  What  canst  thou  wish  thine  enemy  to  be? 

Boult.  Why,  I  could  wish  him  to  be  my  master,  or 
rather,  my  mistress.  170 

Mar.  Neither  of  these.are  so  bad  as  thou  art, 
Since  they  do  better  thee  in  their  command. 
Thou  hold'st  a  place,  for  which  the  pained'st  fiend 
Of  hell  would  not  in  reputation  change: 
Thou  art  the  damned  doorkeeper  to  every 
Coistrel  that  comes  inquiring  for  his  Tib; 
To  the  choleric  fisting  of  every  rogue 
Thy  ear  is  liable;  thy  food  is  such 
As  hath  been  belch 'd  on  by  infected  lungs.  179 

Boult.  What  would  you  have  me  do?  go  to  the  wars, 
would  you?  where  a  man  may  serve  seven  years  for  the 
loss  of  a  leg,  and  have  not  money  enough  in  the  end  to 
buy  him  a  wooden  one? 

Mar.  Do  any  thing  but  this  thou  doest.     Empty 
Old  receptacles,  or  common  shores,  or  filth; 
Serve  by  indenture  to  the  common  hangman: 
Any  of  these  ways  are  yet  better  than  this; 
For  what  thou  professest,  a  baboon,  could  he  speak, 
Would  own  a  name  too  dear.     O,  that  the  gods  190 

Would  safely  deliver  me  from  this  place! 
Here,  here's  gold  for  thee. 
If  that  thy  master  would  gain  by  me, 
Proclaim  that  I  can  sing,  weave,  sew,  and  dance, 
With  other  virtues,  which  I'll  keep  from  boast; 
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And  I  will  undertake  all  these  to  teach. 
I  doubt  not  but  this  populous  city  will 
Yield  many  scholars. 

Botilt.  But  can  you  teach  all  this  you  speak  of? 

Mar.  Prove  that  I  cannot,  take  me  home  again,  200 

And  prostitute  me  to  the  basest  groom 
That  doth  frequent  your  house. 

B».dt.   Well,  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  for  thee:  if  I  can 
place  thee,  I  will. 

Mar.  But  amongst  honest  women. 

3"dt.  'Faith,  my  acquaintance  lies  little  amongst  them 
But  since  my  master  and  mistress  have  bought  you,  there's 
no  going  but  by  their  consent:  therefore  I  will  make  them 
acquainted  with  your  purpose,  and  I  doubt  not  but  I  shall 
rind  them  tractable  enough.  Come,  I'll  do  for  thee  what  I 
can;  come  your  ways.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

Eider  Gower. 

Gow.  Marina  thus  the  brothel  'scapes,  and  chances 
Into  an  honest  house,  our  story  says. 
She  sings  like  one  immortal,  and  she  dances 
As  goddess-like  to  her  admired  lays; 
Deep  clerks  she  dumbs;  and  with  her  neeld  composes 
Nature's  own  shape,  of  bud,  bird,  branch,  or  berry, 
That  eveu  her  art  sisters  the  natural  roses; 
Her  inkle,  silk,  twin  with  the  rubied  cherry: 
That  pupils  lacks  she  none  of  noble  race, 
Who  pour  their  bounty  on  her;  and  her  gain  10 

She  gives  the  cursed  bawd.     Here  we  her  place; 
And  to  her  father  turn  our  thoughts  again, 
Where  we  left  him,  on  the  sea.     We  there  him  lost; 
Whence,  driven  before  the  winds,  he  is  arrived 
Here  where  his  daughter  dwells:  and  on  this  coast 
Suppose  him  now  &i  anchor.     The  city  strived 
God  Neptune's  annual  feast  to  keep-  from  whence 
Lysimachus  our  Tynan  ship  espies. 
Hi-,  banners  sable,  trimm'd  with  rich  expense-, 
And  to  him  in  his  barge  with  fervour  hies.  20 

In  your  supposing  once  more  put  your  sight 
Of  heavy  Pericles,  think  this  ins  bark; 
Where  what  is  done  in  action,  more.  If  might, 
Shall  be  discover'd;  please  you,  sit  and  hark.  [Rett 

suae.  hi. — 24 
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Scene  I.  On  board  Pericles'  ship,  off  Mytilene.  A  close 
pavilion,  on  deck,  with  a  curtain  before  it;  Pericles  within  it, 
reclined  on  a  couch.     A  barge  lying  beside  the  Tyrian  vessel. 

Enter  two  Sailors,  one  belonging  to  the  Tyrian  vessel,  the 
other  to  the  barge;  to  tliem  Helicanus. 

Tyr.  Sail.  [To  the  Sailor  of  Mytilene]  Where  is  lord  Heli- 
canus? he  can  resolve  you. 
O,  here  he  is. 

Sir,  there's  a  barge  put  off  from  Mytilene, 
And  in  it  is  Lysimachus  the  governor, 
Who  craves  to  come  aboard.     What  is  your  will? 

Jlel.  That  he  have  his.     Call  up  some  gentlemen. 

Tyr.  Sail.  Ho,  gentlemen!  my  lord  calls. 

Enter  two  or  three  Gentlemen. 

First  Gent.  Doth  your  lordship  call? 
Hel.  Gentlemen,    there's  some   of  worth  would    come 
aboard ; 
I  pray  ye,  greet  them  fairly.  10 

[The  Gentlemen  and  itie  two  Sailors  descend,  and  go  on 

board  tlie  barge. 

Enter,  from  thence,  Lysimachus  and  Lords;  with  the  Gen- 
tlemen and  the  two  Sailors. 

Tyr.  Sail.  Sir. 
This  is  the  man  that  can,  in  aught  you  would, 
Resolve  you. 

Lys.  Hail,  reverend  sir!  the  gods  preserve  you! 

Hel.  And  you,  sir,  to  outlive  the  age  I  am, 
And  die  as  I  would  do. 

Lys.  You  wish  me  well. 

Being  on  shore,  honouring  of  Neptune's  triumphs, 
Seeing  this  goodly  vessel  ride  before  us, 
I  made  to  it,  to  know  of  whence  you  are. 

Hel.  First,  what  is  your  place?  20 

Lys.  I  am  the  governor  of  this  place  you  lie  before. 

Hel.  Sir, 
Our  vessel  is  of  Tyre,  in  it  the  king; 
A  man  who  for  this  three  months  hath  not  spoken 
To  any  one,  nor  taken  sustenance 
But  to  prorogue  his  grief. 

Lys.  Upon  what  ground  is  his  distemperature? 

Jlel.  'Twould  be  too  tedious  to  repeat; 
But  the  main  grief  springs  from  the  loss 
Of  a  beloved  daughter  and  a  wife.  30 
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Ly*.  May  we  not  see  him? 

III.   You  may; 
But  bootless  is  your  sight:  he  will  not  speak 
To  any. 

Ly*.  Yet  let  me  obtain  my  wish. 

ILL  Behold  him.  [Peride*  discovered.]  This  was  a  goodly 
person, 
Till  the  disaster  that,  one  mortal  night, 
Drove  him  to  this. 

Lys.  Sir  king,  all  hail!  the  gods  preserve  you! 
Hail,  royal  sir!  40 

Hel.  It  is  in  vain;  he  will  not  speak  to  you. 

First  Lord.  Sir, 
We  have  a  maid  in  Mytilene,  I  durst  wager, 
Would  win  some  words  of  him. 

Lyx.  'Tis  well  bethought. 

She  questionless  with  her  sweet  harmony 
And  other  chosen  attractions,  would  allure, 
And  make  a  battery  through  his  deafen'd  parts, 
Which  now  are  midway  stopp'd: 
She  is  all  happy  as  the  fairest  of  all, 

And,  with  her  fellow  maids,  is  now  upon  50 

The  leafy  shelter  that  abuts  against 
The  island's  side. 

[  Wkkpen  a  Lard,  >rho  goes  off  in  the  barge  of  Lysimachus. 

H'L   Sure,  all's  effectless;  yet  nothing  we'll  omit 
That  bears  recovery's  name.     But,  since  your  kindness 
We  have  stretch'd  thus  far,  let  us  beseech  you 
That  for  our  gold  we  may  provision  have, 
Wherein  we  are  not  destitute  for  want, 
But  weary  for  the  staleness. 

Lys.  O,  sir,  a  courtesy 

Which  if  we  should  deny,  the  most  just  gods 
For  every  graff  would  send  a  caterpillar,  60 

And  so  afflict  our  province.     Yet  once  more 
Let  me  entreat  to  know  at  large  the  cause 
Of  your  king's  sorrow. 

ad.  Sit,  sir,  I  will  recount  it  to  you-. 

But,  see,  I  am  prevented. 

Re-enter,  from  the  barge,  Lord,  with  Marina,  and  a  young 
Lady. 

Lys.  O,  here  is 

The  lady  that  I  sent  for.     Welcome,  fair  one! 
Is't  not  a  goodly  presence? 

Hd.  She's  a  gallant  lady. 

Lyx.  She's  such  a  one,  that,  were  I  well  assured 
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Came  of  a  gentle  kind  and  noble  stock, 

I'ld  wish  no  better  choice,  and  think  me  rarely  wed. 

Fair  one,  all  goodness  that  consists  in  bounty  70 

Expect  even  here,  where  is  a  kingly  patient: 

If  that  thy  prosperous  and  artificial  feat 

Can  draw  him  but  to  answer  thee  in  aught, 

Thy  sacred  physic  shall  receive  such  pay 

As  thy  desires  can  wish. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  will  use 

My  utmost  skill  in  his  recovery, 
Provided 

That  none  but  I  and  my  companion  maid 
Be  suffer'd  to  come  near  him. 

Lys.  Come,  let  us  leave  her; 

And  the  gods  make  her  prosperous!  80 

[Marina  sings. 

Lys.  Mark'd  he  your  music? 

Mar.  No,  nor  look'd  on  us. 

Lys.  See,  she  will  speak  to  him. 

Mar.  Hail,  sir!  my  lord,  lend  ear. 

Per.  Hum,  ha! 

Mar.  I  am  a  maid, 
My  lord,  that  ne'er  before  invited  eyes, 
But  have  been  gazed  on  like  a  comet:  she  speaks, 
My  lord,  that,  may  be,  hath  endured  a  grief 
Might  equal  yours,  if  both  were  justly  weigh'd. 
Though  wayward  fortune  did  malign  my  state,  90 

My  derivation  was  from  ancestors 
Who  stood  equivalent  with  mighty  kings : 
But  time  hath  rooted  out  my  parentage, 
And  to  the  world  and  awkward  casualties 
Bound  me  in  servitude.     [Aside]  I  will  desist; 
But  there  is  something  glows  upon  my  cheek, 
And  whispers  in  mine  ear  "Go  not  till  he  speak." 

Per.  My  fortunes — parentage— good  parentage — 
To  equal  mine!— was  it  not  thus?  what  say  you?  99 

Mar.  I  said,  my  lord,  if  you  did  know  my  parentage, 
You  would  not  do  me  violence. 

Per.  I  do  think  so.     Pray  you,  turn  your  eyes  upon  me. 
You  are  like  something  that — what  country-woman? 
Here  of  these  shores? 

Mar.  No,  nor  of  any  shores : 

Yet  I  was  mortally  brought  forth,  and  am 
No  other  than  I  appear. 

Per.  I  am  great  with  woe,  and  shall  deliver  weeping. 
My  dearest  wife  was  like  this  maid,  and  such  a  one 
My  daughter  might  have  been:  my  queen's  square  brows; 
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Her  stature  to  an  inch;  as  wand-like  straight;  110 

As  silver- voiced;  her  eyes  as  jewel-like 

And  cased  as  richly;  in  pace  another  Juno; 

Who  starves  the  ears  she  feeds,  aud  makes  them  hungry, 

The  more  she  gives  them  speech.     Where  do  you  live? 

Mar.  Where  I  am  but  a  stranger:  from  the  deck 
You  may  discern  the  place. 

Per.  Where  were  you  bred? 

And  how  achieved  you  these  endowments,  which 
You  make  more  rich  to  owe? 

Mar.  If  I  should  tell  my  history,  it  would  seem 
Like  lies  disdain-'d  in  the  reporting. 

Pn:  Prithee,  speak:         120 

Falseness  cannot  come  from  thee;  for  thou  look'st 
Modest  as  Justice,  and  thou  seem'st  a  palace 
For  the  crown'd  Truth  to  dwell  in:  I  will  believe  thee, 
And  make  my  senses  credit  thy  relation 
To  points  that  seem  impossible:  for  thou  look'st 
Like  one  I  loved  indeed.     What  were  thy  friends? 
Didst  thou  not  say,  when  I  did  push  thee  back — 
Which  was  when*  I  perceived  thee — that  thou  earnest 
From  good  descending? 

Mir.  So  indeed  I  did. 

Per.  Report  thy  parentage.     I  think  thou  said'st        130 
Thou  hadst  been  toss'd  from  wrong  to  injury. 
Aud  that  thou  thought's!  thy  griefs  might  equal  mine, 
If  both  were  open'd. 

Mar.  Some  such  thing 

I  said,  and  said  no  more  but  what  my  thoughts 
Did  warrant  me  was  likely. 

Per.  Tell  thy  story; 

If  thine  consider'd  prove  the  thousandth  part 
Of  my  endurance,  thou  art  a  man,  and  I 
Have  suffer'd  like  a  girl:  yet  thou  dost  iook 
Like  Patience  gazing  on  kings*  graves,  and  smiling 
Extremity  out  of  act.     What  were  thy  friends?  140 

How  lost  thou  (hem?     Thy  name,  my  most  kind  virgin? 
Recount,  I  do  beseech  thee :  come,  sit  by  me. 

Mar.  My  name  is  "Marina. 

P  r.  O,  I  am  mock'd, 

And  thou  by  some  incensed  god  sent  hither 
To  make  the  world  to  laugh  at  me. 

Mar.  Patience,  good  sir, 

Or  here  I'll  cease. 

Per.  Nay,  I'll  be  patient. 

Thou  little  know'st  how  thou  dost  startle  me, 
To  call  thyself  Marina. 
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Mar.  The  name 
Was  given  me  by  one  that  had  some  power,  150 

My  father,  and  a  king. 

Per.  How!  a  king's  daughter? 

And  call'd  Marina? 

Mar.  You  said  you  would  believe  me; 

But,  not  to  be  a  troubler  of  your  peace, 
I  will  end  here. 

Per.  But  are  you  flesh  and  blood  ? 

Have  you  a  working  pulse?  and  are  no  fairy? 
Motion!    Well ;  speak  on.     Where  were  you  born? 
And  wherefore  call'd  Marina? 

Mar.  Call'd  Marina 

For  I  was  born  at  sea. 

Per.  At  sea!  what  mother? 

Mar.  My  mother  was  the  daughter  of  a  king; 
Who  died  the  minute  I  was  born,  160 

As  my  good  nurse  Lychorida  hath  oft 
Deliver'd  weeping. 

Per.  O,  stop  there  a  little ! 

{Aside]  This  is  the  rarest  dream  that  e'er  dull  sleep 
)id  mock  sad  fools  withal:  this  cannot  be: 
My  daughter's  buried.     Well:  where  were  you  bred? 
I'll  hear  you  more,  to  the  bottom  of  your  story, 
And  never  interrupt  you. 

Mar.  You  scorn :  believe  me,  'twrere  best  I  did  give  o'er. 

Per.  I  will  believe  you  by  the  syllable 
Of  what  you  shall  deliver.     Yet,  give  me  leave :  170 

How  come  you  in  these  parts?  where  were  you  bred? 

Mar.  The  king  my  father  did  in  Tarsus  leave  me ; 
Till  cruel  Cleon,  with  his  wicked  wife, 
Did  seek  to  murder  me :  and  having  woo'd 
A  villain  to  attempt  it,  who  having  drawn  to  do't, 
A  crew  of  pirates  came  and  rescued  me; 
Brought  me  to  Mytilene.     But,  good  sir, 
Whither  will  you  have  me?  Why  do  you  weep?  It  maybe, 
You  think  me  an  impostor:  no,  good  faith; 
I  am  the  daughter  to  King  Pericles,  180 

If  good  King  Pericles  be. 

Per.  Ho.  Helicanus! 

Hel.  Calls  my  lord? 

Per.  Thou  art  a  grave  and  noble  counsellor, 
Most  wise  in  general:  tell  me,  if  thou  canst, 
What  this  maid  is,  or  what  is  like  to  be, 
That  thus  hath  made  me  weep? 

Uel,  I  know  not;  but 
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Here  is  the  regent,  sir,  of  Mytilene 
Speaks  nobly  of  her. 

Ly*.  She  would  never  tell 

Her  parentage;  being  demanded  that,  190 

She  would  sit  still  and  weep. 

Per.  O  Helicanus,  strike  me,  honour'd  sir; 
Give  me  a  gash,  put  me  to  present  pain; 
Lest  this  great  sea  of  joys  rushing  upon  me 
O'erbear  the  shores  of  my  mortality, 
And  drown  me  with  their  sweetness.     O,  come  hither, 
Thou  that  beget'st  him  that  did  thee  beget ; 
Thou  that  wast  born  at  sea,  buried  at  Tarsus, 
And  found  at  sea  again!     O  Helicanus, 
Down  on  thy  knees^  thank  the  holy  gods  as  loud  200 

As  thunder  threatens  us:  this  is  Marina. 
What  was  thy  mother's  name?  tell  me  but  that, 
For  truth  can  never  l>e  confirm'd  enough, 
Though  doubts  did  ever  sleep. 

Mar.  First,  sir,  I  pray, 

What  is  vour  title? 

Par.  I  am  Pericles  of  Tyre:  but  tell  me  now 
My  drown'd  queen's  name,  as  in  the  rest  you  said 
Thou  hast  been  godlike  perfect, 
+The  heir  of  kimrdoms  and  another  like 
To  Pericles  thy  father.  210 

Mar.  Is  it  no  more  to  be  your  daughter  than 
To  say  my  mother's  name  was  Thaisa? 
Thaisa  was  my  mother,  who  did  end 
The  minute  I  begau. 

P  r.  Now,  blessing  on  thee!  rise;  thou  art  my  child. 
Give  me  fresh  garments.     Mine  own,  Helicanus; 
She  is  not  dead  at  Tarsus,  as  she  should  have  been, 
Bv  savase  Cleon:  she  shall  tell  thee  all; 
When  thou  shalt  kneel,  and  justify  in  knowledge 
She  is  thy  very  princess.     Who  is  thi-":  220 

lb I.  Sir.  'tis"  the  governor  of  Mytilene, 
Who,  hearing  of  your  melancholy  state, 
Did  come  to  see  you. 

P,r.  I  embrace  you. 

Give  me  my  robes.     I  am  wild  in  my  beholding. 
O  heavens  bless  my  girl!     But,  hark,  what  music? 
Tell  Helicanus,  my  Marina,  tell  him 
O'er,  point  by  point,  for  yet  he  seems  to  doubt. 
How  sure  you  are  my  daughter.     But,  what  music? 

11- '.  My  lord,  I  hear  none. 

Pr.   None!  230 

The  music  of  the  spheres!    List,  my  Marina, 
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Lys.  It  is  not  good  to  cross  him:  give  him  way. 

Per.  Rarest  sounds!     Do  ye  not  hear? 

Lys.  My  lord,  I  hear.     [Music. 

Per.  Most  heavenly  music! 
It  nips  me  unto  listening,  and  thick  slumber 
Hangs  upon  mine  eyes:  let  me  rest.  [Sleeps. 

Lys.  A  pillow  for  his  head: 
So,  leave  him  all.     Well,  my  companion  friends, 
If  this  but  answer  to  my  just  belief, 
I'll  well  remember  you.  [Exeunt  all  but  Pericles.  240 

Diana  appears  to  Pericles  as  in  a  vision. 

Dia.  My  temple  stands  in  Ephesus:  hie  thee  thither, 
And  do  upon  mine  altar  sacrifice. 
There,  when  my  maiden  priests  are  met  together, 
Before  the  people  all, 

Reveal  how  thou  at  sea  didst  lose  thy  wife: 
To  mourn  thy  crosses,  with  thy  daughter's,  call 
And  give  them  repetition  to  the  life. 
Or  perform  my  bidding,  or  thou  livest  in  woe; 
Do  it,  and  happy;  by  my  silver  bow! 
Awake,  and  tell  thy  dream.  [Disappears.  250 

Per.  Celestial  Dian,  goddess  argentine, 
I  will  obey  thee.     Helicanus! 

Re-enter  Helicanus,  Lysimachus,  and  Marina. 

Hel.  Sir? 

Per.  My  purpose  was  for  Tarsus,  there  to  strike 
The  inhospitable  Cleon;  but  I  am 
For  other  service  first:  toward  Ephesus 
Turn  our  blown  sails;  eftsoons  I'll  tell  thee  why. 
[To  Lysimachus]  Shall  we  refresh  us,  sir,  upon  your  shore, 
And  give  you  gold  for  such  provision 
As  our  intents  will  need? 

Lys.  Sir,  260 

With  all  my  heart;  and,  when  you  come  ashore, 
I  have  another  suit. 

Per.  You  shall  prevail, 

Were  it  to  woo  my  daughter;  for  it  seems 
You  have  been  noble  towards  her. 

Ljys.  Sir,  lend  me  your  arm. 

Per.  Come,  my  Marina.  [Exeunt 
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Scene  II.     Enter  Gower,  before  the  temple  of  Diana  at 

Ephesus. 

Gow.  Xow  our  sands  are  almost  run ; 
More  a  little,  and  then  dumb. 
This,  my  last  boon,  give  me, 
For  such  kindness  must  relieve  me, 
That  you  aptly  will  suppose  270 

What  pageantry,  what  feats,  what  shows, 
What  minstrelsy,  and  pretty  din, 
The  regent  made  in  Mytilene 
To  greet  the  king.     So  he  thrived, 
That  he  is  promised  to  be  wived 
To  fair  Marina;  but  in  no  wise 
Till  he  had  done  his  sacrifice, 
As  Dian  bade:  whereto  being  bound, 
The  interim,  pray  you.  all  confound. 
In  feather'd  briefness  sails  are  fill'd,  280 

And  wishes  fall  out  as  they're  will'd. 
At  Ephesus,  the  temple  see, 
Our  king  and  all  his  company. 
That  he  can  hither  come  so  soon, 
Is  by  your  faney's»thankful  doom.  [Exit. 


Scene  III.  The  tempU  of  Diana  at  Ephesus;  Thais  a 
standing  near  the  altar,  as  high  priestess;  a  number  of  Vir- 
gins on  each  side;  Cerimox  and  other  Inhabitants  of 
Ephesus  attending. 

Enter  Pericles,  with  his  train;  Lysimachcs,  Helicancs, 
Marina,  and  a  Lady. 

Per.  Hail,  Dian!  to  perform  thy  just  command, 
I  here  confess  myself  the  king  of  Tyre: 
Who,  frighted  from  my  country,  did  wed 
At  Pentapolis  the  fair  Thaisa. 
At  sea  in  childbed  died  she,  but  brought  forth 
A  maid-child  call'd  Marina;  who,  O  goddess, 
Wears  yet  thy  silver  livery.     She  at  Tarsus 
Was  nursed  with  Cleon  ;  who  at  fourteen  years 
He  sought  to  murder:  but  her  better  stars 
Brought  her  to  Mytilene;  'gainst  whose  shore  10 

Riding,  her  fortunes  brought  the  maid  aboard  us, 
Where,  by  her  own  most  clear  remembrance,  sag 
Made  known  herself  my  daughter, 
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Thai.  Voice  and  favour! 

You  are,  you  are — O  royal  Pericles!  [Faints. 

Per.  What  means  the  nun?  she  dies!  help,  geatlemen! 

Cer.  Noble  sir, 
If  you  have  told  Diana's  altar  true, 
This  is  your  wife. 

Per.  Reverend  appearer,  no; 

I  threw  her  overboard  with  these  very  arms. 

Cer.  Upon  this  coast,  I  warrant  you. 

Per.  Tis  most  certain.  20 

Cer.  Look  to  the  lady;  O,  she's  but  o'erjoy'd. 
Early  in  blustering  morn  this  lady  was 
Thrown  upon  this  shore.     I  oped  the  coffin, 
Found  there  rich  jewels;  recover'd  her,  and  placed  her 
Here  in  Diana's  temple. 

Per.  May  we  see  them  ? 

Cer.  Great  sir,  they  shall  be  brought  you  to  my  house, 
Whither  I  invite  you.     Look,  Thaisa  is 
Recovered. 

Thai.       O,  let  me  look! 
If  he  be  none  of  mine,  my  sanctity 

Will  to  my  sense  bend  no  licentious  ear,  30 

But  curb  it,  spite  of  seeing.     O,  my  lord, 
Are  you  not  Pericles?     Like  hira  you  spake, 
Like  him  you  are:  did  you  not  name  a  tempest, 
A  birth,  and  death? 

Per.  The  voice  of  dead  Thaisa! 

7hai.  That  Thaisa  am  I,  supposed  dead 
And  drown'd. 

Per.  Immortal  Dian ! 

Thai.  Now  I  know  you  better. 

When  we  with  tears  parted  Pentapolis, 
The  king  my  father  gave  you  such  a  ring.     [Shows  a  ring. 

Per.  This,  this:  no  more,  you  gods!  your  present  kind- 
ness 40 
Makes  my  past  miseries  sports:  you  shall  do  well, 
That  on  the  touching  of  her  lips  I  may 
Melt  and  no  more  be  seen.     O,  come,  be  buried 
'  A  second  time  within  these  arms. 

Mar.  My  heart. 

Leaps  to  be  gone  into  my  mother's  bosom. 

\Kneels  to  Thaim. 

Per.  Look,  who  kneels  here!  Flesh  of  thy  flesh,  Thaisa; 
Thy  burden  at  the  sea,  and  call'd  Marina 
For  she  was  yielded  there. 

Thai.  Blest,  and  mine  own! 

/[(/.  Hail,  madam,  and  my  queeu! 
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Thai.  I  know  you  not. 

1\  r.  You  have  heard  me  say,  when  I  did  fly  from  Tyre, 
I  left  behind  an  ancient  substitute:  51 

(an  you  remember  what  I  call'd  the  man! 
I  have  named  him  oft 

Thai.  Twas  Helicanus  then. 

P  r.  Still  confirmation : 
Embrace  him,  dear  Thaisa;  this  is  he. 
Now  do  I  long  to  hear  how  you  were  found; 
How  possibly  preserved;  and  who  to  tbank, 
Besides  the  gods,  for  this  great  miracle. 

Thai,  Lord  Cerimon,  my  lord;  this  man, 
Through  whom  the  gods  have  shown  their  power;  that  can 
From  first  to  last  resolve  j'ou.  61 

l\r.  Reverend  sir, 

The  gods  can  have  no  mortal  officer 
More  like  a  god  than  you.     Will  you  deliver 
How  this  dead  queen  re-lives? 

( '  / .  I  will,  my  lord. 

Beseech  you,  first  go  with  me  to  my  house, 
Where  shall  be  shown  you  all  was  found  with  her; 
How  she  came  placed  here  in  the  temple; 
No  needful  thing  omitted. 

Per.  Pure  Diau,  bless  thee  for  thy  vision!     I 
Will  offer  night-oblations  to  thee.     Thaisa,  70 

This  prince,  the  fair-betrothed  of  your  daughter, 
Shall  marry  her  at  Pentapolis.     And  now, 
This  ornament 

Makes  me  look  dismal  will  I  clip  to  form; 
And  what  this  fourteen  years  no  razor  touch'd, 
To  grace  thy  marriage-day,  I'll  beautify. 

Thai.  Lord  Cerimon  hath  letters  of  good  credit,  sir, 
My  father's  dead. 

Pt  r.  Heavens  make  a  star  of  him!   Yet  there,  my  queen, 
We'll  celebrate  their  nuptials,  and  ourselves  80 

Will  in  that  kingdom  spend  our  following  days: 
Our  son  and  daughter  shall  in  Tyrus  reign. 
Lord  Cerimon.  we  do  our  longing  stay 
To  hear  the  rest  untold,  sir,  lead's  the  way.  [ZIm:...'. 

EhUer  Gower. 

Gotc.  In  Antiochus  and  his  daughter  you  have  heard 
Of  monstrous  lust  the  due  and  just  reward: 
In  Pericles,  his  queen  and  daughter,  seen, 
Although  assail'd  with  fortune  fierce  and  keen, 
Yirtue  preserved  from  fell  destruction's  blast, 
Led  on  by  heaven,  and  crown'd  with  joy  at  last:  90 
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In  Ilelicanus  may  you  well  descry 

A  figure  of  truth,  of  faith,  of  loyalty: 

In  reverend  Cerimon  there  well  appears 

The  worth  that  learned  charity  aye  wears: 

For  wicked  Cleon  and  his  wife,  when  fame 

Had  spread  their  cursed  deed,  and  honour'd  name 

Of  Pericles,  to  rage  the  city  turn, 

That  him  and  his  they  in  Ins  palace  burn; 

The  gods  for  murder  seemed  so  content 

To  punish  them;  although  not  done,  but  meant. 

So,  on  your  patience  evermore  attending,  100 

New  joy  wait  on  you!     Here  our  play  has  ending.      [Kct't. 


END   OP   TRAGEDIES. 


GLOSSARY  TO  SHAKESPEARE'S  WORKS. 


Abate,  r.t.  to  shorten.  M.  X's  Dr.  in.  2.     To  cast  down. 
Cor.  in.  3.     To  bluut.  R.  III.  v.  4. 

Abatement.  sb.  diminution.   Lear,  i.  4. 

Abide,  r.i.  to  sojourn.   Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3.     r.t.  to  expiate 
(a  corruption  of  "  Aby").  J.  C.  in  1;  Ibid.  in.  2. 

Able,  r.t.  to  uphold.   Lear,  iv.  6. 

Abridgment     sb.  a  short  play.  Ham.  n.  2. 

Abrook.  r.t.  to  brook,  abide"  2  H.  VI.  II.  4. 

Absey-Book,  sb.  a  primer.  John  i.  1. 

Absolute,  ndj.   positive,   certain.   Cym.  r\'.  2;  Ham.  v.   2. 
Complete.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Abuse,  r.t.  to  deceive.   Lear.  iv.  7. 

Abuse,  sb.  deception.  M.  for  M.  v.  1. 

Aby,  r.t.  to  expiate  a  fault.   Ml  ITfl  Dr.  in.  2. 

Abysm,  ab.  abyss.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Accite.  r.t.  to  "cite,  summon.  2  H.  IV.  v.  2. 

Accuse,  A  a-jcu-ation.  2  H.VI.  in.  1. 

Achieve,  r.  to  obtain.     H.  V.  rv.  3. 

Ackuown,  p.p.    -to  be  acknown"  is  to  acknowledge.  Oth. 
in.  3. 

Acquittance,  sb.  a  receipt  or  discharge.  Ham.  iv.  2. 

Action-taking,  wlj.  litigious.   Lear,  n.  2. 

Acture,  sb.  action.  Lover's  Com.  185. 

Addition,  sb.  title,  attribute.  All's  Well,  n.  3;  T.  &Cr.  I.  2. 

Address,  r.t:  to  prepare  oneself.   2  H.  VI.  v.  2;  Ham.  i.  2. 

Addressed,  part,  prepared.  L's  L's  L.  n.  1. 

Advauce,  r.t.  to  prefer,  promote  to  honor.     Tim.  i.  2. 

Advertisement,  sb.  admonition.  Much  Ado,  &c  v.  1. 

Advertising,  pr.p.  attentive.  M.  for  M.  v.  1. 

Advice,  sb.  consideration,  discretion.  Two  Gent.  n.  4:  M 
for  M.  v.  1. 

Advise,  r.  sometimes  -tuuter,  sometimes  reflectire,  to  con- 
sider, reflect.   Tw.  X.  iv.  2. 

Advised,  p.p.  considerate.   Com.  of  E.  v.  1. 

Advocation,  sb.  pleading,  advocacy.   Oth.  in.  4. 

Affeard,  cuff,  afraid.  Merry  Wives",  in.  4. 

Affect,  r.t.  to  love.  Merry  Wives,  n.  1. 

*  ^49; 
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Affeered,  p.p.  assessed,  confirmed.  Mac.  iv.  3. 

Afront,  adv.  in  front.  1  H.  IV.  n.  4. 

Affy,  v.t.  to  affiance.  2  H.  VI.  iv.  1.     To  trust.  T.  A.  i.  1. 

Agazed,  p.p.  looking  in  amazement.  1  H.  VI.  i.  1. 

Aglet-baby,  sb.  the  small  figure  engraved  on  a  jewel.  Tarn. 

of  S.  i.  2. 
Agnise,  v.t.  to  acknowledge,  confess.  Oth.  i.  3. 
A-good,  adv.  a  good  deal,  plenteously.  Two  Gent.  rv.  4. 
Ahold,  adj.  a  sea-term.  Temp.  i.  1. 
Aiery,  sb.  the  nest  of  a  bird  of  prey.  R.  III.  I.  3. 
Aim,  sb.  a  guess.  Two  Gent.  in.  1. 
Alder-liefest,  adj.  most  loved  of  all.   2  H.  VI.  I.  1. 
Ale,  sb.  alehouse.   Two  Gent.  n.  5. 
Allow,  v.  to  approve.  Tw.  N.  i.  2. 
Allowance,  sb.  approval.  Cor.  in.  2. 
Ames-ace,  sb.  two  aces,  the  lowest  throw  of  the  dice.  All's 

Well,  n.  3. 
Amort,  adj.  dead,  dejected.  Tarn,  of  S.  iv.  3. 
An,  conj.  if.  Much  Ado,  i.  1. 
Anchor,  sb.  an  anchorite,  hermit.  Ham.  in.  2. 
Ancient,  sb.  an  ensign-bearer.  1  H.  IV.  iv.  2. 
Angel,  sb.  a  coin,  so  called  because  it  bore  the  image  of  an 

angel.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 
Anight,  adv.  by  night.  As  you  Like  it,  n.  4. 
Answer,  sb.  retaliation.  Cym.  v.  3. 
Anthropophaginian,  sb.  a  cannibal.  Merry  Wives,  rv.  5. 
Antick,  sb.  the  fool  in  the  old  plays.  R.  II.  in.  2. 
Antic,  sb.  a  cave.  Oth.  i.  3. 
Apparent,  sb.  heir-apparent.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 
Appeal,  sb.  accusation.  M.  for  M.  v.  1. 
Appeal,  v.t.  to  accuse.  R.  II.  i.  1. 
Appeared,  p.p.  made  apparent.  Cor.  rv.  3. 
Apple-John,  sb.  a  kind  of  apple.  1  Hen.  IV.  in.  3. 
Appointment,  sb.  preparation.  M.  for  M.  in.  1. 
Apprehension,  sb.  opinion.  Much  Ado,  in.  4. 
\pprehensive,  adj.  apt  to  apprehend  or  understand.  J.  ('. 
"  in.  1. 

'.pprobation,  sb.  probation.  Cym.  i.  5. 
Approof,  sb.  approbation,  proof.  All's  Well,  i.  2;  Temp. 

ii.  5. 
Approve,  v.t  to  prove.  R.  II.  i.  3      To  justify,  make  good. 

Lear,  n.  4. 
Approver,  sb.  one  who  proves  or  tries.  Cym.  n.  4. 
Arch,  sb.  chief.  Lear,  n.  1. 
Argal,  a  ridiculous  word  intended  for  the  Latin  ergo.  Ham. 

v.  1. 
Argentine,  adj.  silver.  Per.  v.  2. 
Argier,  sb.  Algiers.  Temp.  i.  2. 
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Artrosy,  sb.  originally  ■  vessel  of  Ragusa  or  Ragosa,  a 
Kagosine;  hence  any  ship  of  burden.  ML  of  V.  i.  1. 

Argument,  sb.  subject.  Much  Ado,  n.  3. 

Arraigero,  a  mistake  for  Armiger,  the  Latin  fur  Esquire. 
Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 

Aroint,  t.r.  found  only  in  the  imperat.  mood,  get  thee  gone. 
Mac.  i.  3;  Lear,  in.  4. 

A.  row.  adc.  in  a  row.  Com.  of  E.  v.  1. 

Articulate,  v.i.  to  enter  into  articles  of  agreement.  Cor.  i.  9. 
c.  t.  to  exhibit  in  articles.  1  H.  IV.  v.  1. 

Ask,  c.t.  to  require.   2  H.  VI.  I.  2. 

Aspect,  sb.  regard,  looks.  A.  &  C.  i.  5. 

Aspersion,  sb.  sprinkling:  hence  blessing,  because  before 
the  Reformation  benediction  was  generally  accompanied 
by  the  sprinkling  of  holy  water.  Temp.  in.  3. 

Assay,  sb.  attempt.  M.  for  M.  in.  1. 

A.s-uv,  c.t.  to  attempt,  test,  make  proof  of.  Merry  Wives, 
ii.  1. 

Assinego,  sb.  an  ass.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  1. 

Assubjugate.  c.t.  to  subjugate.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  3. 

Assurance,  sb.  deed  of  assurance.  Tam.  of  S.  iv.  2. 

Assured,  p.p.  betrothed.  Com.  of  E.  in.  2. 

Atomy,  m.  an  atom.  As  you  Like  it,  in.  2.  Used  in  con- 
tempt of  a  small  persou.  2  H.  IV.  v.  4. 

Atone,  r.t.  to  put  people  at  one,  to  reconcile.  R.  II.  i.  1. 
c.i.  to  agree.  Cor.  iv.  6. 

Attach,  c.t.  to  seize,  lay  hold  on.  Temp.  in.  3;  Com.  of  E. 
iv.  1. 

Attasked,  p.p.  taken  to  task,  reprehended.  Lear,  i.  4. 

Attend.  c.t.  to  listen  to.  Temp.  i.  2;  M.  of  V.  v.  1. 

Attent.  adj.  attentive.   Ham.  I.  2. 

Attorney,  sb.  an  agent.  R.  III.  iv.  4. 

Attorney,  c.t.  to  employ  as  an  agent.  M.  for  M.  v.  1.  To 
perform  by  an  agent.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  1. 

Audacious,  adj.  spirited,  daring,  but  without  any  note  of 
blame  attached  to  it.   L's  L's  L.  v.  1 . 

Augur,  sb.  augury.    Mac.  in.  4. 

Authentic,  adj.  clothed  with  authority.  Merry  Wives,  n.  2. 

Avaunt,  int.  be  gone,  a  word  of  abhorrence.  Com.  of  E. 
iv.  3. 

Ave,  int.  the  Latin  for  hail;  hence  acclamation.  M.  for  M. 
i.  1. 

Ave-Marv,  sb.  the  angelic  salutation  addressed  to  the  B.  Vir- 
gin Ma'ry-  2  H.  VI.  i.  3. 

Averring,  pr.  p.  confirming.  Cym.  v.  5. 

Awful,  adj.  worshipful.  Two  Gent.  iv.  1. 

Awkward,  adj.  contrary.  2  II.  VI.  in.  2. 
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Baccare,  int.  keep  back.  Tam.  of  S.  n.  1. 

Backward,  si.  the  hinder  part;  hence,  when  applied  to  time, 
the  past.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Balked,  p.p.  heaped,  as  on  a  ridge.  1  IT.  IV.  i.  1. 

Ballow,  sb.  a  cudgel.  Lear,  iv.  6. 

Balm,  sb.  the  oil  of  consecration.  R.  II.  iv.  1;  3H.VL  tit.  1. 

Ban,  v.t.  to  curse.  Lucr.  1460. 

Bank,  v.t.  to  sail  by  the  banks.  John,  v.  2. 

Barm,  sb.  yeast.  M.  N's  Dr.  n.  1. 

Barn,  sb.  a  child.  1  H.  IV.  n.  3. 

Barnacle,  sb.  a  shell-fish,  supposed  to  produce  the  sea-bird 
of  the  same  name.  Temp.  iv.  1. 

Base,  sb.  a  game,  sometimes  called  Prisoners'  base.  Cvin. 
v.  3. 

Bases,  sb.  an  embroidered  mantle  worn  by  knights  on  horse- 
back, and  reaching  from  the  middle  to  below  the  knees. 
Per.  ii.  1. 

Basilisk,  sb.  a  kind  of  ordnance.  1  IT.  IV.  tv.  3. 

Basta,  int.  (Italian)  enough.   Tam.  of  S.  i.  1. 

Bastard,  sb.  raisin  wine.  M.  for  M.  in.  2. 

Bat-fowling,  part,  catching  birds  with  a  clap-net  by  night. 
Temp.  n.  1. 

Bate,  v.i.  to  flutter,  as  a  hawk.  1  H.  IV-  iv.  1. 

Bate,  v.t.  to  except.  Temp.  n.  1.    To  abate.  Much  Ado,  ir.  3. 

Batlet,  sb.  a  small  bat,  used  for  beating  clothes.  As  ymi 
Like  it,  n.  4. 

Battle,  sb.  army.  1  IT.  IV.  iv.  1. 

Bavin,  sb.  used  as  an  adj.  a  piece  of  waste  wood,  applied 
contemptuously  to  anything  worthless.   1  H.  IV.  in.  2. 

Bawcock,  sb.  a  fine  fellow.  Tw.  N.  in.  4. 

Bay,  sb.  the  space  between  the  main  timbers  of  the  roof. 
M.  for  M.  ii.  1. 

Beadsman,  sb.  one  who  bids  bedes,  that  is,  prays  prayers 
for  another.  Two  Gent.  i.  1. 

Bearing-cloth,  sb.  a  rich  cloth  in  which  children  were 
wrapt  at  their  christening.   Wint.  Tale,  in.  3. 

Beat,  v.i.  to  flutter  as  a  falcon,  to  meditate,  consider  ear- 
nestly. Temp.  i.  2. 

Beaver,  sb.  the  lower  part  of  a  helmet.  1  H.  IV.  iv.  1. 

Beetle,  sb.  a  mallet,  2  H.  IV.  i.  2. 

Being,  sb.  dwelling.  Cym.  i.  6. 

Being,  conj.  since,  inasmuch  as.  A.  &  C.  in.  6. 

Be-mete,  v.t.  to  measure.  Tam.  of  S.  iv.  3. 

Be-moiled,  p.p.  daubed  with  dirt.  Tam.  of  S.  iv.  1. 

Bending,  pr.p.  stooping  under  a  weight.   IT.  V.  V.  Chorus. 

Benvenuto,  sb.  (Italian)  welcome.  L's  L's  L.  iv.  2. 

Bergomask,  adj.  a  rustic  dance.  M.  N's  Dr.  v.  1. 
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Beshrew,  int.  evil  befal.  Com.  of  E.  n.  1. 

Bestrausht,  p.p.  distraught,  distracted.    Induct,  to  Tam. 

of  S. 
Beteeni,  v.t.  to  pour  out.  M.  X's  Dr.  i.  1. 
Betid,  p.p.  happened.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Bozonian,  sb.  a  beggarly  fellow.  2  H.  IV.  v.  3. 
Biding,  sb.  abiding-place.   Lear,  iv.  6. 
Biggen,  sb.  a  night-cap.  2  H.  IV.  iv.  5. 
Bilberry,  sb.  the  whortleberry.  Merry  Wives,  v.  .">. 
Bilbo,  sb.  a  sword  from  Bilboa,  a  town  in  Spain  where  they 

were  made.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 
Bilboes,  sb.  fetters  or  stocks.  Ham.  v.  2. 
Bill,  sb.  a  bill-hook,  a  weapon.  Much  Ado.  in.  3. 
Bin  =  been,  are.   Cym.  n.  3. 
Bird-bolt,  sb.  a  bolt  to  be  shot  from  a  crossbow  at  birds. 

Much  Ado,  i.  1. 
Birding,  part,  hawking  at  partridges.  Merry  Wives,  in.  3. 
Bisson,  adj.  blind.  Cor.  n.  1. 
Blank,  sb.  the  white  mark  in  the  middle  of  a  target ;  hence, 

metaphorically,  that  which  is  aimed  at.   Wint.  Tale,  n.  3. 
Blench,  r.i.  to  start  aside,  flinch.  M.  for  M.  iv.  5. 
Blent,  p.p.  blended.  M.  of  V.  in.  2. 
Blood-boltered,  part,  smeared  with  blood.  Mac.  iv.  1. 
Blow,  t.t.  to  inflate.  Tw.  X.  n.  5. 
Board,  r.t.  to  accost.   Tam.  of  S.  i.  2. 
Bob,  sb.  a  blow,  metaph.  a  sarcasm.  As  you  Like  it,  n.  7. 
Bob,  c.t.  to  strike,  metaph.  to  ridicule,  or  to  obtain  by  rail 

lery.  T.  &  Cr.  in.  1 ;  Oth.  v.  1. 
Bodge,  r.  to  botch,  bungle.  3  H.  VI.  i.  4. 
Bodikin,  sb.  a  corrupt  word  used  as  an  oath.  'Od's  Bodikin, 

God's  little  Body.  Ham.  n.  2. 
Boitier  vert  (French),  green  box.  Merry  Wives,  i.  4. 
Bold,  v.t.  to  embolden.  Lear,  v.  1. 
Bollen,  adj.  swollen.  Lucr.  1417. 
Bolter,  sb.  a  sieve.   1  H.  IV.  in.  3. 
Bolted,  p.p.  sifted,  refined.  H.  V.  n.  2. 
Bolting-hutch,  sb.  a  hutch  in  which  meal  was  sifted.  1  IL 

IV.  ii.  4. 
Bombard,  sb.  a  barrel,  a  drunkard.  Temp.  n.  2. 
Bombast,  sb.  padding.  L?s  L's  L.  v.  2. 
Bona-roba,  sb.  a  harlot.  2  H.  IV.  in.  2. 
Bond,  sb.  that  to  which  one  is  bound.  Lear,  i.  1. 
Book,  sb.  a  paper  of  conditions.  1  H.  IV.  in.  1. 
Boot,  sb.  help,  use.  Tam.  of  S.  v.  2. 
Boot,  r.t.  to  help,  to  avail.  Two  Gent.  i.  1. 
Bootless,  adj.  without  boot  or  advantage,  useless.    Temp. 

I.  2. 
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Boots,  sb.  bots,  a  kind  of  worm.  Two  Gent.  t.  1. 

Bore,  sb.  calibre  of  a  gun ;  hence,  metapli.  size,  weight,  im- 

portance.  Ham.  iv.  6. 
Bosky,  adj.  covered  with  underwood.  Temp.  in.  3. 
Bosom,  sb.  wish,  heart's  desire.  M.  for  M.  iv.  3. 
Bots,  sb.  worms  which  infest  horses.  1  H.  IV.  ir.  1. 
Bourn,  sb.  a  boundary.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2.     A  brook.  Lear, 

in.  6. 
Brace,  sb.  armor     for  the  arm,  state  of  defence.  Oth.  i.  3; 

Per.  ii.  1. 
Brach,  sb.  a  hound  bitch.  Indue,  to  Tarn,  of  S. 
Braid,  adj.  deceitful.  All's  Well,  iv.  2. 
Brave,  adj.  handsome,  well-dressed.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Brave,  sb.  boast.  John,  v.  2. 
Bravery,  sb.  finery.  Tarn,  of  S.  iv.  3.     Boastfulness.  Ham. 

v.  2. 
Brawl,  sb.  a  kind  of  dance.  L's  L's  L.  in.  1. 
Breed-bate,  sb.  a  breeder  of  debate,  a  fomenter  of  quarrels. 

Merry  Wives,  i.  4. 
Breast,  sb.  voice.  Tw.  N.  n.  3. 
Breathe,  v.l.  to  exercise.  All's  Well,  n.  3. 
Breathing,  pr'.p.  exercising.  Ham.  v.  2. 
Breeching,  adj.  liable  to  be  whipt.  Tarn,  of  S.  in.  1. 
Breese,  sf>.  the  gadfly.  A.  &  C.  in.  8. 
Bribe-buck,  sb.  a  buck  given  away  in  presents.   Merry 

Wives,  v.  5. 
Bring,  t.t.  to  attend  one  on  a  journey.  M.  for  M.  i.  1. 
Brock,  sb.  a  badger,  a  term  of  contempt.  Tw.  N.  n.  5. 
Broke,  v.i.  to  act  as  a  procurer.    All's  Well,  in.  5. 
Broken,  p.p.  having  lost  some  teeth  by  age.  All's  Well, 

ii.  3. 
Broken  music,  the  music  of  stringed  instruments.   T.  & 

Cr.  in.  1. 
Broker,  sb.  an  agent.  Two  Gent.  i.  2. 
Brotherhood,  sb.  trading  company.  T.  &  Cr.  i.  3. 
Brownist,  sb.  a  sectary,  a  follower  of  Brown,  the  founder 

of  the  Independents.  Tw.  N.  in.  2. 
Bruit,  sb.  noise,  report,  rumor.     3  H.  VI.  iv.  7. 
Bruit,  v.t.  to  noise  abroad.  Mac.  x.  7. 
Brush,  sb.  rude  assault.  2  H.  VI.  v.  3;  Tim.  iv.  3. 
Buck,  sb.  suds  or  lye  for  washing  clothes  in.  Merry  Wives, 

in.  3-;  2  H.  VI.  iv.  2. 
Buck-basket,  sb.  the  basket  in  which  clothes  are  carried  to 

the  wash.  Merry  Wives,  in.  5. 
Bucking,  sb.  washing.  Merry  Wives,  in.  3. 
Buck-wrashing,  sb.  washing  in  lye.  Merry  Wives,  in.  3. 
Bug,  sb.  a  bugbear,  a  spectre.  3  H.  VI.  v.  2 ;  Cym.  v.  3. 


GLOSSARY.  755 

Bully-rook,  sb.  a  bragging  cheater.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 

Burgonet,  sb.  a  kind  of  helmet.  2  H.  VI.  v.  1. 

Burst,  rj.  to  break.  Ind.  to  Tarn,  of  S. 

Bosky,  adj.  bushy    1  H.  IV.  v.  1. 

Butt-shaft,  sb.  a  litrht  arrow  for  shooting  at  a  butt.  L's  L's 

L.  i.  2. 
Buxom,  adj.  obedient.  H.  V.  in.  6. 
By'rlakin,  int.  bv  our  little  Lady:    an  oa'th.  M.   X's  Dr. 

hi.  1. 

Caddis,  sb.  worsted  galloon,  so  called  because  it  resembles 

the  caddis-worm.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3. 
Cade,  sb.  a  cask  or  barrel.  2  H.  VI.  iv.  2. 
Cage,  sb.  a  prison.  Cym.  in.  3. 
Cain-coloured,  adj.  red  (applied  to  hair).    Merry  "Wives, 

i.  4. 
Caitiff,  sb.  a  captive,  a  slave;  hence,  a  witch.  All's  WelL 

in.  2. 
Calculate,  r.r.  prophesy.  J.  C.  i.  3. 
Caliver,  sb.  a  hand-gun.  1  H.  IV.  iv.  2. 
Callet,  sb.  a  trull.  Oth.  iv.  2. 
Calling,  sb.  appellation.  As  you  Like  it,  i.  2. 
Calm,  sb.  qualm.  2  EL  IV.  n.  4. 
Can,  r.r.  to  know,  be  skilful  in.  Ham.  it.  7. 
Canary,  sb.  a  wine  brought  from  the  Canary  Islands.  Merry 

Wives,  in.  2. 
Candle-wasters,  sb.  persons  who  sit  up  all  night  to  drink. 

Much  Ado,  v.  1. 
Canakin,  sb.  a  little  can.  Oth.  n.  3. 
Canker,  sb.  a  caterpillar.  Two  Gent.  i.  1.     The  dog-rose 

Much  Ado.  i.  3. 
Canstick,  sb.  a  candlestick.   1  Hen.  IV.  in.  1. 
Cantle,  sb.  a  slice,  corner.  1  H.  IV.  in.  1. 
Canton,  sb.  a  canto.  Tw.  X.  i.  5. 
Canvas,  r.f.  to  sift;  hence,  metaphorically,  to  prove.  2  H. 

IV.  ii.  -t. 
Capable,  adj.  subject  to.    John,  in.  1.     Intelligent.  T.  &- 

Cr.  in.  3.     Capable  of  inheriting.  Lear,  n.  1.     Ample. 

capacious.  Oth.  in.  3. 
Capitulate,  r.i.  make  head.  1  H.  IV.  in.  2. 
Capocchia,  sb.  a  simpleton.  T.  &  Cr.  iv.  2. 
Capricio,  a*.  (Italian)  caprice.  All's  Well,  n.  3. 
Capricious,  ndj.  lascivious.  As  vou  Like  it,  rn.  3. 
Captious,  adj.  capacious.  All's  Well,  i.  3. 
Carack,  sb.  a  large  ship  of  burden.  Com.  of  E.  m.  2. 
Carbonado,  sb.  meat  scotched  for  broiling.  1  H.  IV.  v.  3. 
Carbonado,  v.  t.  to  scotch  for  broiling.  Lear,  n.  3. 
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Card,  sb.  the  paper  on  which  the  points  of  the  compass  ara 
marked  under  the  mariner's  needle.  Ham.  v.  1. 

Careire,  sb.  the  curveting  of  a  horse.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 

Carkanet,  sb.  a  necklace.  Com.  of  E.  in.  1. 

Carl,  sb.  a  churl.  Cym.  v.  2. 

Carlot,  sb.  a  churl.  As  you  Like  it,  in.  5. 

Castilian,  sb.  a  native  of  Castile;  used  as  a  cant  term. 
Merry  Wives,  n.  3. 

Castiliano  vulgo,  a  cant  term,  meaning,  apparently,  to  use 
discreet  language.     Tw.  N.  i.  3. 

Cataian,  adj.  a  native  of  Cathay,  a  cant  word.  Tw.  N. 
ii.  3. 

Catling,  sb.  cat-gut.  T.  &  Cr.  in.  3. 

Cavalero,  sb.  a  cavalier,  gentleman.  2  H.  IV.  v.  3. 

Caviare,  sb.  the  roe  of  sturgeon  pickled;  metaph.  a  delicacy 
not  appreciated  by  the  vulgar.  Ham.  n.  2. 

Cautel,  sb.  deceit.  Ham.  i.  3. 

Cautelous,  adj.  insidious.  Cor.  rv.  1. 

Cease,  sb.  decease.  Ham.  in.  3. 

Cease,  p.p.  put  off,  made  to  cease.  Tim.  n.  1. 

Censure,  sb.  judgment.    1  H.  VI.  n.  3. 

Censure,  v.f.  to  judge,  criticise.  Two  Gent.  i.  2. 

Century,  sb.  a  hundred  of  any  thing,  whether  men,  pray- 
ers, or  anything  else.  Cor.  i.  7;  Cym.  iv.  2. 

Ceremony,  sb.  a  ceremonial  vestment,  religious  rite,  or  any- 
thing ceremonial.  J.  C.  i.  1;  Mac.  in.  4. 

Certes,  adv.  certainly.  Oth.  i.  1. 

Cess,  sb.  rate,  reckoning.  1  H.  IV.  n.  1. 

Chace,  sb.  a  term  at  tennis.  H.  V.  i.  2. 

Chamber,  sb.  a  species  of  great  gun.  2  H.  IV.-  n.  4. 

Chamberer,  sb.  an  effeminate  man.  Oth.  in.  3. 

Chanson,  sb.  a  song.  Ham.  n.  2. 

Charact,  sb.  affected  quality.  M.  for  M.  v.  1. 

Character,  sb.  a  letter,  handwriting.  Lear,  i.  2. 

Character,  v.t.  to  carve  or  engrave.  Two  Gent.  n.  7;  Ham. 
i.  3. 

Charactery,  sb.  handwriting.  Merry  Wives,  v.  5.  That 
which  is  written.  J.  C.  n.  1. 

Chare,  sb.  a  turn  of  work.  A.  &  C.  iv.  13. 

Charge-house,  sb.  a  free-school.  L's  L's  L.  v.  1. 

Charles'  wain,  sb.  the  constellation  called  also  Lrrsa  Major, 
or  the  Great  Bear.  1  H.  IV.  n.  1. 

Charneco,  sb.  a  species  of  sweet  wine.  2  H.  VI.  n.  3. 

Chaudron,  sb.  entrails.  Mac.  iv.  1. 

Cheater,  sb.  for  escheator,  an  officer  who  collected  the  fines 
to  be  paid  into  the  Exchequer,  Merry  Wives,  i,  3,  A 
decoy.  2  H.  IV,  ii,  3, 
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Check,  r.i.  a  technical  term  in  falconry;  when  a  falcon 

flies  at  a  bird  which  is  not  her  proper  game  she  is  said 

to  check  at  it.  Tw.  X.  ir.  5. 
Checks,  sb.  perhaps  intended  for  ethics.  Tam.  of  S.  L  1. 
Cheer,  sb.  fortuue.  countenance.  Temp.  i.  1. 
Cherry-pit,  sb.  a  game  played  with  cherry-stones.  Tw.  X. 

in.  4.  « 

Cheveril,  sb.  kid  leather.  R.  &  J.  u.  4. 
Chewit,  sb.  chough.  1  H.  IV.  v.  1. 
Childing,  adj.  pregnant.  M.  X's  Dr.  n.  2. 
Ch'ill,  vulgar  for  "  I  will."  Lear,  iv.  6. 
Chirurgeonly,    adv.    in  a  manner    becoming    a    surgeon. 

Temp.  ir.  1. 
Chopin,  sb.  a  high  shoe  or  clog.  Ham.  ii.  2. 
Christom,  wfj.  clothed  with  a  chrisom,  the  white  garment 

which  used  to  be  put  on  newly -baptized  children.  H.  V. 

ir.  3. 
Christendom,  sb.  the  state  of  being  a  Christian.  John,  rv. 

1.     Name.  All's  Well,  i.  1. 
Chuck,  sb.  chicken,  a  term  of  endearment.  Mac.  in.  2. 
Chuff,  sb.  a  coarse  blunt  clown.  1  H.  IV.  n.  2. 
Cinque  pace.  sb.  a  kind  of  dance.  Much  Ado,  n.  1. 
Cipher,  t.t.  to  decipher.  Lucr.  811. 
Circumstance,  sb.  an   argument.    Two  Gent.  I.   1;   John, 

ii.  1. 
Cital.  sb.  recital.  1  H.  IV.  v  2. 
Cite,  r.  to  incite.  Two  Gent.  n.  4;  3  H.  VI.  n.  1. 
Cittern,  sb.  a  guitar.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2. 
Clack-dish,  sb.  a  beggar's  dish    31.  for  M.  in.  2. 
Clap  i'  the  clout,  to  shoot  an  arrow  into  the  bull's  eye  of 

the  target.  2  H.  IV.  in.  i. 
Claw,  r.f.  to  flatter.  Much  Ado,  i.  3. 
Clepe,  r.f.  to  call.  Ham.  i.  4. 
Cliff,  sb.  clef,  the  key  in  music.  T.  &  Cr.  v.  2. 
Cling,  t.t.  to  starve.   Mac.  v.  5. 
Clinquant,  adj.  glittering.  H.  VIII.  i.  1. 
Clip,  r.t.  to  embrace,  enclose.    2  H.  VL  rv.  1;   Cor.  l  6; 

Oth.  in.  3. 
Clout,  sb.  the  mark  in  the  middle  of  a  target.  L's  L's  L. 

iv.  1. 
Coast,  v.i.  to  advance.  V.  &  A.  870. 
Cobloaf,  sb.  a  big  loaf.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  1. 
Cock,  sb.  a  cockboat.  Lear,  iv.  6. 
Cock-and-pie,  an  oath.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 
Cock,  sb.  a  euphemism  for  God.  Tam.  of  S.  rv.  L 
Cockle,  sb.  tares  or  darnel.  L's  L's  L.  rv.  8. 
Cockney,  sb.  a  cook.  Lear,  n.  4.  - 
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Cock-shut-time,  sb.  the  twilight,  when  cocks  and  hens  go 

to  roost.  R.  III.  v.  3. 
Cog,  v.i.  to  cheat,  dissemble.  Merry  Wives,  in.  3. 
Cognizance,  sb.  badge,  token.  1  H.  VI.  n.  4. 
Coign,  sb.  projecting  corner  stone.  Mac.  i.  6. 
Coil,  sb.  tumult,  turmoil.  Temp.  r.  2. 
Collection,  sb.  drawing  a  conclusion.  Ham.  iv.  5. 
Collied,  p.p.  blackened.  Oth.  n.  3;  M.  N's  Dr.  i.  1. 
Colour,  sb.  pretence.  L's  L's  L.  rv.  2. 
Colourable,  adj.  specious.  Ibid. 
Colt,  v.t.  to  defraud,  befool.  1  H.  IV.  n.  2. 
Co-mart,  sb.  a  joint  bargain.  Ham.  i.  1. 
Combinate,  p.p.  betrothed.  M.  for  M.  m.  1. 
Combine,  v.t.  to  bind.  M.  for  M.  iv.  3. 
Commodity,  sb.  interest,  profit.  M.  of  V.  in.  3. 
Commonty,  sb.  used  ludicrously  for  comedy.  Induction  to 

Tarn,  of  S. 
Compact,  p.p.  compacted,  composed.  M.  N's  Dr.  v.  1. 
Comparative,  adj.  drawing  comparisons.  1  H.  IV.  i.  2. 
Comparative,  sb.  rival.  1  H.  IV.  in.  2. 
Compare,  sb.  comparison.  T.  &  Cr.  in.  2. 
Compassionate,  adj.  moving  comparison.  R.  II.  i.  3. 
Competitor,  sb.  one  who  seeks  the  same  thing,  an  associate* 

in  any  object.   Two  Gent.  n.  6. 
Complement,  sb.  accomplishment.  L's  L's  L.  i.  1. 
Complexion,  sb.  passion.  Ham.  i.  4. 
Compose,  v.i.  to  agree.  A.  &  C.  n.  2. 
Compostion,  sb.  composition.  Tim.  rv.  3. 
Comptible,  adj.  tractable.  Tw.  N.  i.  5. 
Con,  v.i.  to  learn  by  heart.  M.  N's  Dr.  i.  2.     To  acknow- 
ledge. All's  Well,  iv.  3. 
Conceit,  sb.  conception,  opinion,  fancy.   Two  Gent.  in.  2 
Concupy,  sb.  concubine.  T.  &  Cr.  v.  2. 
Condition,  sb.  temper,  quality.  M.  of  V.  i.  2;  Lear,  i.  1. 
Condolement,  sb.  grief.  Ham.  i.  2. 
Conduct,  sb.  escort.  John,  i.  1. 

Confect,  v.  to  make  up  into  sweetmeats.  Much  Ado,  rv.  ?• 
Confound,  v.t.  to  consume,  destroy.  1  H.  IV.  I.  3;  Cor.  i. 

6;  Cym.  i.  5. 
Conject,  sb.  conjecture.  Oth.  in.  3. 
Consign,  v.  to  sign  a  common  bond,  to  confederate.  2  H 

IV.  iv,  1. 
Consort,  sb.  company.  Two  Gent.  rv.  1. 
Consort,  v.t.  to  accompany.  L's  L's  L.  n.  1. 
Constancy,  sb.  consistency.  M.  N's  Dr.  v.  1. 
Constant,    adj.   settled,   determined.    Temp.    n.    2;    Lear, 

v.  1. 
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t'-on^U.Tn.'y.   nlc.  r.rwy.  M.  for  M.  iv.  1. 
Coruter,  v.i.  cO  Construe.   Tw.  X.  i.  4. 
Contemptible,  adj.  contemptuous.  Much  Ado,  n.  3. 
Continent,  sb.  that  which  contains  anything.    Lear,  in.  2; 

M.  X's  Dr.  ii.  2.     That  which  Is  contained.  2  Hen.  IV. 

ii.  4. 
Continuate,  adj.  uninterrupted.  Tim.  s.  1. 
Contraction,  sb.  the  marriage  contract.  Ham.  in.  4. 
Contrary,  t.t.  to  oppose.  R.  &  J.  i.  5. 
Contrive,  c.i.  to  conspire.    J.  C.  n.  3.     t.t.  to  wear  away. 

Tam.  of  S.  i.  2. 
Control,  t.t.  to  confute.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Convent,    t.t.   To  convene,  summon.    H.  VIII.  v.  1.     v.i. 

To  be  convenient.    Tw.  X.  v.  1. 
Convert,  v.i.   To  change.   Tim.  rv.  1. 
Convertite,  *b.  a  convert.   As  you  Like  it,  v.  4. 
Convey,  t.t.  to  manage.   Lear.'i.  2.     To  filch.  Merry  Wives. 

i.  3." 
Conveyance,  sb.  theft,  fraud.  1  H.  VI.  i.  3. 
Convict,  p.p.  convicted.  R.  IH.  i.  4. 
Convicted,  p.p.  overpowered,  vanquished.  John,  ni.  4.     A 

doubtful  word. 
Convince,  <\t.  to  conquer,  subdue.  Cym.  i.  5. 
Convive,  t.t.  to  feast  together.  T.  &  Cr.  iv.  5. 
Convoy,  sb.  escort.  All's  Well,  iv.  3. 
Cony-catch,  t.i.  to  cheat.  Tam.  of  S.  v.  1. 
Cony-catching,  pr.  p.   poaching,  pilfering.    Merry  Wives, 

i.  1. 
Cooling  card,  sb.  used  metaphoricallv  for  an  insurmounta 

ble  obstacle.  1  H.  VI.  v.  3. 
Copatain  hat,  a  high-crowned  hat.  Tam.  of  S.  v.  1. 
Cope,  t.t.  to  reward,  to  give  in  return.  M.  of  V.  iv.  J. 
Copped,  p.p.  rising  to  a  cop  or  head.  Per.  i.  3. 
Copy,  sb.  theme.  Com.  of  E.  v.  1. 
Coragio  (Italian),  int.  courage!  Temp.  v.  1. 
Coram,  an  ignorant  mistake  for  Quorum.  Merry  Wiv»s,  2. 1. 
Coranto,  sb.  a  lively  dance.  H.  V.  m.  5. 
Corinth,  sb.  a  cant  term  for  a  brothel.  Tim.  n.  2. 
Corinthian,  sb.  a  wencher.  1  H.  IV.  n.  4. 
Corky,  adj.  dry  like  cork.  Lear,  in.  7. 
Cornuto  (Italian),  sb.  a  cuckold.  Merry  Wives,  in.  5. 
Corollary,  sb.  a  surplus.   Temp.  iv.  1." 
Corporal,  adj.  corporeal,  bodily.  M.  for  M.  in.  1. 
Corporal  of  the  field,  an  aide-de-camp.  L's  L's  L.  in.  i 
Corrival,  sb.  rival.  1  H.  IV.  i.  3. 
Costard,  sb.  the  head.  R.  III.  i.  4. 
Coster-monger,  adj.  peddling,  mercenary.  2  H.  IV.  i.  2. 
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Cot-quean,  sb.  an  effeminate  man,  molly-coddle.  R.  &  J. 
iv.  4. 

Cote,  sb.  a  cottage.  As  you  Like  it,  in.  2. 

Cote,  vt.  to  quote,  instance.  L's  L's  L.  iv.  3. 

Cote,  vt.  to  come  alongside,  overtake.  Ham.  n.  2. 

Couchings,  sb.  crouchings.  J.  C.  in.  1. 

Countervail,  v.t.  to  counterpoise,  outweigh.  R.  &  J.  n.  6. 

Country,  adj.  belonging  to  one's  countiy.  Oth.  in.  3r  Gym. 
i.  5. 

Couplement,  sb.  union.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2;  Son.  19. 

Court  holy-water,  sb.  flattery.  Lear  in.  2. 

Covent,  sb.  a  convent.  M.  for  M.  iv.  3. 

Cover,  v.t.  to  lay  the  table  for  dinner.  M.  of  V.  in.  5;  As 
you  Like  it,  n.  5. 

Count  coufect,  sb.  a  nobleman  composed  of  affectation. 
Much  Ado,  iv.  1. 

Countenance,  sb.  fair  shew.  M.  for  M.  v.  1. 

Counterfeit,  sb.  portrait.  M.  of  V.  in.  2.  A  piece  of  base 
coin.    1  H.  IV.  ii.  4. 

Counterpoint,  sb.  a  counterpane.  Tam.  of  S.  n.  1. 

County,  sb.  count,  earl.  R.  &  J.  i.  3. 

Cowish,  adj.  cowardly.  Lear,  iv.  2. 

Cowl-staff,  sb.  the  staff  on  which  a  vessel  is  supported  be- 
tween two  men.  Merry  Wives,  m.  3. 

Cox  my  passion,  an  oath,  a  euphemism  for  "God's  Pas- 
sion." All's  Well,  v.  2. 

Coy,  v.t.  to  stroke,  fondle.  M.  N's  Dr.  iv.  1.  v.t.  to  con- 
descend with  difficulty.  Cor.  v.  1. 

Coystril,  sb.  a  kestrel,  a  cowardly  kind  of  hawk.  Tw.  N. 
i.3. 

Cozen,  v.t.  to  cheat.  M.  of  V.  n.  9. 

Cozenage,  sb.  cheating.  Merry  Wives,  iv.  5. 

Cozener,  sb.  a  cheater.  1  H.  IV.  i.  3. 

Cozier,  sb.  a  tailor.  Tw.  N.  n.  3. 

Crack,  v.i.  to  boast.  L's  L's  L.  iv.  3. 

Crack,  sb.  a  loud  noise,  clap.  Mac.  rv.  1.  A  forward  boy. 
2  H.  IV.  in.  2. 

Cracker,  sb.  boaster.  John,  n.  1. 

Crack-hemp,  sb.  a  gallows-bird.  Tam.  of  S.  vi.  1. 

Crank,  sb.  a  winding  passage.  Cor.  i.  1. 

Cranking,  pr.  p.  winding.  1  H.  IV.  in.  1. 

Crants,  sb.  garlands.  Ham.  v.  1.     A  doubtful  word. 

Crare,  sb.  a  ship  of  burden.  Cym.  iv.  2. 

Craven,  sb.  a  dunghill  cock.  Tam.  of  S.  n.  1. 

Create,  p.p.  formed,  compounded.  H.  V.  n.  2, 

Credent,  adj.  creditable.  M.  for  M.  rv.  4.  Credible.  Wint 
Tale,  i.  2.    Creduloqs,  Ham.  I.  3. 
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Credit,  sb.  report.  Tw.  N.  iv.  3. 
Crescive,  adj.  increasing.  H.  V.  1. 1. 

(.'restless,  adj.  not  entitled  to  bear  arms,  low-born.  I  H.  XI. 
n.  -1. 

Crisp,  adj.  curled,  winding.  Temp.  rv.  1. 

Cross,  $b.  a  piece  of  money,  so  called  because  coin  was  for- 
merly stamped  with  a  cross.  As  you  Like  it,  n.  4. 

Crow  keeper,  sb.  one  who  scares  crows.  Lear,  iv.  6. 

Crowner,  sb.  a  coroner.  Ham.  v.  1. 

Crownet,  sb.  a  coronet.   A.  A  C.  v.  2. 

Cry,  sb.  the  yelping  of  hounds.  M.  X's  Dr.  iv.  1.  A  pack 
of  hounds.  Ibid.  iv.  1.  A  company,  used  contemptu- 
ously. Ham.  ill.  2. 

Cry  aim,  r.t.  to  encourage.  John,  n.  1. 

Cue,  sb.  the  last  word  of  an  actor's  speech,  which  is  the 
signal  for  the  next  actor  to  begin.  Lear,  x.  2. 

Cuisses,  sb.  pieces  of  armour  to  cover  the  thighs.  1  H.  IY. 
iv.  1. 

Cullion,  sb.  a  base  fellow.  Tarn,  of  S.  rv.  2. 

Cunning,  gb.  skill.  Induction  to  Tarn,  of  S. 

Cunning,  adj.  skilful.  Ibid. 

Curb,  c.i.  to  bend,  truckle.  Ham.  in.  4. 

Currents,  sb.  occurrences.  1  H.  IV.  n.  3. 

Curst,  adj.  petulant,  shrewish.  Tam.  of  S.  I.  2. 

Curstness,  «<*.  shrewishness.   A.  A  C.  IL  2. 

Curtail,  sb.  a  cur.  Com.  of  E.  in.  2. 

Curtal,  sb.  a  docked  horse.   All's  Well,  n.  3. 

Curtal-axe,  sb.  a  cutlass.  As  you  Like  it,  i.  3. 

Custalorum,  a  ludicrous  mistake  for  Gustos  Rotulorum. 
Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 

Custard-coffin,  sb.  the  crust  of  a  custard-pudding.  Tam.  of 
S.  iv.  3. 

Customer,  sb.  a  common  woman.  Oth.  rv.  1. 

Cut,  sb.  a  cheat.  Tw.  X.  n.  3.  "  To  draw  cuts"  is  to  draw 
lots.  Com.  of  E.  v.  1. 

Cypress,  sb.  a  kind  of  crape.  Tw.  N.  m.  1. 

Daff,  v  t.  to  befool.  Much  Ado,  rv.  1.     To  put  off;   this 

seems  to  be  a  corruption  of  "doff."  Ibid.  n.  3. 
Damn,  v.t.  to  condemn.  J.  C.  iv.  1. 
Dinger,  sb.  reach,  control,  power.  M.  of  V.  rv.  1. 
Dansker,  sb.  a  Dane.   Ham.  n.  1. 
Dare,  v.t.  to  challenge.  2  H.  VI.  m.  2. 
Darkling,  adv.  in  the  dark.  M.  !!*■  Dr.  n.  2. 
Darraign,  v.t.  to  set  in  array.  3  Hen.  VI.  n.  2., 
Daub,  v.t.  to  disguise.   Lear,  rv.  1. 
Daubery,  sb.  imposition.  Merry  Wives,  rv.  | 
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Day-woman,  sb.  a  dairy  maid.  L's  L's  L.  i.  2. 

Dear,  adj.  dire.  Tim.  v.  1.  That  which  has  to  do  with  the 
affections.  R.  II.  1. 1 ;  R.  &  J.  in.  3.  Piteous.  T.  A.  in.  1. 
Important.  Lear,  iv.  3. 

Dearn,  adj.  lonety.  Per.  in.  (Gower). 

Deboshed,  p.p.  debauched,  drunken.  Temp.  in.  2. 

Deck,  v.t.  to  bedew.  This  is  probably  a  form  of  the  verb 
"  to  dag,"  now  a  provincial  word.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Deck,  .sb.  a  pack  of  cards.  3  Hen.  VI.  v.  1. 

Decline,  v.t.  to  enumerate,  as  in  going  through  the  cases  of 
a  noun.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  3. 

Declined,  p.p.  fallen.  T.  &  Cr.  in.  3. 

Deem,  sb.  doom,  judgement.  T.  &  Cr.  iv.  4. 

Defeat,  v.t.  to  undo,  destroy.  Oth.  i.  3;  iv.  2. 

Defeat,  sb.  destruction.  Much  Ado,  iv.  1. 

Defeature,  sb.  disfigurement.  Com.  of  E.  n.  1. 

Defence,  sb.  art  of  fencing.  Tw.  N.  in.  4. 

Defend,  v.t.  to  forbid.  Much  Ado,  n.  1. 

Defensible,  adj.  having  the  power  to  defend.  2  Hen.  IV. 
ii.  3. 

Deftly,  adv.  dexterously.  Mac.  iv.  1. 

Defy,  v.t.  renounce.  1  H.  IV.  i.  3. 

Degrees,  sb.  a  step.  J.  C.  n.  1. 

Delay,  v.t.  to  let  slip  by  delaying.  Cor.  i.  6. 

Dement,  sb.  merit,  desert.  Oth.  i.  2. 

Demurely,  adv.  solemnly.  A.  &  C.  iv.  9. 

Denay,  sb.  denial.  Tw.  N.  n.  4. 

Denier,  sb.  the  12th  part  of  a  French  sol.  R.  III.  i.  2. 

Denotement,  sb.  marking.  Oth.  n.  3.  Note  or  manifesta- 
tion. Ibid.  in.  3. 

Deny,  v.t.  to  refuse.  Tim.  in.  2. 

Depart,  sb.  departure.  2  H.  VI.  i.  1. 

Depart,  v.t.  to  part.  L's  L's  L.  n.  1. 

Departing,  sb.  parting,  separation.  3  H.  VI.  n.  6. 

Depend,  v.i.  to  be  in  service.  Lear,  i.  4. 

Derived,  p.p.  born,  descended.  Two  Gent.  v.  4. 

Derogate,  p.p.  degraded.  Lear,  i.  4. 

Descant,  sb.  a  variation  upon  a  melody,  hence,  metaphori- 
cally, a  comment  on  a  given  theme.  Two  Gent.  i.  2. 

Design,  v.t.  to  draw  up  articles.  Ham.  i.  1. 

Despatch,  v.t.  to  deprive,  bereave.  Ham.  i.  5. 

Desperate,  adj.  determined,  bold.  R.  &  J.  in.  4. 

Detect,  v.t.  to  charge,  blame.  M.  for  M.  in.  2. 

Determine,  v.t.  to  conclude.   Cor.  in.  3. 

Dich,  v.i.  optative  mood,  perhaps  contracted  for  "do  it," 
Tim,  i.  2, 
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Diet.  tb.   food  regulated  by  the  rules  of  medicine.  Two 

Geut.  ii.  1. 
Diet,  r.t.    to    have   one's   food   regulated  by  the  rules  of 

medicine.  Alls  Well,  iv.  3. 
Diffused,  p.p.  confused.  Merry  Wives,  iv.  4. 
Digressing,   pr.  p.    transgressing,  goinsr  out  of  the  right 

way.  R.  II.  v.  3. 
Digression,  tb.  transgression.  L's  L's  L.  i.  2. 
Dig-you-good  den,  int.  give  you  good  evening.  L's  L's  L. 

iv.  1. 
Dildo,  sb.  the  chorus  or  burden  of  a  song.  Wint.  Tale,  it.  3. 
Dint,  sb.  stroke.  J.  C.  m.  2. 
Direction,  tb.  judgement,  skill.  R.  III.  v.  3. 
Disable,  r.t.  to  disparage.  As  you  Like  it,  iv.  1. 
Disappointed,  p.p.  unprepared.  Ham.  i.  5. 
Disease,  v.r.  to  undress.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3. 
Discontent,  sb.  a  malcontent.  A.  «fc  C.  i.  4. 
Discourse,  sb.  power  of  reasoning.  Ham.  iv.  4. 
Disdained,  p.p.  disdainful.  1  H.  IV.  i.  3. 
Dislimn,  r.,'.  to  disfigure,  transform.  A.  &  C.  iv.  12. 
Disme.  *b.  a  tenth  or  tithe.  T.  &  C'r.  n.  2. 
Dispark,  r.t.  to  destroy  a  park.  R.  II.  m.  1. 
Disponge.  p.*.  to  squeeze  out  as  from  a  sponge.  A.  &.  C. 

iv.  9. 
Dispose,  sb.  disposal.   Two  Gent.  iv.  1. 
Dispose,  t.i.  to  conspire.  A.  A  C.  iv.  12. 
Disposition,  tb.  maintenance.  Oth.  I.  3. 
Disputable,  adj.  disputatious.  As  you  Like  it,  n.  5. 
Dispute,  r.t.  to  argue,  examine.  Oth.  i.  2. 
Disselhbly,  sb.  used  ridiculously  for  assembly.  Mueh  Ado, 

iv.  2. 
Distaste,  r.t.  to  corrupt.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  2. 
Distempered,  adj.  discontented.  John,  iv.  3. 
Distraction,  sb.  a  detached  troop  or  company  of  soldiers. 

A.  &  C.  in.  7. 
Distraught,  p.p.  distracted,  mad.  R.  III.  in.  5. 
Diverted,  p.p.   turned    from  the  natural  course.  As  you 

Like  it,  ii.  3. 
Division,  sb.  a  phrase  or  passage  in  a  melody.  R.  &  J.  m.  5. 
Divulged,  p.p.  published,  spoken  of.  Tw.  ^s.  i.  5. 
Doff,  v.t  to  do  off.  strip.  Tarn,  of  S.  ni.  2.     To  put  off 

with  an  excuse.  Oth.  iv.  2. 
Doit,  sb.  a  small  Dutch  coin.  Temp.  n.  2. 
Dole,  sb.  portion  dealt.  Merry  Wives,  in.  4;  2  H.  IY.  i.  1. 

Grief,  lamentation.  31.  N's  Dr.  v.  1. 
Don,  v.t.  to  do  on,  put  on.  T.  A.  i.  2;  Ham.  iv.  5. 
Done,  p.p.  "  done  to  death,"  put  to  death.     2  H.  YI.  iil  2. 
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Dotant,  sb.  one  who  dotes,  a  dotard.  Cor.  v.  2. 

Dout,  v.t.  to  do  out,  quench.  Ham.  i.  4. 

Dowlas,  sb.  a  kind  of  coarse  sacking.  1  II.  IV.  in.  3. 

Dowle,  sb.  the  swirl  of  a  feather.  Temp.  in.  3. 

Down-gyved,  adj.  hanging  down    like  gyves  or  fetters. 

Ham.  ii.  1. 
Drab,  sb.  a  harlot.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  2. 
Drabbing,  pr.  p.  whoring.  Ham.  n.  1. 
Draught,  xb.  a  privy.  T.  A.  v.  1. 
Drawn,  p.p.  having  his  sword  drawn.  Temp.  n.  1. 
Drawn,  p.p.  drunk,  having  taken  a  good  draught.  Ibid. 
Dribbling,  adj.  weak.  M.  for  M.  i.  4. 
Drive,  v.i.  to  rush  impetuously.  T.  A.  n.  3. 
Drollery,  sb.  a  puppet-show.  Temp.  in.  3. 
Drumble,  v.i.  to  dawdle.  Merry  Wives,  in.  3. 
Dry,  adj.  thirsty.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Duc-dame ;  perhaps  the  Latin  duc-ad-me,  bring  him  to  me. 

As  you  Like  it. 
Dudgeon,  sb.  a  dagger.  Mac.  n.  1. 
Dull,  adj.  soothing.  2  II.  IV.  iv.  4. 
Dullard,  sb.  a  dull  person.  Cym.  v.  5. 
Dump,  sb.  complaint.  Two  Gent.  in.  2. 
Dup,  v.t.  to  do  up,  lift  up.  Ham.  iv.  5. 

Eager,  adj.  sour.  Ham.  i.  5.  Harsh.  3  H.  VI.  n.  6.  Bit- 
ing. Ham.  i.  4. 

Eanling,  sb.  a  yeanling,  a  lamb.  M.  of  V.  i.  3. 

Ear,  v.t.  to  plough.  All's  Well,  i.  3. 

Eche,  v.t.  to  eke  out.  Per.  m.  (Gower). 

Ecstacy,  sb.  madness.  Temp.  in.  3. 

Eft,  adj.  ready,  convenient.  Much  Ado,  iv.  2. 

Eisel,  sb.  vinegar.  Ham.  v.  1;  Son.  in. 

Eld,  sb.  old  age.  M.  for  M.  in.  1. 

Embossed,  adj.  swollen  into  protuberances.  As  you  Like 
it,  ii.  7.    Covered  with  foam.  A.  &  C.  iv.  11. 

Embowelled,j?.p.  disembowelled,  emptied.  All's  Well,  i.  3. 

Embrasure,  sb.  embrace.  T.  &  Cr.  iv.  4. 

Eminence,  sb.  exalted  station.  Mac.  in.  2. 

Empery,  sb.  empire.  H.  V.  i.  2. 

Emulation,  sb.  jealousy,  mutiny.  T.  &  Cr.  it.  2. 

Emulous,  adj.  jealous.  T.  &  Cr.  iv.  1. 

Encave,  v.r.  to  place  oneself  in  a  cave.  Oth.  rv.  1. 

End,  sb.  "Still  an  end,"  continually  for  ever.  Two  Gent, 
iv.  4. 

Enfeoff,  v.t.  to  place  in  possession  in  fee  simple.  1  H.  IV- 
in.  2. 

Engine,  sb.  a  machine  of  war.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  3. 
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Englut,  r.t.  to  swallow  speedily.  Tim.  n.  2. 

Engross,  r.t.  to  make  gross  or  fat.  R.  III.  in.  7. 

Engrossment,  sb.  immoderate  acquisition.  2  H.  IV.  rv.  4. 

Enkindle,  r.t.  to  make  keen.  Mac.  i.  3. 

Enmew,  r.t.  to  shut  up,  as  a  hawk  is  shut  up  in  a  mew. 

M.  for  M.  m.  1. 
Ensconce,  v.t.  to  cover  as  with  a  fort.  Merry  Wives,  n.  2. 
Enseamed,  p.p.  fat,  rank.  Ham.  in.  4. 
En<hield.  p.p.  hidden.  M.  for  M.  il  4. 
Entertain,  r.t.  encounter.  H.  V.  l  2.     Experience.  A.  & 

C.  n.  7. 
Entertainment,  sb.  treatment.  Temp.  i.  2.     A  disposition 

to  entertain  a  proposal.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3.     Service. 

All's  Well,  iv.  1. 
Entreatments,  sb.  interviews.   Ham.  i.  3. 
Ephesian,  sb.  a  toper,  a  cant  term.  Merry  Wives,  rv.  5. 
Equipage,  sb.  attendance.  Merry  Wives,  n.  2. 
Erewhile,  adv.  a  short  time  since.  As  you  Like  it.  n.  4. 
Escot.  r.t.  to  pay  a  man's  reckoning,  to  maintain.  Ham. 

ii.  2. 
Esperance,  sb.  hope,  used  as  a  war-cry.  1  H.  IV.  v.  2;  T. 

k  Cr.  v.  2. 
Espial,  sb.  a  scout  or  spy.  1  H.  VI.  iv.  3. 
Estimation,  sb.  conjecture.  1  H.  IV.  i.  3. 
Estridge,  sb.  ostridge.  1  H.  IV.  iv.  1. 
Eterne,  adj.  eternal.   Mac.  m.  2. 
Even,  adj.  coequal.  Ham.  v.  1. 
Even.  r.t.  to  equal.  All's  Well,  i.  3:  Cym.  ni.  4. 
Examine,  r.t.  to  question.  All's  Well,  in.  5. 
Excrement,  sb.  that  which  grows  outwardly  from  the  body 

and  has  no  sensation,  like  the  hair  or  nails.  L's  L's  L.  v. 

1 :  Ham.  in.  4.     Anv  outward  show.  M.  of  V.   in.  2. ; 

Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3. 
Executor,  **.  an  executioner.  H.  V.  I.  2. 
Exempt,  adj.  excluded.  1  H.  VI.  n.  4. 
Exercise,  sb.  a  religious  service.  R.  III.  m.  2. 
Exhale,  r.t.  to  hale  or  draw  out.  R.  III.  i.  2;  r.t.  to  draw 

the  sword.  H.  V.  n.  1. 
Exhibition,  sb.  allowance,  pension.  Two  Gent.  i.  3. 
Exigent,  sb.  death,  ending.  1  H.  VI.  n.  5. 
Exion,  sb.  ridiculously  used  for  '"action."  2  H.  IV.  n.  1. 
Expect,  sb.  expectation.  T.  &  Cr.  i.  3. 
Expedience,  sb.   expedition,  undertaking.    A.   &   C.  i.  2 

Haste.  R.  II.  n.  1. 
Expedient,  adj.  expeditious,  swift.  John,  n.  1. 
Expiate,  p.p.  completed.  R.  III.  in.  3. 
Expostulate,  v.t.  to  expound,  discuss.  Ham.  n.  2. 
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Exposture,  sb.  exposure.  Cor.  iv.  1. 

Express,  v.l.  to  reveal.  Wint.  Tale,  in.  2. 

Expulse,  v.l.  to  expel.  1  H.  VI.  in.  3. 

Exsufficate,  adj.  that  which  has  been  hissed  off,  contempti- 
ble. Tw.  N.  in.  3. 

Extend,  v.t.  to  seize.  A.  &  C.  i.  2. 

Extent,  sb.  a  seizure.  As  you  Like  it,  in.  1. 

Extern,  adj.  outward.  Oth.  i.  1. 

Extirp,  v.t.  to  extirpate.  M.  for  M.  in.  2. 

Extracting,  adj.  distracting.  Tw.  N.  v.  1. 

Extraught,  part,  extracted,  descended.  3  H.  VI.  ii.  2. 

Extravagant,  adj.  foreign,  wandering.  Oth.  i.  1. 

Extremes,  sb.  extravagance  of  conduct.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  o. 
Extremities.  R.  &  J.  iv.  1. 

Eyas,  sb.  a  nestling  hawk.  Ham.  n.  2. 

Eyas-musket,  sb.  a  nestling  of  the  musket  or  merlin,  the 
smallest  species  of  British  hawk.  Merry  Wives,  in.  3. 

Eye,  sb.  a  glance,  ceillad.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Eye,  sb.  a  shade  of  colour,  as  in  shot  silk.  Temp.  n.  1. 

Eyne,  sb.  pi.  eyes.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2. 


Facinorous,  adj.  wicked.  All's  Well,  n.  3. 
Fact,  sb.  guilt.  Wint.  Tale,  in.  2. 
Factious,  adj.  instant,  importunate.  J.  C.  i.  3. 
Faculty,  sb.  essential  virtue  or  power.  H.  V.  I.  1. 
Fadge,  v.i.  to  suit.  Tw.  N.  n.  2. 

Fading,  sb.  a  kind  of  ending  to  a  song.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3. 
Fain,  adj.  glad.  2  H.  VI.  n.  1. 
Fain,  adv.  gladly.  Lear,  i.  4. 
Fair,  sb.  beauty.  As  you  Like  it,  in.  2. 
Faitor,  sb.  a  traitor.  2  H.  IV.  n.  4. 
Fall,  v.t.  to  let  fall.  Temp.  n.  1. 
Fallow,  adj.  fawn-coloured.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 
False,  sb.  falsehood.  M.  for  M.  n.  4. 
Falsing,  adj.  deceptive.  Com.  of  E.  n.  2. 
Familiar,  sb.  a  familiar  spirit.  2  H.  VI.  iv.  7. 
Fancy,  sb.  All's  Well,  v.  3. 

Fancy-free,  adj.  untouched  by  love.  M.  N's  Dr.  n.  2. 
Fang,  v.t.  to  seize  in  the  teeth.  Tim.  iv.  3.     . 
Fantastic,  sb.  a  fantastical  person.  R.  &  J.  n.  4. 
Fap,  adj.  drunk.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 
Far,  adv.  farther.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  4. 
Farced,  p.p.  stuffed.  H.  V.  iv.  1. 
Fardel,  sb.  a  burden.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  4. 
Fartuous,  adj.   used  ridiculously  for    "virtuous."  Merry 
Wives,  ii.  2. 
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Fa<t,  <idt.  assuredly,  unalterably.  M.  for  M.  i.  3;  2  H.  VI. 

v.  2. 
Fat,  adj.  dull.  1  H.  IV.  i.  2. 
Favour,  sb.  countenance.  M.  for  M.  iv.  2.     Complexion. 

T.  A  Cr.  r.  2.     Quality.  Lear,  I.  4. 
Fear,  .•<£.  the  object  of  fear.  Ham.  m.  3. 
Fear.  r.t.  to  affright.  A.  &  C.  n.  6. 
Fearful,  adj.  subject  to  fear,  timorous.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Feat.  adj.  dexterous.  Cym.  v.  5. 
Feater,  adr.  romp,  degree,  more  neatly.  Temp.  ii.  1. 
Feat,  r.t.  to  make  fine.  Cym.  i.  1. 
Featly  adv.  nimbly,  daintily.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Feature,  sb.  beauty.  Cym.  v.  5. 
Federary,  sb.  confederate.  Wint.  Tale,  ir.  1. 
Fee-grief,  sb,  a  grief  held,  as  it  were,  in  fee-simple,  or  the 

peculiar  property  of  him  who  possesses  it.  Mac.  iv.  3. 
Feeder,  sb.  agent,  servant.  As  you  Like  it,  n.  4. 
Feere,  sb.  a  companion,  husband.  T.  A.  rv.  1. 
Fehemently,   adr.    used  ridiculously  for   "vehemently."' 

Merry  Wives,  in.  1. 
Fell,  sb.  the  hide.  As  you  Like  it,  ni.  2. 
Fence,  sb.  art  or  skill  in  defence.  2  H.  VI.  n.  1. 
Feodary,  sb,  one  who  holds  an  estate  by  suit  or  service  to 

a  superior  lord;  hence  one  who  acts  under  the  direction 

of  another.  Cym.  in.  2. 
Fester,  v.i.  to  rankle,  grow  virulent.  Cor.  I.  9. 
Festinatelv,  adc.  quicklv.  L's  L's  Lost,  in.  1. 
Fet,  p.p.  fetched.  H.  V."  in.  1. 
Fico,  sb.  a  fig.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 
Fielded,  adj.  in  the  held  of  battle.  Cor.  i.  4. 
Fig.  r.t.  to  insult.  2  Hen.  IV.  v.  3. 
Fights,  sb.  clothes  hung  round  a  ship  to  conceal  the  men 

from  the  enemy.  Merry  Wives,  n.  2. 
File,  sb.  a  list  or  catalogue.  Mac.  v.  2. 
File,  r.t.  to  defile.  Mac.  in.  1.     To  smooth  or  polish.  L's 

L's  L.     To  make  even.  H.  VIII.  in.  2. 
Fill-horse,  sb.  shaft-horse.  M.  of  V.  n.  2. 
Fills,  sb.  the  shafts.  T.  &  Cr.  in.  2. 
Filth,  sb.  a  whore.     Tim.  iv.  1. 
Fine,  sb.  end.  Ham.  v.  1. 
Fine,  r.t.  to  make  fine  or  specious.  H.  V.  i.  2. 
Fineless.  adj.  endless.  Oth  in.  3. 

Firago,  sb.  ridiculouslv  used  for  "  Virago. "  Tw.  N.  in.  4. 
Fire-drake,  sb.  WTill  o'"the  Wisp.  H.  VIII.  v.  3. 
Fire-new,  adj.  with  the  glitter  of  novelty  on,  like  newly- 
forged  metal.  R.  III.  i.  3. 
Firk,  r.t.  to  chastise.  H.  V.  rv.  4. 
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Fit,  sb.  a  canto  or  division  of  a  song.  T.  &  Cr.  in.  1.     A 

trick  or  habit.  H.  VIII.  I.  3. 
Fitchew,  sb.  a  polecat.  Lear,  iv.  6. 
Fives,  sb.  a  disease  incident  to  horses.  Tarn,  of  S. 
Flap-dragon,  sb.  raisins  in  burning  brandy.  L's  L's  L.  v.  1. 
Flap-jack,  sb.  a  pan-cake.  Per.  n.  1. 
Flat,  adj.  certain.  1  H.  IV.  iv.  2. 
Flatness,  sb.  lowness,  depth.  Wint.  Tale,  in.  2. 
Flaw,  sb.  a  gust  of  wind.  2  H.  IV.  IT.  4.     Metaph.  sudden 

emotion,  or  the  cause  of  it.  Mac.  in.  4;  A.  &  C.  in.  10. 
Flaw,  v.t.  to  make  a  flaw  in,  to  break.  II.  VIII.  i.  1. 
Flecked,  p.p.  spotted,  streaked.  R.  &.  J.  n.  3. 
Fleet,  v.i.  to  float.  A.  ifc  C.  in.  11.     To  pass  away.  A.  &  C. 

i.  3.     v.t.  to  pass  the  time.  As  you  Like  it,  i.  1. 
Fleeting,  pr.p,  inconstant.  R.  III.  i.  4. 
Fleshment,  sb.  the  act  of  fleshing  the  sword,  hence  the  first 

feat  of  arms.  Lear,  n.  2. 
Flewed,  adj.  furnished  with  hanging  lips,  as  hounds  are. 

M.  N's  Dr.  iv.  1. 
Flight,  sb.  a  particular  mode  of  practising  archery.  Much 

Ado,  i.  1. 
Flirt-gill,  sb.  a  light  woman.  R.  &  J.  n.  4. 
Flourish,  sb.  an  ornament.  L's  L's  L.  iv.  3. 
Flourish,  v.t.  to  ornament,   disguise  with  ornament.   M 

for  M.  iv.  1. 
Flote,  sb.  wave,  sea.    Temp.  i.  2. 
Flush,  adj.  fresh,  full  of  vigour.  A.  &  C.  i.  4. 
Foil,  sb.  defeat,  disadvantage.  Temp.  in.  1. 
Foin,  v.i.  to  fence,  light.  Merry  Wives,  n.  3. 
Foison,  sb.  plenty.  Temp.  n.  1. 

Fond,  adj.  foolish,  foolishly  affectionate.  Oth.  i.  3;  iv.  1. 
Foot-cloth,  sb.  a  saddle-cloth  hanging  down  to  the  ground. 

2  H.  VI.  rv.  7. 
For,  conj.  for  that,  because.  M.  for  M.  n.  1. 
Forbid,  p.p.  accursed,  outlawed.  Mac.  i.  3. 
Forbode,  p.p.  forbidden.  Lover's  Com.  164. 
Force,  v.t.  to  stuff,  for  "farce."  T.  &  Cr.  v.  5. 
Forced,  p.p.  falsely  attributed.  Wint.  Tale,  n.  3. 
Fordo,  v.t.  to  kill,  destroy.  Lear,  v.  3.     To  weary.  M.  N's 

Dr.  v.  2. 
Forfend,  v.t.  forbid.  Wint,  Tale,  iv.  3. 
Foreign,  adj.  obliged  to  live  abroad.  H.  VIII.  II.  2. 
Forepast,  adj.  former.  All's  Well,  v.  3. 
Foreslow,  v.i.  to  delay.  3  II.  VI.  n.  3. 
Forgetive,  adj.  inventive.  2  H.  IV.  iv.  3. 
Forked,  adj.  horned.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2;  Oth.  in.  3. 
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Formal,  adj.  regular,  retaining  its  proper  and  essential 
characteristic.  Com.  of  E.  v.  1;  A.  &  CL  n.  5. 

Forspent.  [>.p.  exhausted,  weary.  2  Hen.  IV.  I.  1. 

Forspeak,  v.t.  to  speak  against.  A.  &  C.  in.  7. 

Forthright,  sb.  a  straight  path;  forthrights  and  meanders, 
straight  paths  and  crooked  ones.  Temp.  in.  3. 

Forweary,  v.t.  to  weary,  exhaust.  John,  u.  1. 

Fosset-seller.  sb.  one  who  sells  the  pipes  inserted  into  a 
vessel  to  give  vent  to  the  liquor,  and  stopped  by  a  spigot. 
Cor.  ii.  1. 

Fox,  sb.  a  sword;  a  cant  word.  H.  V.  iv.  4. 

Fox-ship,  sb.  the  cunning  of  the  fox.  Cor.  rv.  2. 

Frampold,  adj.  peevish,  unquiet.  Merry  Wives,  n.  2. 

Frank,  sb.  the  feeding-place  of  swine.  2  H.  IV.  ii.  2. 

Frauked,  p.p.  confined.  R.  III.  i.  3. 

Franklin,  sb.  a  freeholder,  a  small  squire.  Cym.  in.  2. 

Fraught,  p.p.  freighted.  M.  of  V.  n.  8. 

Fraughtage,  sb.  freight.  Com.  of  E.  rv.  1. 

Fraughting,  pr.p.  of  v.  to  fraught;  loading  or  constituting 
the  cargo  of  a  ship.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Fresh,  sb.  a  spring  of  fresh  water.  Temp.  in.  2. 

Fret,  sb.  the  stop  of  a  guitar.  Tam.  of  S.  n.  1. 

Fret,  v.t.  to  wear  away.  R.  II.  in.  3;  Lear,  i.  4.  To  vari- 
egate. J.  C.  ii.  1. 

Friend,  r.t.  to  befriend.  H.  VIII.  i.  2. 

Frippery,  sb.  an  old-clothes  shop.  Temp.  iv.  1. 

From,  prep,  contrary  to.  Ham.  in.  2. 

Front,  r.t.  to  affront,  oppose.  A.  &  C.  n.  2. 

Frontier,  sb.  opposition.  1  H.  IV.  i.  3. 

Frontlet,  sb.  that  which  is  worn  on  the  forehead.  Lear, 
i.  4. 

Frush,  v.t.  to  break  or  bruise.  T.  &  Cr.  v.  6. 

Frustrate,  p.p.  frustrated.  A.  &  C.  v.  1. 

Fub  off,  v.t.  to  put  off.  2  H.  IV.  n.  1. 

Fulfill,  v.t.  to  fill  full.  Prol.  to  T.  &  C. 

Full,  adj.  complete.  Oth.  ii.  1. 

Fullam,  sb.  a  loaded  die.  Merrv  Wives,  i.  3. 

Fulsome,  adj.  lustful.  M.  of  V.  i.  3. 

Furnitor,  sb.  fumitory,  an  herb.  Lear,  rv.  4. 

Furnished,  p.p.  equipped.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3. 

Gaberdine,  sb.  a  loose  outer  coat,  or  smock  frock.  Temp. 
ii.  2;  M.  of  V.i.  3. 

Gad,  sb.  a  pointed  instrument,  a  goad.  T.  A.  iv.  1.  Upon 
the  gad  with  impetuous  haste,  upon  the  spur  of  the  mo- 
ment.  Lear,  i.  2. 

Gain-giving,  sb.  misgiving.  Ham.  v.  2. 
shak.  in.— 25 
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Gait,  sb.  going,  steps.  Tw.  N.  i.  4. 

Galliard,  sb.  a  kind  of  dance.  Tw.  N.  i.  3. 

Galliasse,  sb.  a  kind  of  ship.  Tarn,  of  Sh.  n.  1. 

Gallimaufry,  sb.  a  ridiculous  medley.  Wint.  Tale,  rv.  4. 

Gallow,  v.t.  to  scare.  Lear,  in.  2. 

Gallowglass,  sb.  the  irregular  infantry  of  Ireland,  and  the 

Highlands  of  Scotland.  Mac.  i.  2. 
Gamester,  sb.  a  frolicsome  person.  H.  VIII.  i.  4.     A  loos* 

woman.  All's  Well,  v.  3. 
Garboil,  sb.  disorder,  uproar.  A.  &  C.  i.  3. 
Garish,  adj.  gaudy,  staring.  R.  III.  iv.  4. 
Garner,  v.t.  to  lay  by,  as  corn  in  a  barn.  Oth.  iv.  2. 
Gast,  p.j>.  frightened.  Lear,  n.  1. 
Gaudy,  adj.  festive.  A.  &  C.  in.  13. 
Gaze,  sb.  an  object  of  wonder.  Mac.  v.  7. 
Gear,  sb.  matter  of  business  of  any  kind.  M.  of  V.  ir.  2. 
Geek,  sb.  a  fool.  Cym.  v.  4. 

General,  sb.  the  generality,  common  people.  M.  for  M.  n.  4. 
Generations,  sb.  children.  Wint.  Tale,  n.  1. 
Generosity,  sb.  noble  birth.  Cor.  i.  1. 
Generous,  adj.  noble.  M.  for  M.  i.  1. 
Gentility,  sb.  good  manners.  L's  L's  L.  I.  1. 
Gentle,  sb.  gentlefolk.  L's  L's  L.  iv.  1. 
Gentle,  adj.  noble.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Gentle,  v.t.  to  ennoble.  Hen.  V.  iv.  31. 
Gentry,  sb.  complaisance,  conduct  becoming  gentlefolk. 

Ham.  ii.  2. 
German,    adj.   akin.     Wint.    Tale,     iv.   4.     Appropriate. 

Ham.  v.  2. 
Germen,  sb.  seed,  embryo.  Lear,  in.  2. 
Gest,  sb.  period.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 
Gib,  sb.  a  he-cat.  Ham.  in.  4. 
Gifts,  sb.  talents,  endowment.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 
Giglot,  sb.  a  wanton  girl.  M.  for  M.  v.  1. 
Gilder,  sb.  a  coin  of  the  value  of  Is.  M.  or  2s.  Com.  of  E 

iv.  1. 
Gilt,  sb.  money.     H.  V.  n.  Ch.     State  of  wealth.     Tim 

iv.  3. 
Gimmal,  adj.  double.  H.  V.  iv.  2. 
Gimmor,  sb.  contrivance.  1  H.  VI.  i.  2. 
Ging,  sb.  gansr.  Merry  Wives,  iv.  2. 
Gird,  v.i.'to  gibe.     2  II.  IV.  i.  2;  Cor.  i.  1. 
Gird,  sb.  a  sarcasm  or  gibe.  Tarn,  of  S.  v.  2. 
Gleek,  v.i.  to  scoff.  M,  N's  Dr.  in.  1. 
Gleek,  sb.  a  scoff.  1  H.  VI.  in.  2. 

Glose,  v.i.  to  comment;  hence,  to  be  garrulous.  R.  II.  n.  1 
Glut,  v.  to  swallow.  Temp.  i.  1. 
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Gnarl,  v.i.  to  snarl.     R.  II.  i.  3;  2  H.  VI.  in.  1. 

Good-deed,  adv.  indeed.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 

Good-den,  int.  good-evening,  contracted  from  "Good- 
even."  John,  i.  1. 

Good-year  or  Good-jer,  sb.  a  conniption  of  the  French  gou- 
jere :  the  venereal  disease.  Merry  Wives,  i.  4. 

Gorbellied,  adj.  corpulent.  1  H.  IV.  u.  2. 

Government,  sb.  discretion.  3  H.  VI.  i.  4. 

Gourd,  afr.  a  species  of  game  of  chance.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 

Gout,  sb.  a  drop.  Mac.*n.  1. 

Gracious,  adj.  abounding  in  grace  Divine.  Ham.  i.  1. 

Grained,  adj.  engrained.   Ham.  in.  4. 

Gramercy.  ml  grand  mercy,  much  thanks.  M.  of  V.  n.  2. 

Grange,  sb.  the  farmstead  attached  to  a  monastery,  a  soli- 
tary farm-house.  Oth.  i.  1. 

Gratillity.  ab.  used  ridiculously  for ' '  gratuity."  Tw.  X.  n.  3. 

Gratulate,  v.t.  to  congratulate.   T.  A.  l  2. 

Grave,  v.t.  to  bury.  Tim.  iv.  3. 

Greasily,  adr.  grossly.  L's  L's  L.  iv.  4. 

Greek,  sb.  a  bawd.  Tw.  X.  iv.  1. 

Green,  adj.  immature,  fresh,  unused.  R  III.  II.  2;  Tarn, 
of  S.  ni.  2. 

Greenly,  adv.  foolishly.  Ham.  iv.  5. 

Greet,  v.i.  to  weep.  T.  A.  i.  2. 

Grize,  sb.  a  step.  Tw.  N.  in.  1. 

Grossly,  adv.  palpably.  H.  V.  n.  2. 

Groundling,  sb.  one  who  sits  in  the  pit  of  a  theatre.  Ham. 
m.  2. 

Growing,  pr.p.  accruing.  Com.  of  E.  rv.  1. 

Guard,  sb.  decoration.  M.  for  M.  in.  1. 

Guard,  v.t.  to  decorate.  M.  of  V.  n.  2. 

Guardage,  sb.  guardianship.  Oth.  i.  2. 

Guinea-hen,  sb.  the  pintado,  a  cant  term.  Oth.  i.  3. 

Gules,  adj.  red,  a  term  in  heraldry.  Tim.  iv.  3. 

Gulf,  sb.  the  throat.  Mac.  iv.  1. 

Gun-stone,  sb.  a  cannon  ball. 

Gust,  sb.  taste,  relish.  Tw.  X.  i.  3. 

Gyve,  v.t.  to  fetter.  Oth.  n.  1. 

Hack,  v.i.  to  become  common.  Merry  Wives,  n.  1. 
Haggard,  sb.  a  wild  or  unreclaimed  hawk.  Tam.  of  S.  rv.l 
Hag-seed,  sb.  seed  or  offspring  of  a  hag.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Hair,  sb.  course,  order,  grain.  Merry  Wives,  n.  3. 
Halidom,  sb.  holiness,  sanctification"  Christian  fellowship; 

used  as  an  oath,  and  analogous  to  "  Bv  mv  faith."  Two 

Gent.  iv.  2. 
Hall,  sb.  an  open  space  to  dance  in.  R.  &  J.  i.  5. 
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Hallowmas,  sb.  All  Hallows'  Day.  Two  Gent.  n.  1. 

Hap,  sb.  chance,  fortune.  Com.  of  E.  i.  1. 

Happily,  adv.  accidentally.  Tam.  of  S.  iv.  4. 

Handsaw,  sb.  perhaps  a  corruption  of  Heronshaw;  a  hern. 

Ham.  ii.  2. 

Hardiment,  sb.  defiance,  brave  deeds.  1  H.  IV.  i.  3. 

Harlock,  sb.  charlock,  wild  mustard.  Lear,  iv.  4. 

Harry,  v.t.  to  annoy,  harass.  A.  &  C.  in.  3. 

Having,  si),  property,  fortune.  Tw.  N.  in.  4. 

Haviour,  sb.  behaviour.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 

Haught,  adj.  haughty.  3  Hen.  VI.  ii.  1. 

Haunt,  sb.  company.  Ham.  iv.  1. 

Hay,  sb.  a  term  in  fencing.  It.  &  J.  n.  4. 

Heady,  adj.  violent,  headlong.  Com.  of  E.  v.  1. 

Heat,  p.p.  of  v.t.  "to  heat,"  heated.  M.  of  V.  i.  1. 

Hebenon,  sb.  henbane.  Ham.  i.  5. 

Heft,  sb.  a  heaving.  Wint.  Tale,  n.  1. 

Heft,  p.p.  furnished  with  a  handle:  hence,  metaphorically, 

finished  off,  delicately  formed.  Lear,  n.  4. 
Helm,  v.t.  to  steer,  manage.  M.  for  M.  in.  2. 
Hence,  adv.  henceforward.  2  H.  IV.  v.  5. 
Henchman,  sb.  a  page  or  attendant.  M.  N's  Dr.  n.  2. 
Hent,  v.t.  to  seize,  take.  M.  for  M.  iv.  6;  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  2. 
Hermit,  sb.  a  beadsman,  one  bound  to  pray  for  another. 

Mac.  ii.  6. 
Hest,  sb.  command.  Temp.  in.  1. 
High,  adv.  used  in  composition  with  adjectives  to  heighten 

or  emphasize  their  signification,  as,  high-fantastical.  Tw. 

K  i.  1. 
Hight,  p.p.  called.     L.'s  L's  L.  i.  1. 
Hild,  p.p.  held.  Lucr.  1257. 
Hildiug,  sb.  a  paltry  fellow.  Cym.  n.  3. 
Hint,  sb.  suggestion.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Hiren,  sb.  Qy.  a  prostitute,  with  a  pun  on  the  word  "iron. " 

2  Hen.  IV.  n.  4. 
Hit,  v.i.  to  agree.  Lear,  i.  1. 

Hoise,  v.t.  to  hoist,  heave  up  on  high.  2  II.  VI.  i.  1. 
Hoist,  p.p.  hoisted.  Ham.  in.  4. 
Holp,  p.p.  of  the  v.  to  help;  helped.  John,  i.  1. 
Home,  adv.  to  the  utmost.      Cor.  n.  2;  Cym.  m.  5;  Lear, 

in.  3. 
Honest,  adj.  chaste.  Oth.  iv.  2. 
Honesty,  sb.  chastity.  As  you  Like  it,  in.  3. 
Honey-stalks,  sb.  the  red  clover.  T.  A.  iv.  4. 
Hoodman-blind,  sb.  the  game  now  called  blindman's-buff. 

Ham,  in.  4, 
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Horn-mad,  adj.  probably,  "  harn-va&d,''  that  is,  brain-mad. 

Merry  Wives,  i.  4. 
Horologe,  sb.  a  clock.  Oth.  u.  3. 
Hot-house,  sb.  a  brothel.  M.  for  ML  n.  1. 
Hox.  r.t.  to  hamstring,  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 
Hugger-mugger,  sb.  secresy.  Ham.  rv.  5. 
HulTT  v.i.  to  arift  on  the  sea  like  a  wrecked  ship.  H.  VIII. 

ii.  4. 
Humourous,  adj.  fitful,  or,  perhaps,  hurried.  R.  &  J.  u.  1. 
Hunt-counter,  v.i.  to  follow  the  scent  the  wrong  way.  2 

H.  IV.  i.  2. 
Huuts-up,  sb.  a  holla  used  in  hunting  when  the  game  was 

on  foot.  R.  &  J.  in.  5. 
Hurly,  sb.  noise,  confusion.   Tarn,  of  S.  rv.  1. 
Hurtle,  v.i.  to  clash.  J.  C.  n.  2. 
Hurtling,  sb.  noise,  confusion.  As  you  Like  it,  rv.  3. 
Husbandrv,  sb.  frugality.  Mac.  n.  1.     Management.  II.  of 

V.  in.  4. 
Huswife,  sb.  a  jilt.  Cor.  i.  3. 

Ice-brook,  sb.  an  icy-cold  brook.     Oth.  v.  2. 

I'fecks.  int.  in  faith,  a  euphemism.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 

Iguomy,  sb.  ignominy.  1  H.  IV.  v.  4. 

Image,  sb.  representation.  Ham.  in.  2. 

Imbare,  v.t.  to  bare,  lay  open.  H.  V.  i.  2. 

Immediacy,  sb.  close  connexion.  Lear,  v.  3. 

Immoment,  adj.  unimportant.  A.  &  C.  v.  2. 

Imp,  v.t.  to  graft,  to  splice  a  falcon's  broken  feathers.  R. 

II.  ii.  1.    " 
Imp,  sb.  a  scion,  a  child.  2  H.  IV.  v.  5. 
Impawn,  r.t.  to  stake,  compromise.  H.  V.  i.  2. 
Impeach,  v.t.  to  bring  into  question.  M.  X's  Dr.  n.  2. 
Impeach,  sb.  impeachment.  C.  of  E.  v.  i. 
Impeachment,  sb.  cause  of  censure,  hindrance.  Two  Gent. 

i.  3. 
Imperceiverant,  adj.  dull  of  perception.  Cym.  rv.  1. 
Impeticos,  v.t.  to  pocket.   Tw.  X.  n.  3. 
Importance,  sb.  importunity.    Tw.  X.  v.  1. 
Important,  adj.  importunate.     C.  of  E.  v.  1 ;  Lear,  rv.  4. 
Importing,  adj.  significant.  All's  Well,  v.  3. 
Impose,  sb.  imposition,  meaning  command  or  task  imposed 

upon  any  one.  Two  Gent.  rv.  3. 
Imposition,  sb.  command.  M.  of  V.  i.  2. 
Imprese,  sb.  a  device  with  a  motto.  R.  II.  in.  1. 
Impress,  r.t.  to  compel  to  serve.  Mac.  rv.  1. 
Incapable,  adj.  unconscious.  Ham.  iv.  7. 
Incarnardine,  v.t.  to  dye  red.  Mac.  u.  2. 
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Incensed,  p.p.  incited,  egged  on.  R.  III.  in.  1. 

Inch-meal,  sb.  by  inchmeal,  by  portions  of  inches.     Temp. 
ii.  2. 

Inclining,  adj.  compliant.  Oth.  n.  3. 

Inclining,  sb.  inclination.   Ham.  n.  2. 

Inclip,  v.t.  to  embrace.  A.  &  C.  n.  7. 

Include,  v.t.  conclude.  Two  Gent.  v.  4. 

Incony,  adj.  fine,  delicate.  L's  L's  L.  in.  1. 

Incorrect,  adj.  ill-regulated.  Ham.  i.  2. 

Ind,  sb.  India.  Temp.  n.  2. 

Indent,  v.i.  to  compound  or  bargain.  1  H.  IV.  I.  3. 

Index,  sb.  a  preface.   R.  III.  iv.  4;  Ham.  in.  4. 

Indifferent,  adj.  ordinary.  Ham.  n.  2. 

Indigest,  adj.  disordered.   Son.  114. 

Indite,  v.t.  to  invite.     R.  &  J.  n.  4.     To  convict.  Ham. 
ii.  2. 

Induction,  sb.  introduction,  beginning.  1  H.  IV.  m.  1. 

Indurance,  sb.  delay.  H.  VIII.  v.  1. 

Infinite,  sb.  infinite  power.  Much  Ado,  n.  3. 

Ingraft,  part,  of  v.  to  engraff,  engrafted.  Oth.  n.  3. 

Inhabitable,  adj.  uninhabitable.  R.  II.  I.  1. 

Inherit,  v.t.  to  possess.  Two  Gent.  in.  2. 

Inhooped,  p.p.  penned  up  in  hoops.  A.  &  C.  n.  3. 

Inkhorn-mate,  sb.  a  contemptuous  term  for  an  ecclesiastic, 
or  man  of  learning.  1  H.  VI.  in.  1. 

Inkle,  sb.  a  kind  of  narrow  fillet  or  tape.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3. 

Inland,  adj.  civilized,  well-educated.  As  you  Like  it,  in.  2. 

Inly,  adj.  inward.  Two  Gent.  n.  7. 

Inly,  adv.  inwardly.  Temp.  v.  1. 

Inquisition,  sb.  enquiry.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Insane,  adj.  that  which  causes  insanity.  Mac.  i.  3. 

Insconce,  v.t.  to  arm,  fortify.  Com.  of  E.  n.  2. 

Instance,  sb.  example.  Tw.  N.  iv.  3.     Information.  2  H. 
IV.  in.  1.    Reason,  proof.  H.  V.  n.  2;  Merry  Wives,  n.  2. 

Intend,  v.i.  to  pretend.  Tam.  of  S.  iv.  1. 

Intending,  pr.p.  regarding.  Tim.  n.  2. 

Intendment,  sb.  intention.  Oth.  rv.  2. 

Intentively,  adv.  attentively.  Oth.  I.  3. 

Interessed,  p.p.  allied.  Lear,  i.  1. 

Intermission,  sb.  pause,  delay.  Mac.  iv.  3. 

Intrench ment,  adj.  not  capable  of  being  cut.  Mac.  v.  7. 

Intrinse,  adj.  intricate.  Lear,  n.  2. 

Intrinsicate,  adj.  intricate.  A.  &  C.  v.  2. 

Invention,  sb.  imagination.  Mac.  in.  1. 

Inward,  sb.  an  intimate  friend.  M.  for  M.  in.  2.     adj,  inti- 
mate. R.  III.  in.  4. 

Inwardness,  sb.  intimacy.  Much  Ado,  iv.  1, 
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Irregulous,  adj   lawless,  licentious.  Cym.  rv.  2. 
Iteration,  sb.  reiteration.  1  H.  IV.  i.  2. 

Jack,  sb.  a  mean  fellow.  R.  III.  i.  3. 

Jack-a-lent,  sb.  a  puppet  thrown  at  in  Lent.  Merry  Wives, 

v.  5. 
Jack  guardant,  sb.  a  jack  in  office.  Cor.  v.  2. 
Jade,  r.t.  to  whip,  to  treat  with  contempt.     H.  VIII.  m. 

2;  A.  &C.  in.  1. 
Jar,  sb.  the  ticking  of  a  clock.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 
Jar,  r.i.  to  tick  as  a  clock.  R.  II.  v.  5. 
Jaunce,  r.i.  to  prance.  R.  II.  v.  1 
Jess,  sb.  a  strap  of  leather  attached   to   the  talons  of  a 

hawk,  by  which  it  is  held  on  the  fist.  Oth.  in.  3. 
Jest,  r.i.  to  tilt  in  a  tournament.  R.  II.  1.  3. 
Jet,  r.i.  to  strut.  Tw.  N.  n.  5. 
Jovial,  adj  appertaining  to  Jove.  Cym.  v.  4. 
Journal,  adj.  daily.   Cym.  iv.  2. 
Judicious,  adj.  critical.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 
Jump,  r.i.  to  agree.  1  H.  IV.  i.  2.     r.t.  to  hazard.  Cym. 

v.  4. 
Jump,  sb.  hazard.  A.  &  C.  in.  8. 
Jump,  adr,  exactly,  nicely.  Oth.  n.  3. 
Justicer,  sb.  a  judge,  magistrate.  Lear,  in.  6. 
Jut,  r.i.  to  encroach.  R.  III.  n.  4. 
Jutty,  sb.  a  projection.  Mac.  i.  6 
Jutty.  >-.i.  to  jut  out  beyond.  H.  V.  in.  1. 
Juvenal,  sb.  youth,  young  man.  L's  L's  L.  L  2. 

Kam,  adj.  crooked.  Cor.  in.  1. 

Kecksy,  sb.  hemlock.  H.  V.  v.  2. 

Keech,  sb.  a  lump  of  tallow.  H.  VIII.  i.  1. 

Keel,  r.t.  to  skim.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2. 

Keep,  r.r.  to  restrain.  Two  Gent.  rv.  4. 

Keep,  sb.  keeping,  custody.  Tarn,  of  S.  i.  2. 

Keisar.  sb.  Caesar^  Emperor.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 

Kern,  sb.  the  rude  foot  soldiers  of  the  Irish.  Mac.  i.  2. 

Kite,  sb.  a  chilblain.     Temp.  n.  i. 

Kickshaw,  sb.  a  made  dish.  2  H.  IV.  v.  i. 

Kicksy  wicksy,  sb.  a  wife,  used  in  disdain.  All's  Well,  n.  3. 

Kiln-hole,  sb.  the  ash-hole  under  a  kiln.  Merry  Wives,  rv.  2. 

Kind,  sb.  nature.  A.  &  C.  v.  2;  T.  A.  n.  i. 

Kindle,  r.i.  to  bring  forth  young;  used  only  of  beasta   As 

you  Like  it,  in.  2. 
Kindless,  adj.  unnatural.  Ham.  n.  2. 
Kindly,  adj.  natural.  Much  Ado,  rv.  1. 
Kirtle,  sb.  a  gown.  2  H.  IV.  n,  4, 
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Knave,  sb.  a  boy.  J.  C.  iv.  3.     A  serving-man.  All's  Well, 

n.  4. 
Knap,  v.t.  to  snap,  crack.  M.  of  V.  in.  1. 
Knot,  sb.  a  figure  in  garden  beds.  R.  II.  in.  4. 
Know,  v.t.  to  acknowledge.     Mac.  in.  2. 

Labras,  sb.  lips.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 
Laced-mutton,  sb.  a  courtezan.  Two  Gent.   i.  1. 
Lag,  sb.  the  lowest  of  the  people.  T.  A.  in.  6. 
Lag,  adv.  late,  behindhand.  K.  III.  n.  1;  Lear,  i.  2. 
Lakin,  n.  ladykin,  little  lady,  an  endearing  term  applied 

to  the  Virgin  Mary  in  the  oath,  "By  our  lakin."  Temp. 

in.  3. 
Land-damn,  v.t.   perhaps  to  extirpate;    Hanmer  thinks  it 

means  to  kill  by  stopping  tte  urine.     Wint.  Tale,  n.  1. 
Lapsed,  p.p.  taken,  apprehended.  Tw.  N.  in.  3. 
Large,  adj.  licentious,  free.  Much  Ado,  iv.  1. 
Largess,  sb.  a  present.   Tarn,  of  S.  i.  2. 
Lass-lorn,  adj.  deserted  by  a  mistress.  Temp.  iv.  1. 
Latch,  v.t.  to  smear.  M.  N's  Dr.  in.  2.     To  catch.  Mac. 

iv.  3. 
Lated,  p.p.  belated.   A.  &  C.  in.  9. 
Latten,  adj.   made  of  brass.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 
Laund,  sb.  lawn.  3  H.  VI.  in.  1. 
Lavolta,  sb.  a  dance.  H.  V.  in.  5. 
Lay,  sb.  wager.   Oth.  n.  3. 
League,  sb.  besieging  army.  All's  Well,  in.  6. 
Leasing,  sb.  lying.  Tw.  N.  i.  5. 
Leather-coats,  sb.  a  kind  of  apple.  2  II.  IV.  v.  3. 
Leech,  sb.  a  physician.  T.  A.  v.  4. 
Leer,  sb.  countenance,  complexion.  As  you  Like  it,  iv.  1; 

T.  A.  iv.  2. 
Leet,  sb.  a  manor  court.  Oth.  in.  3. 
Legerity,  sb.  lightness.  II.  V.  iv.  1. 
Lege,  v.t.  to  allege.  Tam.  of  S.  i.  2. 
Leiger,  sb.  an  ambassador  resident  abroad.  M.  for  M.  in.  1 ; 

Cymb.  i.  6. 
Leman,  sb.  a  lover  or  mistress.  2  H.  IV.  v.  3. 
Lenten,  adj.  meagre.  Ham.    n.   1.      That  which  may  be 

eaten  in  Lent.   K,  &  J.  n.  4. 
L'envoy,  sb.  the  farewell  or  moral  at  the  end  of  a  tale  or 

poem.  L's  L's  L.  in.  1. 
Let,  v.i.  to  hinder.  Tw.  N.  v.  1.     v.t.  to  hinder.  Ham.  i.  2. 
Let,  sb.  hindrance.  H.  V.  v.  2. 
Lethe,  sb.  death.  J.  C.  m.  1. 
Level,  v.i.  to  aim.  M.  of  V.  i.  2;  K.  III.  iv.  4. 
Level,  sb.  that  which  is  aimed  at.   JI,  VIII.  I.  2, 
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Lewd.  adj.  ignorant,  foolish.  R.  III.  I.  3. 

Lewdly,  adv.  wickedly.  2  H.  VI.  n.  1. 

Lewdster,  sb.  a  lewd  person.  Merry  Wives,  v.  3. 

Libbard,  sb.  a  leopard.  L*s  L's  L.  v.  2. 

Liberal,  adj.  licentious.  Two  Gent.  in.  1;  Oth.  rL  1. 

Liberty,  sb.  libertinism.  T.  A.  iv.  1. 

License,  sb.  licentiousness.  M.  for  M.  in.  2. 

Lief,  adj.  dear.  2  H.  VI.  in.  1. 

Lifter,  sb.  a  thief.  T.  &  Cr.  i.  2. 

Light  o'  love,  sb.  a  tune  so  called.  Two  Gent.  i.  2. 

Lightly,  adv.  easily,  generally.  Com.  of  K  rv.  4:  R.  III. 

m.  1. 
Like,  r.^.  to  please.  R.  III.  in.  4;  Lear,  n.  2. 
Like,  v.t.  to  liken,  compare.  1  H.  VI.  iv.  6. 
Like,  adj.  likely.  M.  for  M.  v.  1. 
Likelihood,  sb.  promise,  appearance.  R.  III.  in.  4. 
Liking,  sb.  condition.  1  H.  IV.  in.  3. 
Limbeck,  sb.  an  alembick,  a  still.  Mac.  i.  7. 
Limbo,  or  Limbo  patrum,   xb.  the  place  where  good  men 

under  the  Old  Test,  were  believed  to  be  imprisoned  till 

released  by  Christ  after  his  crucifixion.  All's  Well,  v.  3; 

H.  VIII.  v.  3. 
Lime,  sb.  bird-lime.  Temp.  iv.  1. 
Lime,  v.t.  to  entangle  as  with  bird-lime.  Tw.  N.  in.  4.    To 

smear  with  bird-lime.  2  H.  VI.  i.  3.  To  mix  lime  with 

beer  or  other  liquor.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 
Limn,  v.t.  to  draw.  As  you  Like  it,  n.  7. 
Line,  v.t.    to    cover   on    the    inside.     Cymb.  n.   3.      To 

strengthen  by  inner  works.  1  H.  IV.  n.  3;  2  H.  IV.  i.  3. 
Linstock,  sb.  a  staff  with  a  match  at  the  end  of  it,  used  by 

gunners  in  firing  cannon.  H.  V.  in.  Chorus. 
List,  ».  a  margin,  hence  a  bound  or  enclosure.  Tw.  N.  in. 

1;H.  IV.  iv.  1. 
Lither,  adj.  lazy.  1  H.  VI.  rv.  7. 
Little,  sb.  miniature.  Ham.  n.  2. 
Livelihood,  ab.  appearance  of  life.  All's  Well,  i.  1- 
Livery,  sb.  a  law  phrase,  signifying  the  act  of  deli,r«ring  a 

f  reehold  into  the  possession  of  the  heir  or  purchaser     R. 

II.  n.  3. 
Living,  adj.  lively,  convincing.  Oth.  in.  3. 
Loach,  sb.  a  fish  so  called.  1  H.  IV.  n.  1. 
Lob,  «6.  a  looby.  M.  X's  Dr.  n.  1. 
Lockram,  sb.  a  sort  of  coarse  linen.  Cor.  n.  1. 
Lode-star,  sJj.  the  leading-star,  pole-star.  M.  N's  Dr.  L  1- 
Loffe,  Kt.  to  laugh.  M.  N's  Dr.  n.  1. 
Loggats,  sb.  the  game  called  nine-pins.  Ham.  T.  1, 
Longly,  adv.  longingly.  Tain,  of  S.  i.  I, 
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Loof,  v.t.  to  luff,  bring  a  vessel  up  to  the  wind.  A.  &  C. 

in.  8. 
Loon,  sb.  a  low,  contemptible  fellow.  Mac.  v.  3. 
Lot,  sb.  a  prize  in  a  lottery.  Cor.  v.  2. 
Lottery,  sb.  that  which  falls  to  a  man  by  lot.  A.  &  C.  u.  2. 
Lowt,  sb.  a  clown.  Cor.  in.  2. 
Lowt,  v.t.  to  treat  one  as  a  lowt,  with  contempt.  1  H.  VI. 

iv.  3. 
Lozel,  sb.  a  spendthrift.  Wint.  Tale,  n.  3. 
Lubber,  sb.  a  leopard.  2  H.  IV.  n.  1. 
Luce,  n.  the  pike  or  jack,  a  fresh-water  fish.  Merry  Wives, 

i.  1. 
Lumpish,  adj.  dull,  dejected.  Two  Gent.  in.  2. 
Lunes,  sb.  fits  of  lunacy.  Wint.  Tale,  n.  2. 
Lurch,  v.t.  to  defeat,  to  win.  Cor.  n.  2. 
Lurch,  v.t.  to  shift,  to  play  tricks.  Merry  Wives,  n.  2. 
Lure,  sb.  a  thing  stuffed  to  resemble  a  bird  with  which  the 

falconer  allures  a  hawk.  Tarn,  of  S.  iv.  1. 
Lush,  adj.  juicy,  luxuriant.  Temp.  n.  1. 
Lustig,  adj.  lusty,  cheerful.  All's  Well,  n.  3. 
Luxurious,  adj.  lascivious.    Much  Ado,  iv.  1. 
Luxury,  sb.  lust.  Lear,  iv.  6. 
Lym,  sb.  a  limer  or  slow  hound.  Lear,  in.  6. 

Made,  p.p.  having  his  fortune  made.  Tw.  N.  in.  4. 
Magnifico,  sb.  the  chief  magistrate  at  Venice.  Oth.  i.  2. 
Magot-pie,   sb.  a  magpie,  a  pie  which  feeds   on   magots, 

Mac.  in.  4. 
Mailed,  p.p.  covered  with  a  coat  of  mail.  2  H.  VI.  n.  4. 
Main-course,  sb.  a  sea  term.  Temp.  i.  i. 
Make,  v.t.  to  do  up,  bar.  Com.  of  E.  in.  1.     To  do.  L's  L's 

L.  iv.  8;  R.  III.  i.  3. 
Malkin,  sb.  a  familiar  name  for  Mary;  hence  a  servant 

wench.  Cor.  n.  1. 
Mallecho,  d>.  mischief.  Ham.  in.  2. 
Mammering,  pr.p.  hesitating.  Oth.  in.  3. 
Mammets,  sb.  a  woman's  breasts.  1  H.  IV.  n.  3.     A  doll, 

R.  &  J.  in.  5. 
Mammock,  v.t.  to  break,  tear.  Cor.  i.  3. 
Man,  v.t.  to  tame  a  hawk.  Tam.  of  S.  iv.  1. 
Manage,  sb.  management.  Temp,  i,  2. 

M-vmlr-KT-nrn   <*/>  )  a  Plan*  of  s°poriferous  quality,  supposed 
Aland  agora  st,.  {  resemble  a  man.  Oth.  in.  3;   2  11. 

Mandrake,  sb.      1      TV   t   2 

Mankind,  adj.  having  a  masculine  nature.  Wint.  Tale,  n.  8. 
Marches,  sb.  frontiers,  borders,  H.  V.  i.  2. 
Marchpane,  sb,  a  kind  of  sweet  biscuit,  R.  and  J.  1, 5. 
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Margent,  sb.  margin.  L's  L's  L.  n.  1. 

Marry  trap.  int.  au  oath.   Merry  Wives,  I.  1. 

Martlemas,  sb.  the  Feast  of  St. 'Martin,  which  occurs  on  the 

11th  of  Xov.  when  the  fine  weather  generally  ends;  hence 

applied  to  an  old  man.  2  H.  IV.  n.  2. 
Match,  •&.  an  appointment,  i.  H.  IV.  i.  2. 
Mate,  r.t.  to  confound,  dismay.  Mac.  v.  1. 
Meacock.  ndj.  tame,  cowardly.  Tarn,  of  S.  n.  1. 
Mealed,  p.p.  mingled.  M.  for  M.  iv.  2. 
Mean,  aft.  instrument  used  to  promote  an  end.  Two  Gent. 

iv.  4. 
Mean.  sb.  the  tenor  part  in  a  harmony.  Two  Gent.  i.  2. 
Mean,  sb.  opportunity,  power.  H.  VIII.  v.  2. 
Measure,  sb.  reach.    Two  Gent.  v.  4.     A  stately  dance. 

Much  Ado,  ii.  1. 
Meazel,  sb.  a  leper,  spoken  in  contempt  of  a  mean  person. 

Cor.  in.  2. 
Medal,  sb.  a  portrait  in  a  locket.  "Wint.  Tale.  i.  2. 
Medicine,  sb.  a  physician.  All's  Well,  n.  1. 
Meed,  sb.  reward,  "hire.  Two  Gent.  n.  4.     Merit.  3  II.  VI. 

ii.  1. 
Mehercle,  int.  by  Hercules.  L's  L's  L.  it.  2. 
Meiuv,  sb.  retinue.  Lear,  n.  4. 
Mell.'r.*'.  to  mix,  to  meddle.  All's  Well,  rv.  3. 
Memorize,  v.t.  to  cause  to  be  remembered.  Mac.  i.  2. 
Mephistophilus,  sb.  the  name  of  a  familiar  spirit.  Merry 

Wives,  i.  1. 
Mercatante,  sb.  (Italian)  a  foreign  trader.  Tarn,  of  S.  rv.  2- 
Merely,  adr.  simply,  absolutely.  Temp.  1. 1. 
Mess,  sb.  a  company  of  four.  L's  L's  L.  iv.  3;  v.  2. 
Metaphysical,  adj.  supernatural.  Mac.  I.  5. 
Mete-yard,  sb.  measuring-wand.  Tarn,  of  S.  rv.  3. 
Mew  up,  r.t.  to  confine.  R,  III.  I.  1. 
Micher,  sb.  a  truant.  1  H.  IV.  n.  4. 
Mickle,  adj.  much.  Com.  of  E.  in.  1. 
Mill  sixpence,  sb.  a  milled  sixpence.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 
Mince,  r.t.  to  do  anything  affectedly.  H.  V.  V.  2. 
Mincing,  adj.  affected.  1  II.  IV.  in.l. 
Mi<create,  p.p.  illegitimate.  H.  V.  i.  2. 
Misdoubt,  r.t.  to  suspect.  3  H.  VI.  v.  6. 
Misery,  sb.  avarice.  Cor.  n.  2. 
Misprise,  r.t.  to  despise.  As  you  Like  it,  i.  1.    To  mistake 

M.  X"s  Dr.  in.  2. 
Misprision,  sb.  mistake.  Much  Ado.  iv.  1. 
Missive- sb.  messenger.  A.  &  C.  n.  2. 
Mistempered,  adj.  angry.  John.  v.  1. 
Misthink,  v.t.  to  think  ill  of.  3  II.  VI.  5. 
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Mistress,  si.  the  jack  in  bowling.  T.  &  Cr.  in.  2. 

Mobled,  p.p.  muffled.    ITam.  n.  2. 

Modern,  adj.  commonplace.  John,  in.  4. 

Module,  xb.  a  model,  image.   John,  v.  7. 

Moe,  adj.  and  adv.  more.  Of  frequent  occurrence. 

Moiety,  xb.  a  portion.  Lear,  1. 1. 

Home,  xb.  a  stupid  person.  Com.  of  E.  in.  1. 

Moinentany,  adj.  momentary.  M.  N's  Dr.  1. 1. 

Months-mind,  xb.  a  monthly  commemoration  of  the  dead, 

but  used  ludicrously  to  mean  a  great  mind   or  strong 

desire.  Two  Gent.  i.  2. 
Mood,  xb.  anger.  Two  Gent.  iv.  1. 
Moon-calf,  xb.  a  nick-name  applied  to  Caliban.  Temp.  n. 

2;  in.  2. 
Moonish,  adj.  inconstant.  As  you  Like  it,  in.  2. 
Mop,  xb.  nod.  Temp.  in.  3. 
Morisco,  xb.  a  Moor.  2  H.  VI.  in.  1. 
Morris-pike,  xb.  Moorish-pike.  Com  of  E.  rv.  3. 
Mort,  sb.  death,  applied  to  animals  of   the  chase.  Wint. 

Tale,  i.  2. 
Mort-du-vinaigre,  int.  (French)  a  ridiculous   oath.      All's 

Well,  ii.  3. 
Mortal,  adj.  fatal,  deadly.  Oth.  v.  2.     Murderous.  Mac.  i.  5. 
Mortified,  p.p.  ascetic.  Mac.  v.  2. 
Mose,  v.i.  a  doubtful  word,  applied  to  some  disease  in  a 

horse.  Tarn,  of  S.  in.  2. 
Motion,  xb.  solicitation.   Com.  of  E.  i.  1.     Emotion.  Oth. 

I.  2. 
Motion,  xb.  a  puppet.  Two  Gent.  n.  1 
Motive,  xb.  one  who  moves.  All's  Well,  rv.  4.     That  which 

moves.  T.  &  Cr.  iv.  5. 
Motley,  adj.  used  as  xb.  the  many-coloured  coat  of  a  fool. 

As  you  Like  it,  n.  7.     A  fool.  Ibid.  in.  3. 
Motley-minded,  adj.  foolish.  As  you  Like  it,  v.  4. 
Mouse-hunt,  xb.  a  weasel.     R.  &  J.  iv.  4. 
Mow,  v.i.  to  make  grimaces.     Temp.  n.  2. 
Moy,  xb.  a  coin,  probably  a  moidore.     H.  V.  rv.  4. 
Much,  int.  significant  of  contempt.     2  H.  IV.  XL  4. 
Much,  adj.  used  ironically.     As  you  Like  it,  iv  3. 
Mure,  xb.  a  wall.     2  II.  IV.  iv.  4. 
Must,  xb.  a  scramble.  A.  &  C.  in.  11. 
Mutine,  r.i.  to  mutiny.  Ham.  in.  4. 
Mutine,  xb.  a  mutineer.  Ham.  v.  2. 

Napkin,  xb.  a  handkerchief.  As  you  Like  it,  rv.  8. " 

Natural,  xb.  an  idiot.  Temp.  in.  2. 

Nayward,  adv.  towards  denial.  Wint.  Tale,  II,  1. 
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Nayword,  sb.  a  catchword,  bv-word.  Merry  Wives,  n.  2. 

Neb,  sb.  the  beak.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 

Neeld,  xb.  a  needle.  M.  N's  Dr.  in.  2. 

Neif,  A  hand.  ML  N's  Dr.  iv.  1. 

Nephew,  sb.  a  grandson.  Oth.  i.  1. 

Nether-stocks,  sb.  stockings.  Lear,  n.  4. 

Next,  adj.  nearest.  1  Hen.  IV.  in.  1. 

Nice,  adj.  foolish.  Tarn,  of  S.  in.  1. 

Nick.  sb.  score  or  reckoning.  Two  Gent.  iv.  2. 

Nick,  v.t.  to  brand  with  folly.  A.  &  C.  ni.  11. 

Nighted,  p.p.  black  as  night.  Ham.  i.  2. 

Night-rule,  sb.  nightly  solemnity.  M.  N's  Dr.  in.  2. 

Nine  men's  morris,  sb.  a  place  set  apart  for  a  Moorish  dance 

by  nine  men.  M.  N's  Dr.  n.  2. 
Ninny,  sb.  a  fool,  jester.  Temp.  in.  2. 
Nobility,  sb.  nobleness.  Ham.  i.  2. 
Noble,  sb.  a  coin,  worth  6*.  Sd.  R.  II.  i.  1. 
Noddy,  sb.  a  dolt.  Two  Gent.  i.  1. 
Nonce,  sb.  for  the  nouce,  corrupted  from  "for  then  once," 

for  the  occasion.  1  H.  IV.  i.  2. 
Nook-shotteu,  adj.  indented  with  bays  and  creeks.  H.  V. 

in.  5. 
Nourish,  sb.  a  nurse.  1  H.  VI.  i.  1. 
Novum,  sb.  a  game  at  dice.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2. 
Nowl,  sb.  head.  M.  N's  Dr.  in.  2. 
Nuthook,  sb.  a  hook  for  pulling  down  nuts,  hence  a  thief. 

Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 

O,  sb.  a  circle.  M.  N's  Dr.  in.  2. 

Oar,  v.t.  to  row  as  with  oars.  Temp.  n.  1. 

Obsequious,  adj.  behaving  as  becomes  one  who  attends 
funeral  obsequies.  Ham.  i.  2. 

Obsequiously,  adr.  funereally.  R.  III.  i.  2. 

Obstacle,  adj.  ridiculously  used  for  "obstinate."  1  II.  VI. 
v.  4. 

Occupation,  sb.  persons  occupied  in  business.  Cor.  iv.  6. 

Occurent,  sb.  an  incident.  Ham.  v.  2. 

Od's  body,  interj.  1  H.  IV.  n.  1.  'Od's  in  these  and 

Od's  heartlings.  Merry  Wives,  in.  4.  |  all  similar  exclama- 

Od's  pittikins.  Cym.  rv.  2.  Ttions  is  a  euphemism 

Od's  plessed  will.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1.  J  for  "God's." 

Oeilliad,  sb.  an  amorous  glance.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 

O'erparted,  p.p.  having  too  important  a  part  to  act.  L's 
L's  L.  v.  2. 

O'er-raught,  p.p.  overreached.  Com.  of  E.  i.  2.  Over- 
tasked. Ham.  in.  1. 

Offering,  p.p.  challenging.  1  H.  IV.  rv.  1. 
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Office,  sIj.  benefit,  kindness.  All's  Well,  iv.  4;  use,  func- 
tion. H.  V.  ii.  2. 

Old,  adj.  a  cant  term  for  great,  as  we  say  fine,  or  pretty. 
Merry  Wives,  i.  4;  Mac.  n.  3. 

Once,  adv.  some  time.  Merry  Wives,  m.  4. 

Oneyer,  sb.  a  banker.  1  H.  IV.  n.  1.    A  doubtful  word. 

Ope,  adv.  open.  Com.  of  E.  in.  1. 

Ope,  v.i.  to  open.  3  H.  VI.  n.  3.  v.t,  to  open.  M.  of  V.  1. 1. 

Open,  adj.  plain.  M.  for  M.  ii.  1.     Public.  H.  VIII.  n.  1. 

Open,  v.i.  to  give  tongue  as  a  bound.  Merry  Wives,  iv.  2. 

Operant,  adj.  active.  Tim.  iv.  3. 

Opinioned,  p.p.  used  ridiculously  for  pinioned.  Mucb 
Ado,  iv.  2. 

Opposite,  sb.  adversary.  Tw.  N.  in.  4. 

Opposition,  sb.  combat.  Cym.  rv.  1. 

Or,  adv.  before.  Mac.  iv.  3. 

Order,  sb.  measures.  Com.  of  E.  v.  1;  H.  V.  rv.  5. 

Ordinance,  sb.  rank,  order.  Cor.  in.  2. 

Orgulous,  adj.  proud.  Prol.  to  T.  &  Cr. 

Ort,  sb.  leaving,  refuse.  Tim.  iv.  3. 

Ostent,  sb.  sbow,  appearance.  M.  of  V.  n.  2. 

Ostentation,  sb.  show,  appearance.  Much  Ado,  iv.  1 ;  Cor. 
i.  6. 

Ounce,  sb.  a  beast  of  prey  of  the  tiger  kind.  M.  N's  Dr. 
ii.  3. 

Ouphe,  sb.  a  fairy.  Merry  Wives,  iv.  4. 

Ousel-cock,  sb.  the  blackbird.     M.  N's  Dr.  in.  1. 

Out,  adv.  all  out,  fully.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Outlook,  v.t.  to  face  down.  John,  v.  2. 

Outward,  adj.  not  in  the  secret  of  affairs.  All's  Well,  in.  1. 

Outward,  sb.  outside.  Cym.  i.  1. 

Owe,  v.t.  to  own.  Temp.  i.  1. 

Pack,  v.t.  to  practise  unlawful  confederacy.     Much  Ado, 

v.  1;  Tarn,  of  S.  v.  1. 
Pack,  sb.  a  number  of  people  confederated.    R.  III.  in.  3. 
Paddock,  sb.  a  toad.  Mac.  i.  1. 
Paid,  p.p.  punished.   Cym.  v.  4. 
Palabras,  sb.  words,  a  cant  term,  from  the  Spanish.   Much 

Ado,  in.  5. 
Pale,  v.t.  to  enclose.  A.  &  C.  n.  7;  H.  V.  v.  Ch. 
Pall,  v.t.  to  wrap  as  with  a  pall.  Mac.  i.  5. 
Palled,  p.p.  impaired.  A.  &  C.  n.  7. 
Palmer,   sb.  one  who  bears  a  palm-branch,  in  token  of 

having  made  a  pilgrimage  to  Palestine.  R.  &  J.  i.  5. 
Palmy,  adj.  victorious.  Ham.  i.  1. 
Parcelled,  p.p.  belonging  to  individuals.  R.  III.  n.  2. 
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Paid,  sb.  the  leopard.  Temp.  iv.  1. 

Paritor,  sb.  an  apparitor.  L's  L's  L.  in.  1. 

Parle,  sb.  talk.  Two  Gent.  i.  2. 

Parlous,  adj.  perilous.  As  you  Like  it,  m.  2;  keen,  shrewd 
Rich.  III.  in.  1. 

Parted,  p.p.  endowed,  gifted.  T.  &  Cr.  ni.  3. 

Partizan,  sb.  a  pike.  R.  &  J.  i.  1. 

Pash,  sb.  the  face.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 

Pash.  c.t.  to  strike  violently,  to  bruise,  crush.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  3. 

Pas-,  c.i.  to  practise.  Tw.  N,  DO.  1;  Lear,  ni.  7.  To  sur 
pass  expectation.  Merry  Wives,  rv.  2. 

Passant,  pr.p.  a  term  of  heraldry,  applied  to  animals  repre- 
sented on  the  shield  as  passing  by  at  a  trot.  Merry 
AVives,  1. 1. 

Passing,  adr.  surpassingly,  exceedingly.    M.  N's  Dr.  n.  1. 

Passion,  c.i.  to  have  feelings.  Temp.  v.  1. 

Passionate,  r.t.  to  suffer.  T.  A.  m.  2. 

Passy-measure,  sb.  a  kind  of  dance.   Tw.  N.  v.  1. 

Pastry,  sb.  the  room  where  pastry  was  made.  R.  &  J.  rv.  4. 

Patch,  sb.  a  mean  fellow.  Temp.  in.  2. 

Patched,  p.p.  dressed  in  motley.  M.  X's  Dr.  iv.  1. 

Patcherv.  tb.  trickerv.  T.  &  Cr.  ii.  3. 

Path,  r.V.  to  walk.  J*  C.  n.  1. 

Pathetics],  adj.  affected,  hypocritical.  As  you  Like  it,  rv.  1. 

Patient,  r.r.  to  make  patient,  to  compose.  T.  A.  I.  2. 

Patine,  sb.  the  metal  disc  on  which  the  bread  is  placed  in 
the  administration  of  the  Eucharist.  M.  of  V.  v.  1. 

Pattern,   r.t.   to  give  an  example  of.  Wint.  Tale,  in.  2. 
Afford  a  pattern  for.  M.  for  M.  n.  1. 

Pauca  verba,  few  words.   Merry  Wives,  I.  1. 

Paucas,  adj.  few,  a  cant  word.  Iud.  to  Tarn,  of  S. 

Pavin,  sb.  a  dance.   Tw.  X.  v.  1. 

Pax,  sb.  a  small  image  of  Christ.  H.  V.  in.  6. 

Pay.  r.t.  to  despatch.   1  II.  IV.  ii.  4. 

Peat.  s?j.  a  term  of  endearment  for  a  child.  Tarn,  of  S.  1. 1. 

Pedascule,  sb.  a  pedant,  schoolmaster.  Tam.  of  S.  in.  1. 

Peer.  c.i.  to  peep  out.   R.  &  J.  I.  1. 

Peize,  c.t.  to  balance,  weigh  down.  John,  n.  2;  R.  III.  v.  3 

Pelting,  ivij.  paltry.  M.  for  M.  n.  2. 

Perdu,  ndj.  lost.   Lear.  iv.  7. 

Perdurable,  tuff,  durable.  H.  V.  rv.  5. 

Perdy,  int.  a  euphemism  for  Par  Dieu.  Com.  of  E.  rv.  4. 

Perfect,  adj.  certain.  Wint.  Tale,  in.  3. 

Perfect,  r.?.  to  inform  perfectly.  M.  for  M.  rv.  3. 

Periapts,  tb.  charms  worn  round  the  neck.    1  II.  VI.  v.  3. 

Perjure,  s/j.  a  perjured  person.  L's  L's  L.  iv.  3. 

Persever,  c.  to  persevere.  Two  Gent.  in.  2. 
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Perspective,  sb.  a  telescope,  or  some  sort  of  optical  glass. 

Tw.  N.  v.  1. 
Pew-fellow,  sb.  a  comrade,  R.  III.  iv.  4. 
Pheeze,  v.t.  to  comb,  fleece,  curry.  Iud.  to  Tarn,  of  S. ;  T. 

&  Cr.  ii.  3. 
Pia-mater,  sb.  the  membrane  covering  the  brain,  the  brain 

itself.  Tw.  N.  i.  5. 
Pick,  v.t.  to  pitch,  throw.  H.  VIII.  v.  3. 
Picked,  adj.  chosen,  selected.  John,  i.  1. 
Pickers  (and   stealers),  sb.  the  fingers,  used  ridiculously. 

Ham.  in.  2. 
Picking,  adj.  insignificant.  2  H.  IV.  i.  1. 
Pickt-hatch,  sb.  a  place  noted  for  brothels.  Merry  Wives, 

IL  2. 
Pied,  adj.  motley-coated,  wearing  the  motley  coat  of  a  jes- 
ter. Temp.  m.  2. 
Pieled,  p.p.  shaven.  1  H.  VI.  i.  3. 
Pight,  p.p.  pitched.  T.  &  Cr.  v.  11. 
Pilcher,  sb.  a  scabbard.  R.  &  J.  in.  1. 
Pill,  v.i.  to  pillage.  Tim.  iv.  1. 
Pin,  sb.  a  malady  of  the  eye.  Lear,  in.  4.    The  centre  of  a 

target.  L's  L's  L.  iv.  1 ;  It.  &  J.  n.  4. 
Pinfold,  sb.  a  pound,  a  place  to  confine  lost  cattle.    Two 

Gent.  i.  1. 
Pioned,  p.p.  digged.  Temp.  in.  3. 
Placket,  sb.  a  petticoat-front.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3. 
Plain  song,  sb.  a  simple  air.  H.  V.  in.  2. 
Plaited,  p.p.  intricate.  Lear,  i.  1. 
Planched,  adj.  made  of  boards.  M.  forM.  rv.  1. 
Plantation,  sb.  colonizing,  planting  a  colony.  Temp.  n.  1. 
Plausive,  adj.  plausible.  All's  Well,  i.  2. 
Pleached,  adj.  interwoven.  Much  Ado,  i.  2. 
Point,  sb.  a  lace  furnished  with  a  tag  by  which  the  breeches 

were  held  up.  1  H.  IV.  n.  4. 
Point-de-vice,  adj.  derived  from  the  French,  faultless.  Tw 

N.  ii.  5. 
Poise,  sb.  balance.  M.  for  M.  n.  4.     Doubt.  Lear,  n.  1. 
Polled,  p.p.  bare.  Cor.  iv.  5. 
Pomander,  sb.  a  perfumed  ball.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  4. 
Pomewater,  sb.  a  kind  of  apple.  L's  L's  L.  rv.  2. 
Poor-john,  sb.  a  herring.  Temp.  n.  2. 
Popinjay,  sb.  a  parrot.  1  H.  IV.  i.  3. 
Port,  sb.  pomp,  state.  Tarn,  of  S.  I.  1. 
Port,  sb.  a  gate.  2  H.  IV.  iv.  4. 
Portable,  adj.  bearable.  Mac.  rv.  3. 
Portance,  sb.  conduct,  behaviour.   Cor.  ii.  3. 
Possess,  v.t.  to  inform.  Tw.  N.  n.  3. 
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Potcb,  r.i.  to  push  violently.  Cor.  i.  10. 

Potent,  sb.  a  potentate.  John,  ir.  2. 

Pouncet-box,  sb.  a  box  for  holding  perfumes..  1  H.  IV.  i.  3. 

Power,  sb.  forces,  army.  2  H.  IV.  i.  1. 

Practice,  sb.  wicked  stratagem.  Tw.  X.  v.  1. 

Practisant,  sb.  a  confederate.  1  H.  VI.  m.  2. 

Prank,  t.t.  to  dress  up.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3;  Cor.  in.  1. 

Precept,  sb.  a  justice's  summons.  2  H.  IV.  v.  1. 

Preciously,  adv.  in  business  of  great  importance.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Pregnancy,  sb.  fertility  of  invention.  2  H.  IV.  i.  2. 

Pregnant,  adj.  fertile  of  invention.    M.  for  M.  1. 1.    Ready. 

Ham.  in.  2.    Obvious.  M.  for  31.  n.  1. 
Prenominate,  v.t.  to  name  beforehand,  to  prophesy.    T.  & 

Cr.  rv.  5. 
Pre-ordinance,  sb.  old-established  law.  J.  C.  in.  1. 
Presence,  sb.  the  presence-chamber.   H.  VIII.  in.  1.   High 

bearing.  M.  of  V.  in.  2. 
Prest,  adj.  ready.  M.  of  V.  I.  1. 
Pretence,  sb.  design.  Wint.  Tale,  in.  2. 
Pretend,  v.t.  to  portend.    1  H.  VI.  iv.  1.    To  intend.    Mac. 

n.  4. 
Prevent,  v.t.  to  anticipate.  J.  C.  v.  1. 
Prick,  sb.  the  mark  denoting  the  hour  on  a  dial.  R.  &  J. 

ii.  4. 
Prick,  v.t.  to  incite.  Tarn,  of  S.  in.  2.    To  choose  by  prick- 
ing a  hole  with  a  pin  opposite  the  name.    J.  C.  in.  1. 
Prick-song,  sb.  music  sung  in  parts  by  note.    R.  &  J.  n.  4. 
Pricket,  sb.  a  stag  of  two  years.  L's  L's  L.  rv.  2. 
Pride,  sb.  heat.  Oth.  in.  3. 
Prig,  v.t.  to  steal.  Wint.  Tale,  rv.  2. 
Prime,  adj.  rank,  lecherous.  Oth.  in.  3. 
Primer,  adj.  more-important.  H.  VIII.  i.  2. 
Primero,  sb.  a  game  at  cards.  H.  VIII.  v.  1. 
Principality,  sb.  that  which  holds  the  highest  place.    Two 

Gent.  ii.  4. 
Prinoox,  sb.  a  coxcomb.  R.  &  J.  i.  5. 
Priser,  sb.  a  prize-fighter.  As  you  Like  it,  n.  3. 
Procure,  v.t.  to  bring.  R.  &  J .  in.  5. 
Proface,  inter},  much  good  may  it  do  you.    2  H.  IV.  v.  3. 
Profane,  adj.  outspoken.  Oth.  n.  1. 
Progress,  sb.  a  royal  ceremonial  journey.  Ham.  I.  3. 
Project,  v.t.  to  shape  or  contrive.  A.  &  C.  v.  2. 
Prompture,  sb.  suggestion.  M.  for  M.  n.  4. 
Prone,  adj.  ready,  willing.  Cym.  v.  4;  31.  for  31.  i.  3. 
Proof,  sb.  strength  of  manhood.  3Iuch  Ado,  rv.  1. 
Propagate,  v.t.  to  advance,  to  forward.  Tim.  i.  1. 
Propagation,  sb.  obtaining.  31.  for  31.  i.  3. 


786  GLOSSARY. 

Proper-false,  sb.  natural  falsehood.  Tw.  N.  n.  2. 
Propertied,  p.p.  endowed  with  the  properties  of.  A.  &  C. 

v.  2. 
Properties,  sb'.  scenes,  dresses,  &c.  used  in  a  theatre.  Merry 

Wives,  iv.  4. 
Property,  v.t.  to  take  possession  of.  John,  v.  2. 
Propose,  v.t.  to  suppose,  for  the  sake  of  argument.  2  H.  IV. 

v.  2.     To  converse.  Much  Ado,  in.  1. 
Propose,  sb.  conversation.  Much  Ado,  in.  1. 
Prorogue,  v.t.  to  defer.  R.  &  J.  n.  2. 
Provand,  sb.  provender.  Cor.  n.  1. 
Provision,  sb.  forecast.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Pucelle,  sb.  a  virgin,  the  name  given  to  Joan  of  Arc.    1  H. 

VI.  v.  4. 
Pudency,  sb.  modesty.  Cym.  n.  5. 
Pugging,  adj.  thieving.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  2. 
Pun,  v.t.  to  pound.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  1. 
Purchase,  v.t.  to  acquire,  win.  As  you  Like  it,  in.  2. 
Purchase,  sb.  gain,  winnings.  1  H.  IV.  n.  1. 
Put,  v.t.  to  compel.  M.  for  M.  i.  1. 
Putter-on,  sb.  an  instigator.  H.  VIII.  i.  2. 
Putter- out,  sb.  one  who  lends  money  at  interest.  Temp. 

in.  3. 
Putting-on,  sb.  instigation.  M.  for  M.  iv.  2. 
Puttock,  sb.  a  kite.  Cym.  i.  2. 

Quail,  v.t.  to  faint,  be  languid,  he  afraid.  As  you  Like  it, 

n.  2.     v.t.  to  cause  to  quail.  A.  &  C.  v.  2. 
Quaint,  adj.  curiously  beautiful.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Quake,  v.t.  to  cause  to  quake  or  tremble.  Cor.  i.  9. 
Qualify,  v.t.  to  moderate.  Much  Ado,  v.  4. 
Quality,  sb.  those  of  the  same  nature.  Temp.  i.  2.     Rank 

or  condition.  M.  for  M.  n.  1 ;  2  H.  IV.  v.  2. 
Quarrel,  sb.  a  suit,  cause.  2  H.  VI.  in.  2. 
Quarry,  sb.  game,  a  heap  of  game.     Ham.  v.  2;  Cor.  i.  1. 
Quart  d'ecu,  sb.  a  quarter  crown.  All's  Well,  iv.  3. 
Quarter,  sb.  the  post  allotted  to  a  soldier.  Tim.  v.  5. 
Quat,  sb.  a  pimple;  used  in  contempt  of  aperson.  Oth.  v.  1. 
Queasy,  adj.  squeamish,  unsettled.  Much  Ado,  n.  1 ;  Lear, 

ii.  1. 
Quell,  sb.  murder.  Mac.  i.  7. 
Quench,  v.i.  to  grow  cool.  Cym.  i.  6. 
Quern,  sb.  a  hand-mill.  31.  IS'sDr.  n.  1. 
Quest,  sb.  enquiry,  search,  inquest,  jury.  M.  for  M.  rv.  1; 

R.  III.  i.  4;  Ham.  v.  1. 
Questrist,  sb.  one  who  goes  in  search  of  another.  Lear,  in.  7. 
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Quiok,  adj.  so  far  gone  in  pregnancy  that  the  child  is  alive. 

L's  L's  L.  v.  2. 
Quicken,  r.i.  to  come  to  life.  Lear,  in.  7. 
Quiddit,     /  sb.  a  subtle  question.  Ham.  v.  1;  1  H.  IV.  i. 
Quiddity,  \  2. 

Quillet,"^.  quidlibeU  a  subtle  case  in  law.  L's  L's  L.  it.  3. 
Quintain,  sb.  a  post  for  tiltiug  at.     As  you  Like  it,  i.  2. 
Quip.  sb.  sharp  jest,  a  taunt.  Much  Ado.  n.  3. 
Quire,  r.i.  to  sing  in  concert.  M.  of  V.  r.  1. 
Quit.  r.i.  to  requite,  respond.  Lear,  in.  7;  Ham.  v.  2. 
Quit.  r.t.  past  tense  of  the  word  to  quit,  quitted.  Cym.  1. 1 
Quitance,  sb.  requital.  H.  V.  n.  2. 
Qufver,  adj.  active.  2  H.  IV.  in.  2. 
Quote,  r.t.  to  note.  R.  &  J.  i.  4. 

Rabato,  sb.  a  ruff.  Much  Ado,  in.  4. 

Rabbit-sucker,  sb.  a  weasel.  1  H.  IV.  n.  4. 

Race,  sb.  breed ;  inherited  nature.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Ratk,  sb.  wreck.   Temp.  iv.  1. 

Rack,  r.t.  to  enhance  tke  price  of  anything.  Much  Ado,  rv. 

1;  Cor.  v.  1.     r.i.  to  drive  as  clouds.  3H.  VI.  n.  1. 
Rag.  sb.  a  term  of  contempt  applied  to  persons.  Tim.  rv.  3. 
Rake,  r.t.  to  cover.  Lear.  rv.  6. 
Rapt,  p.p.  transported  with  emotion.  Mac.  i.  3. 
Rapture,  sb.  a  fit.  Cor.  n.  1. 
Rascal,  sb.  a  lean  deer.  J.  C.  rv.  3. 
Rash.  urij.  quick,  violent.  Whit  Tale.  i.  2. 
Rate,  sb.  opinion,  judgement.  Temp.  n.  1. 
Rate,  r.t.  to  assiarn,  to  value.  A.  &  C.  in.  6;  Cvm.  i.  5.     To 

scold.  M.  of  V.  i.  3. 
Ratolorum,  a  ludicrous  mistake  for  Rotulorum.    Merry 

Wives,  i.  1. 
Ravin,  adj.  ravenous.  All's  Well,  in.  2. 
Ravin,  r.f.  to  devour.  Mac.  n.  4. 
Raught,  past  tense  of  r.  to  reach.  H.  V.  rv.  6. 
Rawly,  adr.  inadequately.  H.  V.  rv.  1. 
Rawness,  sb.  unprovided  state.  Mac.  rv.  3. 
Rayed,  p.p.  arrayed,  served.  Tam.  of  S.  rv.  1. 
Razed,  p.p.  slashed.  Ham.  ni.  2. 
Rear-mouse,  sb.  the  bat.  M.  iN's  Dr.  n.  3. 
Rebate,  r.f.  to  deprive  of  keenness.  M.  for  M.  i.  5. 
Rebeck,  sb.  a  three-stringed  fiddle.  R.  &  J.  rv.  5. 
Receipt,  sb.  mosey  received.  R.  II.  i.  1. 
Receiving,  sb.  capacity.  Tw.  N.  m.  1. 
Recheat,  sb.  a  point  of  the  chase  to  call  back  the  hounds. 

Much  Ado.  i.  1. ' 
Record,  r.t  to  sing.  Two  Gent.  v.  4, 
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Recorder,  sb.  a  flute.  Ham.  in.  2. 

Recure,  v.t.  to  cure,  recover.  R.  III.  in.  7. 

Red -lattice,  adj.  suitable  to  an  ale-house,  because  ale-houses 
had  commonly  red  lattices.  Merry  Wives,  n.  2. 

Red-plague,  sb.  erysipelas.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Reduce,  v.t.  to  bring  back.  R.  III.  v.  4. 

Reechy,  adj.  smoky,  dirty.  Cor.  n.  1. 

Refell,  v.t.  to  refute.  M.  for.  M.  v.  1.. 

Refer,  v.r.  to  reserve  to.  M.  for  M.  in.  1. 

Regiment,  sb.  government.  A.  &  C.  in.  6. 

Regreet,  sb.  a  salutation.  M.  of  V.  n.  9. 

Regreet,  v.t.  to  salute.  R.  II.  i.  3. 

Reguerdon,  sb  requital.  1  H.  VI.  in.  1. 

Relative,  adj.  applicable.  Ham.  n.  2. 

Remember,  v:i.  to  remind.  Wint.  Tale,  in.  2;  M.  for  M. 
n.  1. 

Remorse,  sb.  pity.  M .  ior  M.  v.  1. 

Remorseful,  adj.  full  o^    )ity,  compassionate.  Two  Gent. 

iv.  3. 
Remotion,  sb.  rerriova*-   Tim.  rr.  8- 
Removed,  adj.  sequestered,  remote   M.  for  M.  i.  4;  As  you 

Like  it,  iil  2. 
Render,  v.t.  to  describe  you.  As  vou  Like  it,  iv.  3. 
Render,  sb.  account.   Cym.  IT.  4. 

Renege,  v.t.  to  renounce,  to  aeny.  A.  &  C.  i.  1;  Lear,  n.  2. 
Repair,  v.t.  to  renovate,  comfort.  All's  Well,  i.  2. 
Repeal,  v.t.  to  reverse  tho  sentence  of  exile.  Two  Gent.  v.  4. 
Reproof,  sb.  confutation    1  H.  IV.  i.  2. 
Repugn,  v.t.  to  resist.  1  H.  VI.  iv.  1. 
Requiem,  sb  mass  for  the  dead,  so  called  because  it  begins 
with  the  words    Requiem  eternam  dona  eis,  Domine. 
Ham.  v.  1. 
Resolve  v.t.  to  satisfy.  3  H.  VI.  in.  2.     To  dissolve,  Ham. 

i.  2. 
Respect,  3b.  consideration.  Much  Ado,  n.  3. 
Respective,  adj.  respectful,  thoughtful.  M.  of  V.  v.  1. 
Respective,  adj.  corresponding.  Two  Gent.  iv.  4. 
Respectively,  adv.  respectfully.  Tim.  m.  1. 
Retailed,  p.p.  handed  down.  R.  III.  in.  1. 
Retire,  sb.  retreat.  1  H.  IV.  n.  3. 
Retire,  v.t.  to  draw  back.  R.  II.  n.  2. 
Reverb,  v.t.  to  echo.  Lear,  i.  1. 
Revolt,  sb.  a  rebel.  John  v.  4. 
Rib,  v.t.  to  enclose  as  within  ribs.  M.  of  V.  n.  7. 
Rid,  v.  t.  to  destroy.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Rift.  v.i.  to  split,  Wint.  Tale,  y,  1,    v.t.  to  split,  Temp, 

Yl   it 
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Rift,  sb.  a  split.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Riggish,  adj.  wanton.     A.  &  C.  n.  2. 

Rigol,  sb.  a  circle.  2  H.  IV.  rv.  4. 

Ripe,  adj.  drunk.   Temp.  v.  1. 

Rivage,  sb.  the  shore.  H.  V.  in.  Chorus. 

Rival,  sb.  a  partner.  Ham.  i.  1. 

Rivalitv,  sb.  equal  rank.  A.  &  C.  ni.  5. 

Rive,  r'.t.  to  fire.  1.  H.  VI.  rv.  2. 

Road,  sb.  the  high  road,  applied  to  a  common  woman 

(traviata).  2  H.  IV.  n.  2. 
Roisting,  adj.  roistering,  violent.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  2. 
Romage,  sb.  unusual  stir.  Ham.  i.  1. 
Ronyon,  sb.  a  term  of  contempt  applied  to  a  woman.  Mac. 

i.  3. 
Rood,  sb.  the  crucifix.   R.  &  J.  i.  3. 
Rook,  sb.  a  cheater.  Merry  Wives,  I.  3. 
Ropery,  sb.  roguery.  R.  &.  J.  n.  4. 
Rope-tricks,  sb.  tricks  such  as  are  plaved  by  a  rope-dancer. 

Tam.  of  S.  i.  2. 
Round,  9.4.  to  whisper.  Oth.  i.  3.     To  become  great  with 

child.  Wint.  Tale,  n.  1.     v.t.  to  finish  off.  Temp.  rv.  1. 
Round,  sb.  a  diadem.  Mac.  I.  5. 
Round,  adj.  unceremonious.  Mac.  i.  5. 
Roundel,  sb.  a  dance  or  song.  M.  N's  Dr.  n.  3. 
Roundure,  sb.  an  enclosure.  John  u.  1. 
Rouse,  sb.  carousal.  Ham.  i.  4. 
Roynish,  adj.  mangy.  As  you  Like  it,  n.  2. 
Rubious,  adj.  ruddy.  Tw.  X.  i.  4. 
Ruddock,  sb.  the  redbreast.  Cym.  rv.  1. 
Rush,  v.t.  to  push.  R.  &  J.  in.  3. 
Rushling,  adj.  rustling.  Merry  "Wives,  n.  2. 

Sacrificial,  adj.  reverent,  as  words  used  in  religious  worship. 

Tim.  i.  1. 
Sacring-bell,  sb.  the  little  bell  rung  at  mass  to  give  notice 

that  the  elements  are  cousecrated.  H.  VIII.  in.  2. 
Sad,  adj.  serious.  Two  Gent,  i  2. 
Sadly,  adr.  seriously.  Much  Ado,  n.  3. 
Sadness,  sb.  seriousness.  R.  &  J,  i.  1. 
Safe,  v.t.  to  make  safe.  A.  &  C.  iv.  6. 
Sag,  v.i.  to  bang  down.  Mac.  v.  3. 
Salt,  adj.  lascivious.  Oth.  n.  1;  in.  8. 
Salt,  sb.  taste.  Merry  Wives,  n.  3. 

landed,  adj.  marked  with  yellow  spots.  M.  N's  Dr.  rv.  1 
nans,  prep,  without.   Temp.  I.  2, 
Saucy,  adj.  lascivious.  All  s  Well,  rv.  4. 
law,  sb,  a  moral  saying.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2. 
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Say,  adj.  silken.  2  H.  VI.  iv.  7. 

Say,  sb.  assay,  taste,  relish.  Lear,  v.  3. 

Scaffoldage,  sb.  the  gallery  of  a  theatre.  T.  &  Cr.  I.  3. 

Scald,  adj.  scurvy,  scabby.  Merry  Wives,  in.  1. 

Scale,  v.t.  to  weigh  in  scales.  Cor.  n.  3. 

Scall,  sb.  a  scab,  a  word  of  reproach.  Merry  Wives,  in.  1. 

Scainble,  «.».  to  scramble.  H.  V.  i.  1. 

Scamel,  sb.   probably  a  misprint  for  sea-mel,   sew-mew. 

Temp.  ii.  2. 
Scan,  v.t.  to  examine  subtly.  Oth.  in.  3. 
Scant,  v.t.  to  cut  short,  to  spare.  M.  of  V.  in.  2. 
Scant,  adj.  scanty,  short.  Ham.  v.  2.   adv.  scarcely.  R.  &  J. 

i.  2. 
Scantling,  sb.  a  small  portion.  T.  &  Cr.  I.  3. 
Scape,  v.  t.  to  escape.  Much  Ado,  i.  1. 
Scape,  sb.  a  sallv.  M.  for  M.  i.  1. 
Scathe,  sb.  injury.  2  H.  VI.  n.  4. 
Scathe,  v.t.  to  injure.  R.  &  J.  I.  5. 
Scathful,  adj.  destructive.  Tw.  N.  v.  1. 
Sconce,  sb.  the  head.  Ham.  v.  1. 
Scotch,  v.t.  to  bruise  or  cut  slightly.  Mac.  in.  2. 
Scrimer,  sb.  a  fencer.  Ham.  iv.  7. 
Scroyle,  sb.  a  scabby  fellow.  John  n.  3. 
Scull,  sb,  a  shoal  of  fish.  T.  &  Cr.  v.  5. 
Scurvy,  adj.  scabby;  metaph.  mean.   Temp.  n.  2. 
Seal,  v.t.  to  set  one's  seal  to  a  deed;  hence,  to  confirm.  Cor. 

ii.  3. 
Seam,  sb.  fat.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  3. 

Seamy,  adj.  showing  the  seam  or  sewing.  Oth.  iv.  2. 
Sear,  adj.  scorched,  withered.  Mac.  v.  3. 
Sear,  v.t.  to  stigmatise.   All's  Well,  n.  1. 
Search,  v.t.  to  probe;  hence,  to  apply  a  healing  remedy. 

Two  Gent,  i.  2. 
Seated,  adj.  fixed,  confirmed.  Mac.  i.  3. 
Sect,  sb.  a  slip  or  scion.  Oth.  i.  3.     A  political  party.  Lear, 

v.  3. 
Securely,  adv.  inconsiderately.  T.  &  Cr.  rv.  5. 
Seel,  v.t.  to  close.  Oth.  in.  3. 
Seeling,  pr.p.  closing,  blinding.  Mac.  in.  2. 
Seeming,  adv.  seemly,  becomingly.  As  you  Like  it,  v.  4. 
Seeming,  sb.  outward  manner  and  appearance.  Wint.  Tale, 

iv.  4. 
Seen,  adj.  versed,  instructed.  Tam.  of  S.  i.  2. 
Seld,  adv.  seldom.  T.  &  Cr.  iv.  5. 
Self-bounty,  86.  native  goodness.  Oth.  in,  3, 
Semblably,  adv.  alike.  1  H.  IV.  v.  3. 
Seniory,  sb,  seniority.  R,  HI,  it.  4, 
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Sennet,  sb.  a  flourish  of  trumpets. 

Sepulchre,  ft  t.  to  bury.  Two  Gent.  iv.  2. 

Sequestration,  sb.  separation.  Oth.  i.  3. 

Sere,  adj.  dry    Com.  of  E.  rv.  2. 

Serjeant,  sb.  a  bailiff.  Ham.  v.  2. 

Serpigo,  sb.  a  cutaneous  disease.  M.  for  M.  in.  1. 

Serviceable,  adj.  "serviceable  vows."  vows  that  you  will 

do  her  service,  or  be  her  servant.  Two  Gent.  in.  2. 
Setebos,  sb.  the  name  of  a  fiend.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Setter,  sb.  one  Mho  watches  travellers  to  give  information 

to  thieves.  1  H.  IV.  n.  2 
Several,  sb.  land  which  is  not  common  but  appropriated. 

L.'s  L.'s  L.  n.  1. 
Shame,  t.i.  to  be  ashamed.  Cor.  n.  2. 
Shame,  sb.  modesty.  Com.  of  E.  in.  2. 
Shards,  sb.  shreds,  broken  fragments  of  pottery.  Ham.  v.  1. 
Shards,  sb.  the  wing  cases  of  beetles;  hence  "sharded." 

Cym.  in.  3;  and  "shard-borne."  Mac.  in.  2. 
Sharked,  p.p.  snatched  up,  as  a  shark  does  his  prey.  Ham. 

i.  1. 
Sheen,  sb.  brilliancy.  M.  N.'s  Dr.  n.  1. 
Sheer,  adj.  pure.  R.  II.  v.  3.     Unmixed.  Ind.  to  Tam.  of 

S.  2. 
Shent,  p.p.  rebuked,  blamed.  Cor.  v.  2.     Hurt.  Ham.  in.  3. 
Sheriff 's-post,  sb.  a  post  at  the  door  of  a  sheriff,  to  which 

roval  proclamations  were  fixed.  Tw.  %  i.  5. 
Shive.  sb.  slice.  T.  A.  n.  1. 

Shot,  sb.  the  reckoning  at  an  ale-house.  Two  Gent.  n.  5. 
Shoughs,  sb.  shaggy  dogs.  Mac.  in.  1. 
Shouldered,  p.p.  R.  IIL  in.  7.  A  doubtful  word. 
Shovel-board,  sb.  game  played  by  sliding  metal  pieces  along 

a  board  at  a  mark.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 
Shrewd,  adj.  mischievous.     All's  Well,  in.  5. 
Shrift,  sb.  confession.  R.  III.  in.  4.    Absolution.  M.  forM 

iv.  2. 
Shrive,  t.t  to  confess.  M.  of  V.  i.  2. 
Shriving-time,  sb.  time  for  confession.  Ham.  v.  2. 
Shroud,  r./\  to  enshroud  oneself,  cover  oneself  up.  Temp. 

n.  2. 
Side-sleeves,  sb.  loose  hanging  sleeves.  Much  Ado,  in.  4. 
Siege,  sb.  seat.  M.  for  M.  iv.  2.    Stool.  Temp.  n.  2.     Rank. 

Ham.  iv.  ?. 
Sight,  sb.  an  aperture  in  a  helmet.  2  H.  IV.  iv.  1. 
Sightless,  adj.  invisible.  Mac.  i.  5.     Unsightly.  John,  in.  1, 
Sign.  >:>'.  to  give  an  omen.  A.  &  C.  iv.  *.. 
Silly,  adj.  simple,  rustic.  Cym.  v..  3. 
Sirriular,  adj.  counterfeit,  feigned.  Cvm.  v.  5. 
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Single,  adj.  feeble.  Mac.  i.  3. 

Sir,  sb.  a  title  applied  to  a  bachelor  of  arts  at  the  Universi- 
ties. Tw.  N.  iv.  2. 

Sith,  conj.  since.  Two  Gent.  I.  2. 

Sithencc,  covj.  since.  Cor.  hi.  1. 

Sizes,  sb.  allowances.  Lear,  n.  4. 

Skains-mates,  sb.  scapegraces.  R.  &  J.  n.  4. 

Skill,  v.i.  to  be  of  importance.  Tarn,  of  S.  in.  2. 

Skilless,  adj.  ignorant.  Temp.  in.  1. 

Skimble-skamble,  adj.  rambling,  disjointed.  1  H.  IV.  in.  1. 

Skinker,  sb.  a  drawer  of  liquor.  1  H.  IV.  n.  4. 

Skirr,  v.i.  to  scour.  Mac.  v.  3. 

Slack,  v.t.  slacken.  Oth.  rv.  3. 

Slave,  v.t.  to  turn  to  slavish  uses.  Lear,  rv.  1. 

Sleave,  sb.  floss-silk.  Mac.  n.  2. 

Sledded,  p.p.  sledged.  Ham.  i.  1. 

Sleided,  p.p.  untwisted,  raw,  applied  to  silk.    Per.  iv. 
(Gower). 

Sleights,  sb.  artifices.  Mac.  in.  5. 

Slice,  int.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 

Slipper,  adj.  slippery.  Oth.  n.  1. 

Slips,  sb.  a  kind  of  noose,  or  leash.  H.  V.  in.  1.     A  piece 
of  base  money.  R.  &  J.  n.  4. 

Sliver,  v.t.  to  slice.  Lear,  iv.  2. 

Sliver,  sb.  a  slice.  Ham.  iv.  7. 

Slops,  sb.  loose  breeches.  Much  Ado,  in.  2. 

Slubber,  v.t.  to  slur  over.  M.  of  V.  n.  3. 

Smirched,  p.p.  smeared,  soiled.  Much  Ado,  iv.  1. 

Smooth,  v.t.  to  flatter.  Per.  i.  2. 

Smoothed,  p.p.  flattered,  fawned  upon.  Tim.  iv.  3. 

Sneap,  sb.  taunt,  sarcasm.  2  H.  IV.  n.  1. 

Sneaped,  p.p.  pinched.  Lucr.  333. 

Sneaping.  adj.  nipping.  L.'s  L.'s  L.  I.  1. 

Sneck-up,  int.  go  hang!  Tw.  N.  n.  3. 

Snuff,  sb.  anger.  L.'s  L.'s  L.     "To  take  in  snuff"  is  to  take 
offence. 

Softly,  adv.  gently.  Wint.  Tale,  rv.  2;  Ham.  rv.  4. 

Soil,  sb.  spot,  taint.  Ham.  i.  3. 

Solicit,  sb.  solicitation.  Cym.  n.  3. 

Solidare,  sb.  a  small  coin.  Tim.  in.  1. 

Solve,  sb.  solution.  Son.  69. 

Sometimes,  adv.  formerly.  M.  of  V.  i.  1. 

Sooth,  sb.  truth.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3.     Conciliation^  R,  JL  in, 
3. 

Sooth,  adj.  true.  Mac.  v.  5. 

Sorel,  sb.  a  buck  of  the  third  year.  L.'s  L.'s  L,  rv.  2. 

Sorriest,  adj.  most  sorrowful,  Mac,  rn,  2, 
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Sorry,  adj.  sorrowful,  dismal.  Com.  of  E.  v.  1. 

Sort.  sb.  a  company.  M.  N.'s  Dr.  in.  2.     Rank,  condition. 

R.  II.  rv.  1.     Lot.  T.  &  Cr.  i.  3.     "  In  a  sort,"  in  a  man- 
ner. Temp.  ir.  1. 
Sort,  r.t.  to  choose.  Two  Gent.  in.  2.     v.i.  to  suit.  Much 

Ado,  v.  2.     To  consort.  2  H.  IV.  n.  4 
Sot,  sb.  fool.  Cym.  v.  5. 
Soul-fearing,  adj.  soul-terrifying.  John,  n.  2. 
Sowl,  v.t.  to  lug,  drag.  Cor.  it.  5. 
Sowter,  sb.  name  of  a  dog.  Tw.  N.  It  5. 
Specialty,  sb.  a  special  contract.  Tarn,  of  S.  n.  1. 
Sped,  p.p.  settled,  done  for.  R.  &  J.  in.  1. 
Speed,  sb.  fortune.  Wint.  Tale,  in.  2. 
Speer,  v.t.  to  bolt,  fasten.  T.  &  C.  prol. 
Spial,  sb.  a  spy.  1  H.  VI.  i.  4. 
Spill,  v.t.  to  destroy.  Lear,  in.  2. 
Spilth,  sb.  spilling.  Tim.  n.  2. 
Spleen,  sb.  violent  haste.  John,  n.  2;  v.  7.     Used  of  the 

lightning  flash.  M.  N's  Dr.  i.  1. 
Sprag,  adj.  quick.  Merry  Wives,  rv.  1. 
Spring,  sb.  shoot,  bud.  V.  &  A.  656.     Beginning.  M.  N's 

Dr.  ii.  2;  2  H.  IV.  rv.  4. 
Springhalt,  sb.  stringhalt,  a  disease  of  horses.  H.  VIII.  i.  3. 
Sprited,  p.p.  haunted.  Cym.  n.  3. 
Spurs,  sb.  roots  of  trees.  Temp.  v.  1 ;  Cym.  rv.  2. 
Squandered,  p.p.  scattered.  M.  of  V.  i.  3. 
Square,  v.t.  to  quarrel.  M.  N's  Dr.  n.  1. 
Square,  sb.  the  front  part  of  a  woman's  dress,  stomacher. 

Wint.  Tale,  rv.  3. 
Square,  adj.  equitable.  Tim.  v.  1. 
Squarer,  sb.  quarreller.  Much  Ado,  i.  1. 
Squash,  sb.  an  unripe  peascod.  Tw.  N.  I.  5. 
Squier,  sb.  a  square  or  rule.  L.'s  L.'s  L.  v.  2. 
Squiny,  v.i.' to  squint.  Lear,  rv.  6. 
Staggers,  sb.  a  disease  in  horses,  attended  with  giddiness: 

hence  any  bewilderine  distress.  Cym.  v.  5. 
Stain,  v.t.  to  disfigure.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Stale,  sb.  a  decoy.  Temp.  rv.  1.     A  gull.  Tam.  of  S.  i.  1. 

A  prostitute.  Much  Ado,  n.  2. 
Stale,  v.t.  to  make  stale,  deprive  anything  of  its  freshness. 

T.  &  Cr.  ii.  3. 
Stand  upon,  to  be  incumbent  on.  R.  II.  rv.  2. 
Staniel,  sb.  an  inferior  kind  of  hawk.  Tw.  N.  n.  5. 
Stark,  adv.  stiff.  Cym.  rv.  2. 
Starkly,  adv.  stiffly.  M.  for  M.  iv.  2. 
State,  sb,  a  canopied  chair.  Tw.  N,  n,  5, 
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Station,  sb.  attitude.  Ham.  in.  4.     Act  of  standing.  A.  & 

C.  in.  3. 
Statis,  sb.  a  statesman.  Cym.  n.  4. 
Statua,  sb.  a  statue.  R.  III.  in.  7. 
Statue,  8b.  image,  picture.  Two  Gent.  rv.  4. 
Statute,  sb.  security,  obligation.  Son.  134. 
Statute-caps,  sb.  woollen  caps  worn  by  citizens.  L.'s  L.'s 

L.  v.  2. 
Stay,  sb.  a  check.  John,  n.  2. 
Stead,  v.t.  to  profit.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Stelled,  p.p.  (a  doubtful  word)  set  or  fixed.  Lucr.  1444. 

Son.  24. 
Sternage,  sb.  steerage,  course.  H.  V.  in.  Chorus. 
Stickler,  sb.  an  arbitrator  in  combat.  T.  &  Cr»  x.  9. 
Stigmatic,  sb.  a  deformed  person.  2  H.  VI.  v.  1. 
Stigmatical,  adj.  deformed.  Com.  of  E.  iv.  2. 
Still,  adj.  constant.  T.  A.  in.  2. 
Still,  adv.  constantly.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Stilly,  adv.  softly.  H.  V.  rv.  Chorus. 
Stint,  v.t.  to  stop.  H.  VIII.  i.  2.     v.i.  To  stop.  R.  &  J.  i.  3. 
Stithy,  sb.  a  smith's  forge.  Ham.  in.  2. 
Stithy,  v.t,  to  forge.  T.  &  Cr.  iv.  5. 
Stoccado.  sb.  a  stoccata,  or  thrust  in  fencing.  Merry  Wives, 

n.  1. 
Stock,  sb.  a  stocking.  Tarn,  of  S.  in.  3. 
Stomach,  sb.  courage,  stubbornness.  Temp.  i.  2.    Appetite, 

inclination.  Temp.  n.  1. 
Stone-bow,  sb.  a  cross-bow  for  throwing  stones.  Tw.  N. 

ii.  5. 
Stoup,  sb.  a  cup.  Tw.  N.  n.  3. 
Stout,  adj.  strong,  healthy.  Tim.  rv.  3. 
Stover,  sb.  fodder.  Temp.  in.  8. 

Strachy,  sb.  a  word  of  doubtful  meaning.  Tw.  N.  EL  5. 
Straight,  adj.  immediately.   Ham.  v.  1. 
Strain,  sb.  lineage.  Much  Ado,  n.  1.     Disposition.  Merry 

Wives,  ii.  1. 
Straited,  p.p.  straitened.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  4. 
Strange,  adj.  foreign.  L's  L's  L.  iv.  2.     Coy,  reserved.  R. 

&  J.  ii.  2.    Marvellous.  Oth.  v.  2. 
Strangeness,  sb.  coyness,  reserve.  T.  &  Cr.  m.  3. 
Stranger,  sb.  foreigner.  H.  VIII.  n.  3. 
Strappado,  sb.  a  kind  of  punishment.  1  H.  IV.  n.  4. 
Stricture,  sb.  strictness.  M.  for  M.  i.  4. 
Strossers,  sb.  trowsers.  H.  V.  in.  7. 
Stuck,  sb.  a  thrust  of  a  rvord.  Ham.  iv.  7. 
Sturk  in,  sb.  corruption  of  stoccata,  Tw,  N.  in,  4. 
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Stuff,  sb.  baggage.  Com.  of  E.  iv.  4.  Material,  substance. 
Oth.  i.  1. 

Stuffed,  p.p.  filled,  stored.  Much  Ado,  I.  1. 

Sly.  n.ft  to  lodge  as  in  a  sty.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Subscribe,  r.t.lo  yield.  Lear,  i.  2.  r.i.  to  succumb.  T.  & 
Cr.  rv.  5. 

Success,  sb.  issue,  consequence.  Much  Ado,  i.  3.  Succes- 
sion. Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 

Successive,  adj.  succeeding.  2  II.  VI.  m.  1. 

Successively,  adr.  in  succession.  2  H.  IV.  iv.  4. 

Sudden,  adj.  hastv,  rash.  As  vou  Like  it,  n.  7. 

Suddenly,  adr.  ha'stily.  R.  III.  iv.  1. 

Sufferance,  sb.  suffering.  M.  for  M.  m.  1. 

Suggest,  c.t.  to  tempt,  entice.  All's  Well.  iv.  5. 

Suggestion,  sb.  temptation,  enticement.  Mac.  i.  3. 

Suited,  p.p.  dressed.  All's  Well,  i.  1. 

Sullen,  adj.  doleful,  melancholy.  John,  i.  1. 

Sumpter,  sb.  a  horse  that  carries  provisions  on  a  journey. 
Lear,  n.  4. 

Suppose,  sb.  a  trick,  imposition.  Tarn,  of  8.  v.  1. 

Supposed,  p.p.  counterfeit.  Tarn,  of  S.  ii.  1. 

Surcease.  r.i.  to  cease.   Cor.  in.  2. 

Surcease,  tb.  cessation,  end.  Mac.  i.  7. 

Surprise,  r.t.  to  capture  by  surprise.  3  H.  VI.  iv.  2. 

Sur  reined,  p.p.  over-worked. '  H.  V.  nr.  5. 

Suspect,  sb.  suspicion.  R.  III.  i.  3. 

Suspire,  r.i.  to  breathe.  2  H.  IV.  iv.  4. 

Swabber,  tb.  a  sweeper  of  the  deck  of  a  ship.  Temp.  n.  2. 

Swart,  adj.  black.  John,  ni.  1. 

Swarth,  adj.  black.  T.  A.  n.  3. 

Swarth,  sb.  quautitv  of  grass  cut  down  by  one  sweep  of 
the  scythe.  Tw.  X.  n.  3. 

Swasher,  sb.  swaggerer.  H.  V.  in.  2. 

Swashing,  pr.p.  dashing,  smashing.  R.  &  J.  I.  1. 

Swath,  sb.  the  same  as  "  swarth."  T.  &  Cr.  v.  5. 

Swathling,  adj.  swaddling.  1  H.  IV.  m.  2. 

Sway,  t.i.  to  move  on.  2  H.  IV.  iv.  1. 

Swear,  c.t.  to  adjure.  Lear,  i.  1. 

Swear  over,  c.t.  to  out-swear.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 

Swift,  adj.  ready,  quick.  Much  Ado.  m.  1. 

Swinge-buckler,  sb.  a  bulley.  2  H.  IV.  m.  2. 

Table,  sb.  a  tablet,  note  book.  Ham.  i.  2. 

Table-book,  sb.  note-book.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3. 

Tables,  sb.  the  game  of  backgammon.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2.     A 

note-book.  Ham.  i.  5. 
Tabor,  sb.  a  small  side-drum.  Temp.  iv.  1. 
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Taborer,  sb.  a  player  on  the  tabor.  Temp.  in.  2. 

Tabourine,  sb.  tambourine,  drum.  T.  &  Cr.  iv.  5, 

Tag,  .sb.  the  rabble.  Cor.  m.  1. 

Taint,  p.p.  tainted.  1  H.  VI.  v.  3. 

Tainture,  sb.  defilement.  2  H.  VI.  n.  1. 

Take,  v.t.  to  infect,  blast,  bewitch.  Merry  Wives,  iv.  4; 
Ham.  i.  1. 

Take  in,  v.t.  to  conquer.  A.  &  C.  m.  7;  Cor.  I.  2. 

Take  out,  v.t.  to  copy.  Oth.  m.  4. 

Take  up,  v.t.  to  borrow  money,  or  buy  on  credit.  2  H.  VI. 
iv.  7.     To  make  up  a  quarrel.  As  you  Like  it,  v.  4. 

Taking,  sb.  infection,  malignant  influence.  Lear,  in.  4. 

Taking  up,  sb.  buying  on  credit.  2  II.  IV.  i.  2. 

Tall,  adj.  strong,  valiant.  Tw.  N.  i.  3. 

Tale,  sb.  counting,  reckoning.  Mac.  i.  3. 

Tallow-catch,  sb.  a  lump  of  tallow.  1  II.  IV.  it.  4. 

Tang,  sb.  twang,  sound.  Temp.  n.  2. 

Tang,  v.t.  to  sound.  Tw.  N.  IT.  5. 

Tanling,  sb.  anything  tanned  by  the  sun.  C}rm.  iv.  4. 

Tarre,  v.t.  to  excite,  urge  on.  John,  iv.  1. 

Tarriance,  sb.  delay.  Two  Gent.  n.  7. 

Tartar,  sb.  Tartarus.  H.  V.  n.  2. 

Task,  v.t.  to  tax.  1  H.  IV.  iv.  3.     Challenge.  R.  II.  rv.  1. 

Tasking,  sb.  challenging,  1  H.  IV.  v.  2. 

Taste,  v.t.  to  try.  Tw.  N.  in.  4. 

Tawdry-lace,  sb.  a  rustic  necklace.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3. 

Taxation,  sb.  satire,  sarcasm.  As  you  Like  it,  i.  2. 

Taxing,  sb.  satire.  As  You  Like  it,  n.  7. 

Teen,  sb.  grief.  Temp.  i.  2 

Tell,  v.t.  to  count.  Temp.  n.  1. 

Temper,  v.t.  to  mix.  Cym.  v.  5. 

Temperance,  sb.  temperature.  Temp.  n.  1. 

Tempered,  p.p.  mixed.  Ham.  v.  2. 

Tend,  v.t.  to  attend  to.  2  H.  VI.  i.  1. 

Tender,  v.t.  to  hold,  to  esteem.  Temp.  n.  1.  To  have  con- 
sideration for.  Two  Gent.  iv.  4. 

Tent,  v.t.  to  probe  as  a  wound.  Cor.  in.  1. 

Tent,  sb.  a  probe  for  searching  a  wound.  Cym.  in.  4. 

Tercel,  sb.  the  male  of  the  goshawk.  T.  &  Cr.  in.  2. 

Termagant,  sb.  a  ranting  character  in  old  plays.  Ham. 
in.  2. 

Tested,  p.p.  pure,  assayed.  M.  for  M.  n.  2. 

Testern,  v.t.  to  reward  with  a  tester,  or  sixpence.  Two 
Gent.  i.  1. 

Tharborough,  sb.  (corrupted  from  "third-borough")  a  con- 
stable. L's  L's  L.  I.  1. 

Theorick,  sb.  theory.  All's  Well,  iv.  3. 
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Thewes,  sb.  sinews,  muscles.  2  H.  IV.  in.  2. 
Thick,  adc.  rapidly.  2  H.  IV.  n.  3;  Cym.  m.  2. 
Thick-pleached,  p.p.  thickly  intertwined.  Much  Ado,  i.  2. 
Third-borough,  sb.  a  constable.  Ind.  toTam.  of  S.  1. 
Thought,  sb.  anxiety,  grief.  Hani.  in.  i ;  A.  &  C.  iv.  6.    So 

"  to  take  thought"  is  to  give  way  to  grief.     J.  C.  il  1. 
Thrasonical,  adj.  boastful.  As  You  Like  it,  v.  2. 
Three-man  beetle,  sb.  a  wooden  mallet  worked  by  three 

men.     2  H.  IV.  i.  2. 
Three-man-song-men,  sb.  singers  of  glees  in  three  parts. 

Wint.  Tale,  iv.  3. 
Three-pile,  sb.  three-piled  velvet.  Wint  Tale,  rv.  3. 
Threne,  sb.  lament.  Ph.  &  T.  49. 
Thrid,  sb.  thread,  fibre.  Temp.  rv.  1. 
Throe,  v.t.  to  put  in  agonies.  Temp.  n.  1. 
Thrum,  sb.  the  tufted  end  of  a  thread  in  weaving.  M.  N's 

Dr.  v.  1. 
Thrummed,  p.p.  made  of  coarse  ends  or  tufts.    Merry 

Wives,  rv.  2. 
Tickle,  adj.  ticklish.  If.  for  11  i.  3. 

Tight,  adj.  nimble,  active.  Tarn,  of  S.  n.  i;  A.  &  C.  iv.  4. 
Tightly,  adv.,  briskly,  promptly.  Merry  Wives,  I.  3;  il.  3. 
Tike,  sb.  a  cur.  H.  V.  n.  1. 

Tilly-vally,  int.  an  exclamation  of  contempt.  Tw.  N.  n.  3. 
Tilth,  sb.  tillage.  Temp.  n.  1. 
Timeless,  adj.  untimely.  R.  II.  rv.  1. 
Tinct,  sb.  stain,  dye.     Ham.  in.  4. 
Tire,  sb.  attire,  head-dress.  Two  Gent.  rv.  4. 
Tire,  v.i.  to  tear  as  a  bird  of  prey.  3  H.  VI.  L  1.     Hence, 

metaphorically,  to  feed.  Cym.  in.  4. 
Tire,  ?.'  to  attire,  dress.  Com.  of  E.  n.  2. 
Tod,  r.    to  yield  a  tod  of  wool.  Wint.  Tale,  rv.  3. 
Tokens,  sb.  plague  spots.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2. 
Tokened,  p.p.  marked  with  plague  spots.  A.  &  C.  in.  8. 
Toll,  v.i  to  exact  toll.  2  H.  IV.  rv.  4.     To  pay  toll.  All's 

Well,  v.  3. 
Too  too,  adc.  excessively.  Two  Gent.  I.  4;  Ham.  i.  2. 
Topless,  adj.  supreme,  without  superior.  T.  &  Cr.  i.  3. 
Touch,  sb.  touchstone  for  testing  gold.  R.  III.  rv.  2.    Trait. 

As  You  Like  it,  in.  2.     An  acute  feeling.  Cym.  i.  1. 
Touched,  p.p.  pricked.  T.  A.  iv.  4. 
Touse,  v.t.  to  pull,  drag.  M.  for  M.  v.  1. 
Toward,  adc.  nearly  ready.  M.  N's  Dr.  in.  1. 
Towards,  adc.  nearly  ready.  R.  &  J.  i.  5. 
Toys,  sb.  trifles,  foolish  tricks.  2  H.  IV.  n.  4. 
Trade,  sb.  beaten  path.  H.  VIII.  v.  1. 
Transect,  sb.  a  ferry.  M.  of  V.  ni.  4. 
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Trash,  v.t.  to  check,  as  a  huntsman  his  hounds.  Temp,  t 

2;  Oth.  ii.  1. 
Translated,  p.p.  transformed.  M.  N's  Dr.  in.  1. 
Travail,  sb.  labour,  toil.  1  H.  VI.  v.  4. 
Tray-trip,  sb.  an  old  game  played  with  dice.  Tw.  N.  u.  5. 
Treachers,  sb.  traitors.  Lear,  i.  2. 
Treaties,  sb.  entreaties.  A.  &  C.  in.  9. 
Trenched,  p.p.  carved.  Two  Gent.  in.  2. 
Trick,  sb.  technically,  a  copy  of  a  coat  of  arms;  hence,  any 

peculiarity  which  distinguishes  voice  or  feature.     Lear, 

iv.  6;  Wint.  Tale,  n.  3. 
Trick,  v.t.  to  dress  up.  H.  V.  in.  6. 
Tricked,  p.p.  blazoned.  Ham.  n.  2. 
Tricking,  sb.  ornament.  Merry  Wives,  iv.  4. 
Tricksy,  adj.  elegantly  quaint.  Temp.  v.  1. 
Triple,  adj.  third.  A.  &  C.  I,  1. 
Trojan,  sb.  a  cant  word  for  a  thief.  1  H.  IV.  n.  1. 
Trol-my-dames,  sb.  Fr.  trou-madame;  the  name  of  a  game; 

also  called  pigeon-holes.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  2. 
Troth-plight,  adj.  betrothed.  H.  V.  n.  1. 
Trow,  v.t.  to  trust,  think.  H.  VIII.  i.  1. 
True,  adj.  honest.  Cym.  n.  3. 
Trundle-tail,  sb.  a  long-tailed  dog.  Lear,  ril.  6. 
Tucket-sonance,  sb.  a  flourish  on  the  trumpet.  H.  V.  rv.  2. 
Tundish,  sb.  a  funnel.  M.  for  M.  m.  2. 
Turlygood,  sb.  a  name  adopted  by  bedlam-beggars.  Lear, 

ii.  3. 
Turn,  v.t.  to  modulate.  As  you  like  it,  It  v. 
Twangling,  pr.p.  twanging.  Temp.  in.  3. 
Twiggen,  adj.  made  of  twigs,  wicker.  Oth.  it.  3. 
Twilled,  p.p.  Temp.  in.  3.  A  doubtful  word. 
Twink,  sb.  a  twinkling.  Temp.  in.  3. 
Twire,  v.i.  to  peep,  twinkle.     Son.  28. 

Vade,  v.i.  to  fade.  P.  P.  131,  170. 

Vail,  v.t.  to  lower.  M.  f or  M.  v.  1. 

Vailing,  pr.p.  lowering.  M.  of  V.  i.  1. 

Vainness,  sb.  vanity.  H.  V.  v.  Chorus. 

Valanced,  p.p.  adorned  with  a  valance  or  fringe;  applied 

to  the  beard.  Ham.  n.  2. 
Validity,  sb.  value.  All's  Well,  v.  3. 
Vantage,  sb.  advantage.  Two  Gent.  i.  3. 
Vantbrace,  sb.  armour  for  the  front  of  the  arm.  T.  &  Cr. 

i.3. 
Varlet,  sb.  a  servant,  valet.  T.  &  Cr.  i.  1. 
Vast,  sb.  properly  a  waste-place ;  metaphorically,  the  dead 

of  night.  Temp.  i.  2.     A  gulf.  Wint,  Tale,  i.  1. 
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Vastidity,  sb.  immensity.  M.  for  M.  m.  1. 

Vastly,  adv.  like  a  waste.  Luc.  1740. 

Vasty,  adj.  vast,  waste.  1  H.  IV.  in.  1. 

Vaunt,  sb.  the  van,  that  which  precedes.  T.  &  Cr.  Prol. 

Vaunt-couriers,  sb.  forerunners.  Lear,  in.  2. 

Vaward,  sb.  the  van,  vanguard,  advanced  guard  of  an  army. 
H.  V.  iv.  3.  Hence,  metaphorically,  the  first  of  any- 
thing. M.  N's  Dr.  iv.  1. 

Vegetives,  sb.  herbs.  Per.  in.  2. 

Velure,  sb.  velvet.  Tarn,  of  S.  m.  2. 

Velvet-guards,  sb.  literally,  velvet  trimmings;  applied  meta- 
phorically to  the  citizens  who  wore  them.  1  Hen.  IV. 
in.  1. 

Venew,  sb.  a  bout  in  fencing,  metaphorically  applied  to  re- 
partee and  sallies  of  wit.  L's  L's  L.  v.  i. 

Veney,  sb.  a  bout  at  fencing.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 

Venge,  c.t.  to  avenge.  H.  V.  I.  2. 

Ventages,  sb.  holes  in  a  flute  or  flageolet.  Ham.  in.  2. 

Verbal,  adj.  wordy.  Cym.  n.  3. 

Very,  adj.  true,  real.  Two  Gent.  in.  1. 

Via,  int.  off  with  you!  Merry  Wives,  u.  2. 

Vice,  v.t.  to  screw.  Wint.  Tale,  I.  2. 

Vice,  sb.  the  buffoon  in  the  old  morality  plays.  Ham.  ni.  4. 

Vie,  v.i.  to  challenge;  a  term  at  cards.  A.\fc  C.  v.  2.  To 
play  as  for  a  wager.  Tarn,  of  S.  n.  1. 

Viewless,  adj.  invisible.  M.  for  M.  ni.  1. 

Villain,  sb.  a  lowborn  man.  As  You  Like  it,  i.  1. 

Vinewed.  p.p.  mouldy.  T.  &  Cr.  n.  1. 

Viol-de-gamboys,  sb.  a  bass  viol.  Tw.  N.  i.  3. 

Virginalling,  pr.p.  playing  as  on  the  virginals,  a  kind  of  a 
spinet.  Wint.  Tale,  I.  2. 

Virtue,  sb.  the  essential  excellence.  Temp.  i.  2.  Valour. 
Lear,  v.  3. 

Virtuous,  adj.  excellent.  M.  N's  Dr.  in.  2.  Endowed  with 
virtues.  As  You  Like  it,  i.  3. 

Vizament,  sb.  advisement.   Merry  Wives,  I.  1. 

Voluble,  adj.  fickle.  Oth.  n.  1. 

Voluntary,  sb.  volunteer.  John,  n.  1. 

Votarist,  sb.  votary,  one  who  has  taken  a  vow.  M.  for  M 
i.  5. 

Vulgar,  sb.  the  common  people.  L's  L's  L.  i.  2. 

Vulgar,  adj.  common.  John,  n.  2. 

Vulgarly,  adv.  publicly.  M.  for  M.  v.  1. 

Umbered,  p.p.  stained,   dark,  as  with  umber.  H.  V.  rv. 

Chorus. 
Uuaneled,  p.p.  without  extreme  unction.  Ham.  i.  5. 


SOO  GLOSSARY. 

Unavoided,  adj.  unavoidable.  R.  III.  iv.  4. 

Unbarbed,  p.p.  untrimmed.  Cor.  in.  2. 

Unbated,  p.p.  unblunted.  Ham.  iv.  7. 

Unbolt,  v.t.  to  disclose.  Tim.  i.  1. 

Unbolted,  p.p.  unsifted,  unrefined.  Lear,  n.  2. 

Unbreathed,  p.p.  unpractised.  M.  N's  Dr.  v.  1. 

Uncape,  v.t.  to  throw  oft*  the  hounds.  Merry  Wives,  in.  3. 

Uncharged,  p.p.  undefended,  applied  to  the  gates  of  a  city. 

Tim.  v.  4. 
Unclew,  v.t.  to  unravel,  undo.  Tim.  i.  1. 
Uncoined,  p.p.  unalloyed,  unfeigned.  H.  V.  v.  7. 
Undergo,  v.t.  to  undertake.  Tim.  in.  5. 
Undertaker,  sb.  one  who  takes  up  another's  quarrel.  Tw.  N. 

in.  5. 
Underwrought,  p.p.  undermined.  John,  n.  1. 
Uneath,  adv.  hardly.  2  H.  VI.  in.  4. 
Unexpressive,  adj.  inexpressible.  As  You  Like  it,  in.  2. 
Unfair,  v.t.  to  deprive  of  beauty.  Son.  5. 
Unhappily,  adv.  censoriously.  H.  VIII.  i.  4. 
Unhappy,  adj.  mischievous.     All's  Well,  iv.  5. 
Unhatched,  p.p.  undisclosed.  Oth.  in.  4. 
Unhouseled,  p.p.  without  receiving  the  sacrament.  Ham. 

1.5. 
Unimproved,  p.p.  unreproved.  Ham.  i.  1. 
Union,  sb.  a  pearl.  Ham.  v.  2. 
Unjust,  adj.  dishonest.  1  H.  IV.  iv.  2. 
Unkind,  adj.  unnatural.  Lear,  in.  4. 
Unlived,  adj.  bereft  of  life.  Lucr.  1754. 
Unmanned,  p.p.  untamed,  applied  to  a  hawk.  R.  &  J. 

in.  2. 
Unowed,  p.p.  unowned.  John,  iv.  3. 
Unpregnant,  adj.  stupid.  M.  for  M.  iv.  4. 
Unproper,  adj.  common  to  all.  Oth.  iv.  1. 
Unquestionable,  adj.  not  inquisitive.    As  You  Like  H 

in.  2. 
Unready,  adj.  undressed.  1  H.  VI.  n.  1. 
Unrespective,  adj.  inconsiderate.  It.  III.  iv.  2. 
Unsistiug,  adj.  unresting.  M.  for  M.  iv.  2. 
Unstanched,  p.p.  incontinent.  Temp.  i.  1. 
Untempering,  adj.  unsoftening.  H.  V.  v.  2. 
Untented,  adj.  unsearchable.  Lear,  i.  4. 
Uu traded,  adj.  unused,  uncommon.  T.  &  Cr.  iv.  5. 
Untrimmed,  p.p.  spoiled  of  grace  or  ornament.  Son.  18 
Untrue,  sb.  untruth.  Son.  113. 
Unvalued,  adj.  invaluable.  R.  III.  i.  4. 
Upspring  reel,  sb.  a  boisterous  dance.  Ham.  i.  4. 
Urchin,  s.b.  the  hedge-hog.  Temp.  i.  2. 
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Usance,  sb.  usury.  M.  of  V.  i.  3. 

Use,  sb.  interest.  M.  for  M.  I.  1. 

Utis,  sb.  riotous  merriment,  which  accompanied  the  eighth 

day  of  a  festival.  2  H.  IV.  n.  4. 
Utter,  v.t.  to  expel,  put  forth.  Much  Ado,  v.  3. 
Utterance,  sb.  extremity.  Mac.  m.  1;  Cym.  in.  1. 

Waft,  v.t.  to  wave,   beckon.  Ham.  i.  4.    To  turn.  Wint. 

Tale,  i.  2. 
"Waftage,  sb.  passage.  T.  &  Cr.  in.  2. 
Wafture,  sb.  waving,  beckoning.  J.  C.  n.  1. 
Wage,  v.t.  to  reward  as  with  wages.  Cor.  v.  5. 
Wailful,  adj.  lamentable.  Two  Gent.  m.  2. 
Wuist,  sb.  the  middle  of  a  ship.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Wannion.   "  With  a  wannion  ="  with  a  vengeance."  Per. 

n.  l. 
Wappeued,  p.p.  withered,  overworn.  Tim.  iv.  3. 
Ward,  sb.  guard.  Temp.  i.  2.     Prison.  2  H.  VI.  v.  1. 
Warden,  sb.  a  large  pear  used  for  baking.  Wint.  Tale,  rv.  2. 
Warder,  sb.  truncheon.  R.  II.  i.  3. 
Warn,  v.t.  to  summon.  R.  III.  i.  3. 
Wassail,  sb.  a  drinking  bout.  A.  &  C.  i.  4     Festivity. 

Ham.  i.  4. 
Wat,  a  familiar  word  for  a  hare.  V.  &  A.  697. 
Watch,  sb.  a  watch  light.  R.  III.  v.  3. 
Watch,  v.t.   to  tame  by  keeping  constantly  awake.  Oth. 

in.  3. 
Water-gall,  sb  a  secondary  rainbow.  Lucr.  1588. 
Waterwork,  sb.  painting  in  distemper.  2  H.  IV.  n.  1. 
Water-rug,  sb.  a  kind  of  dog.  Mac.  in.  1. 
Wax,  v.i.  to  grow.   H.  V.  v.  1. 
Waxen,  v.i.  perhaps,  to  hiccough.  M.  N's  Dr.  n.  1. 
Wealth,  sb.  weal,  advantage.  M.  of  V.  v.  1. 
Wear,  sb.  fashion.   As  you  Like  it,  n.  7. 
Weather-feud,  v.t.  to  defend  from  the  weather.  Temp.  v.  1 
Web  and  pin,  sb.   the  cataract  in  the  eye.    Lear,  m.  1 

Wint.  Tale,  i.  %. 
Wee,  adj.  small,  tiny.  Mem-  Wives,  i.  4. 
Weed,  sb.  garment.  Tw.  N.  v.  1. 
Ween,  v.i.  to  think.  1  H.  VI.  n.  5. 
West,  v.t.  to  wit,  know.  A.  &  C.  i.  1. 
Weigh  out,  v.t.  to  outweigh.  H.  VIII.  in.  1. 
Welkin,  sb.  the  sky.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 
Welkin,  adj.  sky-blue.  Wint.  Tale,  i.  2. 
Well-liking,  adj.  in  good  condition.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2. 
Well  said,  int.  well  done!  2  H.  IV.  in.  2. 
Wend,  v.i.  to  go.  M.  for  M.  iv.  3. 
shak.  m.— 2$ 
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Wesand,  sb.  the  windpipe.  Temp.  in.  2. 

Whelk,  sb.  a  weal.  H.  V.  in.  6. 

Whelked,  p.p.   marked  with  whelks  or    protuberances. 

Lear,  iv.  6. 
When  as,  adv.  when.  Son.  49. 
Where,  adv.  whereas.  2  H.  VI.  TO.  2;  Lear,  i.  2. 
Where,  sb.  a  place.  Lear,  i.  1. 

When,  an  exclamation  of  impatience.     Tarn,  of  S.  iv.  1. 
Whiffler,  sb.  an  officer  who  clears  the  way  in  processions. 

H.  V.  v.  Chorus. 
While-ere,  adv.  a  little  while  ago.  Temp.  in.  2. 
Whiles,  adv.  until.  Tw.  N.  iv.  3. 
Whip-stock,  sb.  handle  of  a  whip.  Tw.  N.  n.  3. 
Whist,  adj.  hushed,  silent.  Temp.  i.  2. 
White,  sb.  the  centre  of  an  archery  butt.  Tam.  of  S.  v.  2. 
Whiting-time,  sb.  bleaching  time.  Merry  Wives,  in.  3. 
Whitster,  sb.  bleacher.  Merry  Wives,  in.  3. 
Whitely,  adj.   pale-faced.  L's  L's  L.  in.  1.     A  doubtful 

word. 
Whittle,  sb.  a  clasp  knife.  Tim.  v.  3. 
■  Whoo-bub,  sb.  hubbub.  Wint.  Tale,  iv.  4. 
Whoop,  v.i.  to  cry  out  with  astonishment.  H.  V.  n.  2. 

Comp.  As  you  Like  it,  in.  2. 
Wicked,  adj.  noisome,  baneful.  Temp.  i.  2. 
Widow,  v.t.  to  give  a  jointure  to.  M.  for  M.  v.  1. 
Widowhood,  sb.  widow's  jointure.  Tam.  of  S.  n.  1. 
Wight,  sb.  person.  Oth.  n.  1. 
Wild,  sb.  weald.  1  II.  IV.  n.  1. 
Wilderness,  sb.  wildness.  M.  for  M.  in.  1. 
Wimpled,  p.p.  veiled,  hooded.  L's  L's  L.  in.  1. 
Window-bars,  sb.  lattice- work  across  a  woman's  stomacher. 

Tim.  iv.  3. 
Windring,  pr.p.  winding.  Temp.  in.  3. 
Winter-ground,  v.t.  to  protect  (a  plant)  from  frost.  Cym. 

iv.  2. 
Wis,  in  the  compound  "I  wis,"  certainly.  R.  III.  i.  3. 
Wish,  v.t.  to  commend.  Tam.  of  S.  i.  1. 
Wistly,  adv.  wistfully.  R.  II.  v.  4. 
Wit,  sb.  knowledge,  wisdom.  M.  of  V.  n.  2;  J.  C.  in.  2. 
Without,  prep,  beyond.  M.  N's  Dr.  iv.  1. 
Wits,  five,  the  five  senses.  Much  Ado,  i.  1. 
Wittol,  sb.  a  contented  cuckold.  Merry  Wives,  n.  2. 
Witty,  adj.  intelligent.  3  II.  VI.  i.  2. 
Woman-tired,  adj.  hen-pecked.  Wint.  Tale,  n.  3. 
Wondered,  p.p.  marvellously  gifted.  Temp.  rv.  2. 
Wood,  adj.  mad.  Two  Gent.  n.  3. 
Woodcock,  sb.  a  simnleton    Tam   nfR  i  « 
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Woodman,  sb.  a  forester,  huntsman.  Cym.  m.  6.  A  cant 

term  for  a  wencher.  M.  for  M.  iv.  3. 
Woolward,  adj.  shirtless.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2. 
Word,  v.t.  to  flatter  or  put  off  with  words.  A.  &  C.  v.  2. 

To  repeat  the  words  of  a  song.  Cym.  iv.  2. 
World.     "To  go  to  the  icorld"  is  to  get  married.  Much 

Ado,  ii.  1.  So  "a  woman  of  the  icorld"  is  a  married 

woman.  As  you  Like  it,  v.  3. 
Worm,  sb.  a  serpent.  M.  for  M.  m.  1. 
Worser,  adj.  worse.  Temp.  rv.  1. 
Worship,  v.t.  to  honour.  H.  V.  i.  2. 
Worth,  sb.  wealth,  fortune.  Tw.  N.  m.  3. 
Worts,  sb.  cabbages.  Merry  Wives,  i.  1. 
Wot,  v.t.  to  know.  Two  Gent.  iv.  4. 
Wound,  p  p.  twisted  about.  Temp.  n.  2. 
Wreak,  sb.  vengeance.  Cor.  rv*.  5. 
Wreak,  v.t.  to  avenge.  T.  A.  rv.  3. 
Wreakful,  adj.  revengeful,  avenging.  Tim.  iv.  3. 
Wrest,  sb.  an  instrument  used  for  tuning  a  harp.  T.  &  Cr. 

in.  3. 
Writ,  sb.  gospel,  truth.  Per.  n.  (Gower). 
Writhled,  p.p.  shrivelled.  1  H.  VI.  n.  3. 
Wroth,  sb.  calamity,  misfortune.  M.  of  V.  n.  9. 
Wry,  v.t.  to  swerve.  Cym.  v.  1. 
Wrung,  p.p.  twisted,  strained.  1  H.  IV.  n.  1. 

Yare,  adj.  ready.  Lsed  as  an  int. ,  ' '  be"  being  understood. 

Temp.  i.  1. 
Yarely,  adv.  readily.  Temp.  i.  1. 
Y-clad,  p.p.  clad.  2  H.  VT.  i.  1. 
Y-cleped,  p.p.  called,  named.  L's  L's  L.  v.  2. 
Yearn,  v.t.  to  grieve,  vex.  Merry  Wives,  m.  5;  R  II.  v.  5. 
Yellowness,  sb.  jealousy.  Merry  Wives,  i.  3. 
Yellows,  sb.  a  disease  of  horses.  Tam.  of  S.  in.  2. 
Yeoman,  sb.  a  sheriff's  officer.  2  H.  IV.  ii.  1. 
Yield,  v.t.  to  reward.  A.  &  C.  rv.  2.  To  report  A.  &  C. 

H.  5. 
Yond,  adj.  and  adv.  yonder.  Temp.  i.  2. 

Zany,  sb.  a  clown,  gull.  L's  Lrs  L.  v.  2. 
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